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preface* 

PSALMS  and  hymns  and  spiritual  songs  in  which  we  do  homage  to  our  blessed 
Lord  remind  us  of  our  mercies  and  enkindle  us  to  love  and  gratitude  and  joy. 
By  raising  the  character  of  the  service  of  praise  in  our  churches,  we  present  a 
more  joyous  type  of  Christianity,  and  attract  the  world,  especially  the  young,  within 
hearing  distance  of  the  Gospel. 

The  editors  of  this  book  have  endeavored  to  preserve  the  best  and  the  dearest  of 
the  old  hynms  and  tunes — music  the  church  does  not  willingly  let  die,  hymns  rich  in 
doctrine  and  suggestive  of  holy  childhood  memories.  The  congregation  has  rights 
which  the  minister  is  bound  to  respect,  and  one  of  them  is,  that  there  should  be  given 
out  at  each  service  one  hymn  at  least  which  is  familiar  to  all.  But  it  will  not  do  to 
keep  singing  over  and  over  a  few  old  hymns ;  there  should  be  at  least  one  new  hymn 
at  each  service.  Hence  we  have  embraced  in  this  coUeclion  many  modem  tunes  in 
which  the  melody  is  so  clear  and  sweet  as  to  catch  the  popular  ear,  while  at  the  same 
time  we  have  taken  pains  to  omit  the  cheap  and  sensational  airs  which  are  sure  in 
the  end  to  weary  and  repel  people  of  good  taste.  Recognizing,  also,  the  wide-spread 
musical  culture  that  characterizes  our  time,  and  the  consequent  demand  in  our  churches 
for  a  higher  and  more  classical  order  of  music,  we  have  introduced  many  new  adap- 
tations from  the  great  German  and  Italian  composers,  and  following  in  the  direction 
of  the  old  Laudes  Domini,  we  have  amply  availed  ourselves  of  the  modem  English 
school  with  its  rich  and  varied  harmonies.  We  have  striven  to  make  the  book 
comprehensive,  so  as  to  meet  and  to  educate  the  popular  taste,  and  at  the  same  time 
to  satisfy  the  most  cultivated  and  fastidious  of  musical  critics. 

We  hope  that  "  The  New  Laudes  Domini "  may  help  the  people  of  God  to  attain 
that  which  should  be  the  final  goal  and  product  of  all  musical  effort  in  our  churches, 
good  congregational  singing — praise  which  will  not  only  be  acceptable  to  our  Lord, 
but,  as  Milton  says,  will  have 

Power  to  mitigate  and  suage 
With  solemn  touches  troubled  thoughts,  and  chase 
Anguish,  and  doubt,  and  fear,  and  sorrow,  and  pain 
From  mortal  or  immortal  minds. 

It  must  be  a  matter  of  honest  pride  to  the  Baptists  on  both  sides  of  the  sea  to 
discover,  what  has  become  more  and  more  evident  to  us,  as  we  have  gone  forward 
in  making  our  selections,  namely,  that  a  large  and  most  honorable  part  of  the  whole 
hymnology  of  the  Christian  church  has  proceeded  from  Baptist  authors. 

Edward  Judson, 

Charles  Seymour  Robinson. 
New  York  City,  October  i,  1892. 
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ncJEA.  p.  M. 


J.  B.  Dykbs. 
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He- ly,  h»'lj,    ho    -    Ij,      Lord  Ood  Al  -  might-y!       Sar-ly  in  tho    morn-inf  onr  aong  dudl  riio  to  thoe; 
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i^Wmmm 


B»'lj,ho-\j,   ho  •  \j,      HMT  •  d  •  fkd  and   might  •/»       Ood    in   three  por  •  toni,  bleto-od  Trin  -  i  •  tj! 


1  €^t  trittiu  ffioH. 

Holy,  holy,  holy,  Lord  God  Almighty! 

Early  in  the  morning  our  song  shall  rise 
to  thee; 
Holy,  holy,  holy,  merciful  and  mighty, 

God  in  three  persons,  blessed  Trinity! 

2  Holy,  holy,  holy!    all  the  saints  adore 

thee, 

Casting  down  their  golden  crowns  around 
the  glassy  sea; 
Cherubim  and  seraphim  falling  down  be- 
fore thee. 

Which  wert  and  art  and  evermore  shalt  be. 


3  Holy,  holy,  holy!    though  the  darkness 

hide  thee. 
Though  the  eye  of  sinful  man  thy  glory 

may  not  see ; 
Only  thou  art  holy;    there  is  none  beside 

thee. 
Perfect  in  power,  in  love  and  purity. 

4  Holy,  holy,  holy!  Lord  God  Almighty! 
All  thy  works  shall  praise  thy  name,  in 

earth  and  sky  and  sea ; 
Holy,  holy,  holy,  merciful  and  mighty ; 
God  in  three  persons,  blessed  Trinity! 

Repaid  Heber. 


Opening  ot  Sen^fce. 


BBHAV.    lOi. 


Lowell  Mason. 


A  •  gain  re  •  turns  the     day  of   ho  -  ly  re8t,Which,when  he  made  the  world,  Je-ho-vah  blessed; 
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When,  like  his  own,  he    bade  our  la-bors  cease.  And    all   be     pi    •    e 


ty  and  all  be    peace. 


2  W^t  lorti'f  Bag. 

Again  returns  the  day  of  holy  rest, 
Which,  when  he  made  the  world,  Jehovah 

blessed ; 
When,  like  his  own,  he  bade  our  labors  cease, 
And  all  be  piety  and  all  be  peace. 

2  Let  us  devote  this  consecrated  day 
To  learn  his  will,  and  all  we  learn  obey; 
So  shall  he  hear  when  fervently  we  raise 
Our  suppUcations  and  our  songs  of  praise. 

3  Father  in  heaven!  in  whom  our  hopes 

confide. 

Whose  power  defends  us  and  whose  pre- 
cepts guide. 

In  life  our  Guardian  and  in  death  our 
Friend, 

Glory  supreme  be  thine  till  time  shall  end. 

William  Mason. 

Oh,  come,  and  let  us  all,  with  one  accord. 
Lift  up  our  cheerful  voice,  and  praise  the 

Lord! 
Let  us  this  evening  bless  his  holy  Name, 
Yea,  let  us  laud  and  magnify  the  same. 

2  Let  universal  nature  ever  raise 

A  cheerful  voice  to  give  him  thanks  and 

praise; 
Let  us  and  all  his  saints  his  glory  sing, 
Who  is  our  blessed  Saviour,  Lord,  and 

King. 


3  For  by  his  word  the  heaven  and  earth 

were  made. 

The  earth^s  foundation  also  firmly  laid ; 

All  things  were   done  at  his  divine  com- 
mand. 

And  shall  throughout  all  ages  surely  stand. 

4  Therefore  let  all  in  heaven  and  earth  agree 
To  sing  his  praise  in  perfect  unity; 

Yea,  let  his  servants  all,  with  one  accord, 
With  joyful  hallelujahs  praise  the  Lord. 

Anon.    !Rs.  95. 

4:  IPrnitent  prsfier. 

Father,  again  in  Jesus'  name  we  meet. 
And  bow  in  penitence  beneath  thy  feet ; 
Again  to  thee  our  feeble  voices  raise. 
To  sue  for  mercy,  and  to  sing  thy  praise. 

2  Lord,  we  would  bless  thee  for  thy  cease- 

less care. 
And  all  thy  work  from  day  to  day  declare : 
Is  not  our  life  with  early  mercies  crowned  ? 
Does  not  thine  arm  encircle  us  around  ? 

3  Alas !  unworthy  of  thy  boundless  love, 
Too  oft  with  careless  feet  from  thee  we  rove ; 
But  now,  encouraged  by  thy  voice,  we  come, 
Returning  sinners  to  a  Father's  home. 

4  Oh,by  that  name  in  which  all  fullness  dwells, 
Oh,  by  that  love  which  every  love  excels. 
Oh,  by  that  blood  so  freely  shed  for  sin. 
Open  blest  mercy's  gate  and  take  us  in ! 

Lucy  E.  G.>  Whitmore. 


Opening  ot  Sen^fce. 


FASOOV.    lOi. 


J.  Barnby. 


As  pants  the  wearied  hart  f 
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for  cooling  springs,  That  sinks  ex-hausted  in  the  summer's  chase, 


M 


So  pants  my  soul     for  thee,  great  King  of  kings.  So  thirsts  to  reach  thy  sacred  dwellingoplace. 
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5  IPwIm  42. 

As  PANTS  the  wearied  hart  for  cooling  3  Lord,  thy  sure  mercies,  ever  in  my  sight, 

springs,  My  heart  shall  gladden  through  the  te- 

That  sinks  exhausted  in  the  summer^s  dious  day ; 

chase,  And  midst  the  dark  and  gloomy  shades  of 

So  pants  my  soul  for  thee,  great  King  of  night, 

kings,  To  thee,  my  God,  I  '11  tune  the  grateful 

So  thirsts  to  reach  thy  sacred  dwelling-  lay. 

P^*<^'  4  Why  faint,  my  soul?  why  doubt  Jeho- 

2  Why  throb,  my  heart  f   why  sink,  my  vah's  aid  f 

saddening  soulf  Thy  God  the   God  of  mercy  still  shall 

Why  droop  to  earth,  with  various  woes  prove ; 

oppressed?  Within  his  courts  thy  thanks  shall  yet  be 

My  years  shall  yet  in  blissful  circles  roll,  paid — 

And  peace  be  yet  an  inmate  of  this  breast.  Unquestioned  be  his  faithfulness  and  love ! 

BAVAVVAH.    lOi. 


fs11,haroyday  tfhoa  day  ofholy  roft,W]iat  lieaT*iilj  pesMand  tnuuport  flllmj  breattlWhen  Christ,tbtOodof  graoe,iB  lort  dcflctsda, 

D.s. — And  Undlj  holds  communion  with  his  flrienda. 
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Its  flattering,  fading  glories  I  despise, 


6  "«oia  tfft." 

Hail,  happy  day !  thou  day  of  holy  rest. 

What  heavenly  peace  and  transport  fill     And  to  immortal  beauties  turn  my  eyes. 

my  breast ! 
When  Christ,  the  God  of  grace,  in  love     3  Fain  would  I  mount  and  penetrate  the 


descends. 


skies. 


And    kindly  holds   communion  with  his     And  on  my  Saviour's  glories  fix  my  eyes ; 


friends. 

2  Let  earth  and  all  its  vanities  be  gone. 
Hove  from  my  sight,  and  leave  my  soul  alone  ^ 


Oh!   meet  my  rising  soul,   thou  God  of 

love, 
And  waft  it  to  the  blissful  realms  above ! 

Simon  Browne. 
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Opening  ot  Service. 


GLADHISS.    78,61.    D. 
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J,  Barnbv. 
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The  dawn  of  God's  new  Sabbath    Breaks  o*er  the  earth  a  -  gain,  As  some  sweet  summer 

As    some 


Wtflifip^M^ 
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y  Jbrrtutrs  of  |^rai)rn. 

The  dawn  of  God's  new  Sabbath 

Breaks  o'er  the  earth  again. 
As  some  sweet  summer  morning 

After  a  night  of  pain. 
It  comes  as  cooling  showers 

To  cheer  a  thirsting  land, 
As  shades  of  clustered  palm-trees 

'Mid  weary  wastes  of  sand. 

2  Lord,  we  would  bring  our  burden 
Of  sinful  thought  and  deed. 

In  thy  pure  presence  kneeling 
From  bondage  to  be  freed ; 

Our  heart's  most  bitter  sorrow 
For  all  our  work  undone. 

So  many  talents  wasted, 
So  few  true  conquests  won. 

3  Yet  still,  0  Lord  long-suffering, 
Still  grant  us  in  our  need 

Here  in  thy  holy  presence 
The  saving  name  to  plead ; 

And  on  thy  day  of  blessings. 
Within  thy  temple  walls, 

To  foretaste  the  pure  worship 
Of  Zion's  golden  halls : — 


4  Until  in  joy  and  gladness 

We  reach  that  home  at  last. 
When  life's  short  week  of  sorrow 

And  sin  and  strife  is  past ; 
When  angel-hands  have  gathered 

The  first  ripe  fruit  .for  thee, 
0  Father,  Son,  and  Spirit, 

Most  Holy  Trinity ! 


Ada  C.  Ctoss. 


§  Cf)trTfuI  9ri)otion. 

Thine  holy  day's  returning, 

Our  hearts  exult  to  see ; 
And  with  devotion  burning. 

Ascend,  0  God,  to  thee ! 
To-day  with  purest  pleasure. 

Our  thoughts  from  earth  withdraw ; 
We  search  for  heavenly  treasure. 

We  learn  thy  holy  law. 

2  We  join  to  sing  thy  praises, 

Lord  of  the  Sabbath  day; 
Each  voice  in  gladness  raises 

Its  loudest,  sweetest  lay ! 
Thy  richest  mercies  sharing. 

Inspire  us  with  thy  love. 
By  grace  our  souls  preparing 

For  nobler  praise  above. 

Ray  Palmer. 


Opening  ot  Sen^fce. 


AUBBLZA.    7i,  61.    D. 


S.  S.  Wbslky. 


0  cbur  «f  TMit  and  rUd-nMS,  0     day  of  Joy  and  licht,      0  iMdm  of  care  and  tad-sMS.  llort  baan-ti-Ail.  moit  briffht: 
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O&thooytliohlfl^uidlow.ly,  Bend- iBf  before  tliothroiia,  Sing,  Ho- 17,  Ho- Iji  He-ly,    To  the  Oreat  Three  in  One. 
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9  ''iBaaofSfft." 

O  DAY  of  rest  and  gladness, 

0  day  of  joy  and  light, 
O  balm  of  care  and  sadness, 

Most  beautiful,  most  bright ; 
On  thee,  the  high  and  lowly. 

Bending  before  the  throne, 
Sing,  Holy,  Holy,  Holy, 

To  the  Great  Three  in  One. 

2  To-day  on  weary  nations 
The  heavenly  manna  falls ; 

To  holy  convocations 
The  silver  trumpet  calls. 


MIVDBBBA&    78,61.    D. 


Where  gospel  light  is  glowing 
With  pure  and  radiant  beams. 

And  Hving  water  flowing 
With  soul-refreshing  streams. 

3  New  graces  ever  gaining 

From  this  our  day  of  rest. 
We  reach  the  rest  remaining 

To  spirits  of  the  blest. 
To  Holy  Ghost  be  praises, 

To  Father  and  to  Son  j 
The  Church  her  voice  upraises 

To  thee,  blest  Three  in  One. 


C.  Wofdswofth. 


AiT.  by  L.  Mason. 


( O     day  of  rest    and  gladness,    O      day  of     iov    and  liffht,  } 

\  O   balm  of  care   and  sadness.      Most  beauti  -  fui,most  bright;  >  On  thee,  the  high  and  low  •  ly. 
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Bend-ing    be-  fore  the  throne,  Sing,  Ho 
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ly,  Ho-ly,    Ho-ly,      To     the  Oreat  Three  in      One. 
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Opcnim  ot  Service. 


maDOL.  L.  M. 


LowBLL  Mason. 


How  pleasant,  how     di  •  vine  -  ly       fair. 


Lord    of   hostaf  thy    dwellings     are! 
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With  lone    dc '  oil's      ™y    "Pir  *  it     faints,       To    meet    th'as-  sem  •  blies  of 


nts.       To    meet    th'as-  sem  •  blies  of        t  y    saints. 
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10  )PsaIm84. 

How  PLEASANT,  how  divinely  fair, 
0  Lord  of  hosts !  thy  dwellings  are ! 
With  long  desire  my  spirit  faints, 
To  meet  the  assemblies  of  thy  saints. 

2  My  flesh  would  rest  in  thine  abode, 
My  panting  heart  cries  out  for  God ; 
My  God !  my  King !  why  should  I  be 
So  far  from  all  my  joys,  and  thee  f 

3  Blest  are  the  saints  who  sit  on  high, 
Around  thy  throne  of  majesty  j 

Thy  brightest  glories  shine  above. 
And  all  their  work  is  praise  and  love. 

4  Blest  are  the  souls  who  find  a  place 
Within  the  temple  of  thy  grace ; 
There  they  behold  thy  gentler  rays. 
And  seek  thy  face,  and  learn  thy  praise. 

5  Cheerful  they  walk  with  growing  strength, 
Till  all  shall  meet  in  heaven  at  length ; 
Till  all  before  thy  face  appear. 

And  join  in  nobler  worship  there. 

Isaac  Watts. 

\  1  IPsalm  84. 

Great  God !  attend,  while  Zion  sings 
The  joy  that  from  thy  presence  springs ; 
To  spend  one  day  with  thee  on  earth 
Exceeds  a  thousand  days  of  mirth. 

2  Might  I  enjoy  the  meanest  place 
Within  thy  house,  0  God  of  grace ! 
Nor  tents  of  ease,  nor  thrones  of  power. 
Should  tempt  my  feet  to  leave  thy  door. 


3  God  is  our  sun,  he  makes  our  day; 
God  is  our  shield,  he  guards  our  way 
From  all  the  assaults  of  hell  and  sin. 
From  foes  without  and  foes  within. 

4  0  God,  our  King,  whose  sovereign  sway 
The  glorious  hosts  of  heaven  obey. 
Display  thy  grace,  exert  thy  power. 

Till  all  on  earth  thy  name  adore ! 

^  Isaac  Watts. 

Sweet  is  the  work,  my  God,  my  King ! 
To  praise  thy  name,  give  thanks,  and  sing ; 
To  show  thy  love  by  morning  light. 
And  talk  of  all  thy  truth  at  night. 

2  Sweet  is  the  day  of  sacred  rest ; 

No  mortal  cares  shall  seize  my  breast ; 
Oh !  may  my  heart  in  tune  be  found. 
Like  David's  harp  of  solemn  sound ! 

3  My  heart  shall  triumph  in  my  Lord, 
And  bless  his  works,  and  bless  his  word  j 
Thy  works  of  grace,  how  bright  they  shine ! 
How  deep  thy  counsels !  how  divine ! 

4  Lord !  I  shall  share  a  glorious  part, 
When  grace  hath  well  refined  my  heart. 
And  fresh  supplies  of  joy  are  shed. 
Like  holy  oil  to  cheer  my  head. 

5  Then  shall  I  see,  and  hear,  and  know 
All  I  desired  or  wished  below ; 

And  every  power  find  sweet  employ. 
In  that  eternal  world  of  joy. 

Isaac  WattK. 
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CAVOVBUST.    K  M. 


R.  Schumann. 


r'jiU  i."iJjMi,Hjjnur^ 


A  -  wake,  my   soul,  and      with    the  sun       The      dai  •   ly    stage    of       du    -   ty       run; 


kd^Ln  ^irff  iMf  f  ftiP  [  ^i 


^m 


^^ 


Shake   off   dull  sloth,  and     joy    •   ful    rise         To      pay   thy    morn-in^    sac  •   ri  -   fice. 


k^Mf  F"f  J'V  r^ 


\  3  JHorntng. 

Awake,  my  soul,  and  with  the  sun 
Thy  daily  stage  of  duty  run ; 
Shake  off  dull  sloth,  and  joyful  rise 
To  pay  thy  morning  sacrifice. 

2  Awake,  lift  up  thyself,  my  heart. 
And  with  the  angels  bear  thy  part, 
Who  all  night  long  unwearied  sing 
High  praises  to  the  eternal  King. 

3  Glory  to  thee,  who  safe  hast  kept, 
And  hast  refredied  me  when  I  slept  j 
Grant,  Lord,  when  I  from  death  shall  wake, 
I  may  of  endless  life  partake. 

4  Lord,  I  my  vows  to  thee  renew : 
Scatter  my  sins  as  morning  dew ; 
Guard  my  first  springs  of  thought  and  will, 
And  with  thyself  my  spirit  fill. 

5  Direct,  control,  suggest,  this  day. 
All  I  design,  or  do  or  say; 

That  all  my  powers,  with  all  their  might. 
In  thy  sole  glory  may  unite. 

Thomas  Keu. 
\4:  )PsaIint45. 

My  God,  my  King,  thy  various  praise 
Shall  fill  the  remnant  of  my  days : 
Thy  grace  employ  my  humble  tongue 
Till  death  and  glory  raise  the  song. 

2  The  wings  of  every  hour  shall  bear 
Some  thankful  tribute  to  thine  ear ; 
And  every  setting  sun  shall  see 
New  works  of  duty  done  for  thee. 


3  Thy  works  with  sovereign  glory  shine, 
And  speak  thy  majesty  divine : 

Let  Zion  in  her  courts  proclaim 
The  soimd  and  honor  of  thy  name. 

4  But  who  can  speak  thy  wondrous  deeds  ? 
Thy  greatness  all  our  thoughts  exceeds : 
Vast  and  unsearchable  thy  ways  j 

Vast  and  immortal  be  thy  praise. 

Isaac  Watts. 

1 Q  Sort  Tias'f  iButirf . 

New  every  morning  is  the  love    . 
Our  wakening  and  uprising  prove ; 
Through  sleep  and  darkness  safely  brought. 
Restored  to  life,  and  power,  and  thought. 

2  New  mercies,  each  returning  day, 
Hover  aroimd  us  while  we  pray ; 
New  perils  past,  new  sins  forgiven, 

New  thoughts  of  God,  new  hopes  of  heaven. 

3  If,  on  our  daily  course,  our  mind 
Be  set  to  hallow  all  we  find, 

New  treasures  still,  of  countless  price, 
God  will  provide  for  sacrifice. 

4  The  trivial  round,  the  common  task, 
Will  furnish  all  we  need  to  ask, 
Room  to  deny  ourselves,  a  road 

To  bring  us  daily  nearer  God. 

5  Only,  0  Lord !  in  thy  dear  love 
Fit  us  for  perfect  rest  above ; 
And  help  us,  this  and  every  day. 
To  live  more  nearly  as  we  pray. 

John  Keble. 


i 
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Opening  ot  Qctvicc. 


ST.  ALBAS.    L.  M. 


St.  Alban's  Tunk-Book. 


X  6  ^Mbn  30. 

High  in  the  heavens,  eternal  God ! 

Thy  goodness  in  full  glory  shines ; 
Thy  truth  shall  break  through  every  cloud 

That  vails  and  darkens  thy  designs. 

2  For  ever  firm  thy  justice  stands. 
As  mountains  their  foundations  keep : 

Wise  are  the  wonders  of  thy  hands ; 
Thy  judgments  are  a  mighty  deep. 

AHOiL  yoicia   p.  K. 


3  From  the  provisions  of  thy  house 
We  shall  be  fed  with  sweet  repast  j 

There,  mercy  like  a  river  flows. 
And  brings  salvation  to  our  taste. 

4  Life,  like  a  fountain  rich  and  free, 
Springes  from  the  presence  of  my  Lord ; 

And  in  thy  light  our  souls  shall  see 
The  glories  promised  in  thy  word. 

Isaac  Watts. 
A.  S.  SULUVAN. 


pm0^.  IJ  J  J  J  \M^fM:tf^ffffpi 


Rest  not  day  Dor  night;  Thousands  only   live  to  bless  thee,  And  con  •  feaa  thee,  Lord  of         might! 


17         *'%otti  of  mg^t" 

Angel  voices,  ever  singing 
Round  thy  throne  of  light — 

Angel  harps,  for  ever  ringing. 
Rest  not  day  nor  night ; 

Thousands  only  live  to  bless  thee. 
And  confess  thee,  Lord  of  might ! 

2  Thou,  who  art  beyond  the  farthest 

Mortal  eye  can  scan, 
Can  it  be  that  thou  regardest 

Songs  of  sinful  man  ? 
Can  we  feel  that  thou  art  near  us. 

And  wilt  hear  us  f    Yea,  we  can ! 


3  Here,  great  God,  to-day  we  offer 
Of  thine  own  to  thee  j 

And  for  thine  acceptance  proffer. 

All  unworthily. 
Hearts  and  minds,  and  hands  and  voices. 

In  our  choicest  melody. 

4  Honor,  glory,  might,  and  merit, 
Thine  shall  ever  be. 

Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Spirit, 

Blessed  Trinity! 
Of  the  best  that  thou  hast  given. 

Earth  and  heaven  render  thee ! 


Francis  Pott. 


AITBBV.    L.  K. 


Opening  ot  Service. 


Arr.  by  Lowell  Mason. 
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Thine  earthly    Sabbaths,  Lord,  we  love,  But  there's  a     no  -  bier  rest  a  -  hove;       To   that  our 


immm^. 


lonsinfjr  BouU  as-pire,  With  cheerful  hope  and  stronif  desire.  With  cheerful  hope  and  strong  desire. 


18  "«  nobler  Best.- 

Thine  earthly  Sabbaths,  Lord,  we  love, 
But  there 's  a  nobler  rest  above ; 
To  that  our  longing  souls  aspire. 
With  cheerful  hope  and  strong  desire. 

2  No  more  fatigfue,  no  more  distre^. 
Nor  sin  nor  death  shall  reach  the  place ; 
No  groans  shall  mingle  with  the  songs 
That  warble  from  immortal  tongues. 

3  No  rude  alarms  of  raging  foes, 
No  cares  to  break  the  long  repose, 
No  midnight  shade,  no  clouded  sun, 
But  sacred,  high,  eternal  noon. 

4  O  long-expected  day,  begin ! 
Dawn  on  these  realms  of  woe  and  sin ; 
Fain  would  we  leave  this  weary  road, 
And  sleep  in  death  to  rest  with  God. 

Philip  Doddridge. 

19  "SnIaFofDS." 

My  opening  eyes  with  rapture  see 
The  dawn  of  thy  returning  day ; 

My  thoughts,  O  God,  ascend  to  thee. 
While  thus  my  early  vows  I  pay. 

2  Oh,  bid  this  trifling  world  retire, 
And  drive  each  carnal  thought  away; 

Nor  let  me  feel  one  vain  desire- 
One  sinful  thought  through  all  the  day. 

3  Then,  to  thy  courts  when  I  repair. 
My  soul  shall  rise  on  joyful  wing, 

The  wonders  of  thy  love  declare. 
And  join  the  strains  which  angels  sing. 

James  Hutton. 


3Q  inbocatfon. 

Come,  gracious  Lord,  descend  and  dwell, 
By  faith  and  love,  in  every  breast ; 

Then  shall  we  know,  and  taste,  and  feel 
The  joys  that  cannot  be  expressed. 

2  Come,  fill  our  hearts  with  inward  strength, 
Make  our  enlarged  souls  possess. 

And  learn  the  height,  and  breadth,  and  length 
Of  thine  eternal  love  and  grace. 

3  Now  to  the  God  whose  power  can  do 
More  than  our  thoughts  and  wishes  know, 

Be  everlasting  honors  done. 
By  all  the  Church,  through  Christ  his  Son. 

Isaac  Watts. 

21  «lornin0|Hsmn. 

0  Christ  !  with  each  returning  mom 
Thine  image  to  our  hearts  be  borne ; 
And  may  we  ever  clearly  see 
Our  God  and  Saviour,  Lord,  in  thee ! 

2  All  hallowed  be  our  walk  this  day ; 
May  meekness  form  our  early  ray. 
And  faithful  love  our  noontide  light, 
And  hope  our  sunset,  calm  and  bright. 

3  May  grace  each  idle  thought  control. 
And  sanctify  our  wayward  soul ; 

May  guile  depart,  and  malice  cease, 
And  all  within  be  joy  and  peace. 

4  Our  daily  course,  0  Jesus,  bless ; 
Make  plain  the  way  of  holiness : 
From  sudden  falls  our  feet  defend, 
And  cheer  at  last  our  journey's  end. 

John  Chandler,  tr. 


•4 


Opening  ot  Service. 


RAKEM.    L.  M.    6L 


I.  B.  Woodbury. 


The  day  of  rest  once  more  comes  ronnd,  A  day  to  all  belierers  dear  ;The  silTer  trumpets  seem  to  BOiiiid,That  call  the  tribes  of  Israel  near; 
D.c— Te  people  all,  obey  the  call,  And  in  Jehorah's  courts  appear. 


22  "©aaofBtst.- 

The  day  of  rest  once  more  comes  round, 

A  day  to  all  believers  dear; 
The  silver  trumpets  seem  to  sound, 

That  call  the  tribes  of  Israel  near; 
Ye  people  all,  obey  the  call. 

And  in  Jehovah's  courts  appear. 

2  Obedient  to  thy  summons.  Lord, 

We  to  thy  sanctuary  come ; 
Thy  gracious  presence  here  afford, 

HIWCOUBT.    L.  p.  M. 


And  send  thy  people  joyful  home ; 
Of  thee  our  Eling,  oh,  may  we  sing. 
And  none  with  such  a  theme  be  dumb. 

3  Oh,  hasten.  Lord,  the  day  when  those 
Who  know  thee  here  shall  see  thy  face ; 

When  suffering  shall  for  ever  close. 
And  they  shall  reach  their  destined  place ; 

Then  shall  they  rest,  supremely  blest. 
Eternal  debtors  to  thy  grace. 

T.  Kelly. 

H.  Bond. 


I  '11  praise  my  ICaker  with  my  breath,  And, when  my  Toioe  is     lost  in  death,  Praise  shall  em-ploy  my     no  -  bier  powers: 


rs  of    praise  i 


My  days  of    praise  shall  ne'er      be  past,  W^e  lifo,and  tho%and  be  -  ing    last,    Or  inunor  •  tal  -  i  -    ty   en  •  dures. 


23  ipMlmU6. 

1  'll  praise  my  Maker  with  my  breath, 
And,  when  my  voice  is  lost  in  death. 

Praise  shall  employ  my  nobler  powers : 
My  days  of  praise  shall  ne'er  be  past. 
While  life,  and  thought,  and  being  last, 

Or  immortality  endures. 

2  Happy  the  man,  whose  hopes  rely 
On  Israel's  God ; — he  made  the  sky. 

And  earth,  and  seas,  with  all  their  train : 
His  truth  for  ever  stands  secure ; 
He  saves  the  oppressed,  he  feeds  the  poor ; 

And  none  shall  find  his  promise  vain. 


3  He  loves  his  saints — he  knows  them  well, 
But  txuTis  the  wicked  down  to  hell : 

Thy  God,  0  Zion !  ever  reigns ; 
Let  every  tongue,  let  every  age, 
In  this  exalted  work  engage : 

Praise  him  in  everlasting  strains. 

4  I  '11  praise  him  while  he  lends  me  breath. 
And  when  my  voice  is  lost  in  death, 

Praise  shall  employ  my  nobler  powers : 
My  days  of  praise  shall  ne'er  be  past, 
Wliile  life,  and  thought,  and  being  last. 

Or  immortality  endures. 

Isaac  Watts. 


Opening  ot  Service. 
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34  L.  K.  6L    Tna«— SAKEM. 

When,  streaming  from  the  eastern  skies, 
The  morning  light  salutes  mine  eyes, 
O  Sun  of  righteousness  divine, 
On  me  with  beams  of  mercy  shine ! 
Oh !  chase  the  clouds  of  guilt  away, 
And  turn  my  darkness  into  day. 

2  And  when  to  heaven's  all-glorious  King 
Mv  morning  sacrifice  I  bring, 
A^d,  mourning  o'er  my  guilt  and  shame. 
Ask  mercy  in  my  Saviour's  name ; 
Then,  Jesus,  cleanse  me  with  thy  blood. 
And  be  my  Advocate  with  God. 

HIHCBIIAV.    p.  K. 


3  When  each  day'e  scenes  and  labors  close, 
And  wearied  nature  seeks  repose, 

With  pardoning  mercy  richly  blest. 
Guard  me,  my  Saviour,  while  I  rest ; 
And,  as  each  morning  sun  shall  rise. 
Oh,  lead  me  onward  to  the  skies ! 

4  And  at  my  life's  last  setting  sun. 
My  conflicts  o'er,  my  labors  done, 
Jesus,  thy  heavenly  radiance  shed. 
To  cheer  and  bless  my  dying  bed ; 
And  from  death's  gloom  my  spirit  raise. 
To  see  thy  face  and  sing  thy  praise. 

William  Shnibsole,  Jr. 
U.  C.  BURNAP. 


Brighten  thou  my  Sabbath  morning!  With  thy  joyous  sunshine  blest,  Hap-py    is    my    day  of 


rest. 


25  "lirtt  of  lifltit." 

Light  of  Light,  enlighten  me ! 

Now  anew  the  day  is  dawning ; 
Sun  of  grace,  the  shadows  flee, 

Brighten  thou  my  Sabbath  morning ! 
With  thy  joyous  sunshine  blest, 
Happy  is  my  day  of  rest. 

2  Kindle  thou  the  sacrifice 
That  upon  my  lips  is  lying ; 

Clear  the  shadows  from  mine  eyes, 

That,  from  every  error  flying. 
No  strange  fire  may  in  me  glow 
That  thine  altar  doth  not  know. 

3  Best  in  me  and  I  in  thee, 
Boild  a  paradise  within  me ; 

Oh,  reveal  thyself  to  me, 

Blessed  Love,  who  diedst  to  win  me : 
Fed  from  thine  exhaustless  urn, 
Pure  and  bright  my  lamp  shall  bum. 

Catherine  Winkworth,  tr. 


26  "Jountof  Joa.- 

FouNT  of  all  our  joy  and  peace. 
To  thy  living  waters  lead  me ; 

Thou  from  earth  my  soul  release. 
And  with  grace  and  mercy  feed  me ; 

Bless  thy  Word  that  it  may  prove 

Rich  in  fruits  that  thou  dost  love. 

2  Hence  all  care,  all  vanity. 
For  the  day  to  God  is  holy : 

Come,  thou  glorious  Majesty, 

Deign  to  fill  this  temple  lowly ; 
Naught  to-day  my  soul  shall  move. 
Simply  resting  in  thy  love. 

3  Let  me  with  my  heart  to-day. 
Holy,  Holy,  Holy,  singing. 

Rapt  awhile  from  earth  away, 

All  my  soul  to  thee  up-springing. 
Have  a  foretaste  inly  given. 
How  they  worship  thee  in  heaven. 

•  Catherine  Winkworth,  tr 
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DALSTOV.   8.  P.  K. 


A.  Williams. 
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How  pleased  and  bleat  was  I,    To  hear  the  peo-ple    cry,  "  Come,  let  ua  aeek  our  God  to  -  dayl" 


Hjhfj-^Jipi^iJjrMp 


Yea,  with  a  cheer-ful  seal,      We  haste  to  Zi-on'a    hill,     And  there  our  vows  and  bon-ora  pay. 


2  7         $*»^"*  ^^• 

How  PLEASED  and  blest  was  I, 

To  hear  the  people  cry, 
"  Come,  let  us  seek  our  God  to-day ! " 

Yes,  with  a  cheerful  zeal. 

We  haste  to  Zion's  hill, 
And  there  our  vows  and  honors  pay. 

2  Zion — thrice  happy  place — 

Adorned  with  wondrous  grace, 
While  walls  of  strength  embrace  thee  round : 

In  thee  our  tribes  appear, 

To  pray,  and  praise,  and  hear 
The  sacred  gospel's  joyful  sound. 

ST.  SAYIOUB.    a  K. 


3  May  peace  attend  thy  gate, 
And  joy  within  thee  wait, 

To  bless  the  soul  of  every  guest : 
The  man  who  seeks  thy  peace. 
And  wishes  thine  increase, 

A  thousand  blessings  on  him  rest 

4  My  tongue  repeats  her  vows,  * 
"Peace  to  this  sacred  house!" 

For  here  my  friends  and  kindred  dwell ; 

And  since  my  glorious  God 

Makes  thee  his  blest  abode. 
My  soul  shall  ever  love  thee  well. 

Isaac  Watts. 
F.  G.  Baker. 


light,  And  my  nl-TS-tioi|  too;  Ood  limy  strength,— nor  will  I  ftsr  What  slimy  Ibas  can 'do. 
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28  ^Mlm27. 

The  Lord  of  glory  is  my  light, 

And  my  salvation  too ; 
God  is  my  strength, — nor  will  I  fear 

What  all  my  foes  can  do. 

2  One  privilege  my  heart  desires, — 
Oh,  grant  me  an  abode 

Among  the  churches  of  thy  saints, — 
The  temples  of  my  God. 

3  There  shall  I  offer  my  requests. 
And  see  thy  beauty  still; 


Shall  hear  thy  messages  of  love. 
And  there  inquire  thy  will. 

4  When  troubles  rise,  and  storms  appear. 
There  may  his  children  hide ; 

God  has  a  strong  pavilion,  where 
He  makes  my  soul  abide. 

5  Now  shall  my  head  be  lifted  high. 
Above  my  foes  around ; 

And  songs  of  joy  and  victory 
Within  thy  temple  sound. 

Isaac  Watts. 


^oening  ot  Service. 
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S.  Stanlby. 
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29  ^^H3m5. 

Lord  !  in  the  morning  thou  shalt  hear 

My  voice  ascending  high ; 
To  tiiee  will  I  direct  my  prayer, 

To  thee  lift  up  mine  eye : — 

2  Up  to  the  hills,  where  Christ  has  gone 
To  plead  for  all  his  saints, 

Presenting  at  his  Father's  throne 
Our  songs  and  our  complaints. 

3  Thou  art  a  God,  before  whose  sight 
The  wicked  shall  not  stand ; 

MXAR.    c.  K. 


Sinners  shall  ne'er  be  thy  delight. 
Nor  dwell  at  thy  right  hand. 

4  But  to  thy  house  will  I  resort, 
To  taste  thy  mercies  there ; 

I  will  frequent  thy  holy  court, 
And  worship  in  thy  fear. 

5  Oh,  may  thy  Spirit  guide  my  feet. 
In  ways  of  righteousness ;  . 

Make  every  path  of  duty  straight. 
And  plain  before  my  face. 

Isaac  Watts. 
A.  Williams. 
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30  tP«Im  122. 

How  DID  my  heart  rejoice  to  hear 

My  friends  devoutly  say, — 
**  In  Zion  let  us  all  appear. 

And  keep  the  solemn  day." 

2  I  love  her  gates,  I  love  the  road ; 
The  Church,  adorned  with  grace. 

Stands  like  a  palace  built  for  God, 
To  show  his  milder  face. 

3  Up  to  her  courts,  with  joys  unknown. 
The  holy  tribes  repair ; 

2 


The  Son  of  David  holds  his  throne. 
And  sits  in  judgment  there. 

4  Peace  be  within  this  sacred  place. 
And  joy  a  constant  guest ; 

With  holy  gifts  and  heavenly  grace, 
Be  her  attendants  blest. 

5  My  soul  shall  pray  for  Zion  still. 
While  life  or  breath  remains ; 

There  my  best  friends,  my  kindred  dwell, 
There,  God,  my  Saviour  reigns. 

Isaac  Watts. 
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Opening  ot  Service. 


8T.  OIOBOB'&    C.  K. 


G.  I^IAIKT. 


31         "KstitiiiniaKfltt.*' 

Eternal  Sun  of  righteousness. 

Display  thy  beams  divine, 
And  cause  the  glory  of  thy  face 

Upon  my  heart  to  shine. 

2  Light,  in  thy  light,  oh,  may  I  see. 
Thy  grace  and  mercy  prove. 

Revived,  and  cheered,  and  blest  by  thee. 
The  God  of  pardoning  love. 

MASLOW.    c  K. 


3  Lift  up  thy  countenance  serene, 
And  let  thy  happy  child 

Behold,  without  a  cloud  between, 
The  Father  reconciled. 

4  On  me  thy  promised  peace  bestow. 
The  peace  by  Jesus  given ; — 

The  joys  of  holiness  below, 
And  then  the  joys  of  heaven. 

Charles  Wedey. 
Art.  by  L.  Mason. 


32  iP»>nt  lis* 

This  is  the  day  the  Lord  hath  made ; 

He  calls  the  hours  his  own ; 
Let  heaven  rejoice,  let  earth  be  glad. 

And  praise  surround  the  throne. 

2  To-day  he  rose,  and  left  the  dead, 
And  Satan's  empire  fell ; 

To-day  the  saints  his  triumph  spread. 
And  all  his  wonders  tell. 

3  Hosanna  to  the  anointed  King, 
To  David's  only  Son ; 


Help  us,  O  Lord ;  descend  and  bring 
Salvation  from  thy  throne. 

4  Blest  be  the  Lord  who  comes  to  men 
With  messages  of  grace ; 

Who  comes,  in  God  his  Father's  name, 
To  save  our  sinful  race. 

5  Hosanna  in  the  highest  strains 
The  church  on  earth  can  raise ; 

The  highest  heavens,  in  which  he  reigns, 
ShaU  give  him  nobler  praise. 

IsMc  Walls. 
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Apenfttd  ot  Service. 
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C.  Zkunbr. 
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Of      ev    -    ery        kin  -  dred,    clime,  and      land, 
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Sing  we  the  song  of  those  who  stand 

Around  the  eternal  throne, 
Of  every  kindred,  clime,  and  land, 

A  multitude  unknown. 

2  Lifers  poor  distinctions  vanish  here : 
To-day  the  young,  the  old, 

Our  Saviour  and  his  flock  appear 
One  Shepherd  and  one  fold. 

3  ToO,  trial,  sufferings  still  await 
On  earth  the  pilgrim  throng ; 

Fet  learn  we  in  our  low  estate 
The  Church  Triumphant's  song. 

4  *^  Worthy  the  Lamb  for  sinners  slain," — 
Cry  the  redeemed  above ; 

^'  Blessing  and  honor  to  obtain. 
And  everlasting  love ! " 

5  **  Worthy  the  Lamb,"  on  earth  we  sing, 
*^  Who  died  our  souls  to  save ! 

Henceforth,  O  Death !  where  is  thy  sting  f 
Thy  victory,  0  Grave ! " 

Jam«s  Moutfcnnery. 
34  ^talm  122. 

With  joy  we  hail  the  sacred  day 
Which  God  hath  called  his  own ; 

With  joy  the  summons  we  obey 
To  worship  at  his  throne. 

2  Thy  chosen  temple,  Lord,  how  fair ! 

Where  willing  votaries  throng 
To  breathe  the  humble,  fervent  prayer, 

And  pour  the  choral  song. 
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3  Spirit  of  grace !  oh,  deign  to  dwell 
Within  thy  church  below ; 

Make  her  in  holiness  excel. 
With  pure  devotion  glow. 

4  Let  peace  within  her  walls  be  found } 
Let  all  her  sons  unite 

To  spread  with  grateful  zeal  around 
Her  clear  and  shining  light. 

Harriet  Auber. 

3S  ipfalm  132. 

Arise,  O  King  of  grace !  arise. 

And  enter  to  thy  rest ; 
Lo !  thy  church  waits,  with  longing  eyes. 

Thus  to  be  owned  and  blest. 

2  Enter,  with  all  thy  glorious  train. 
Thy  Spirit  and  thy  word ; 

All  that  the  ark  did  once  contain 
Could  no  such  grace  afford. 

3  Here,  mighty  God !  accept  our  vows  j 
Here  let  thy  praise  be  spread : 

Bless  the  provisions  of  thy  house. 
And  fill  thy  poor  with  bread. 

4  Here  let  the  Son  of  David  reign. 
Let  God's  Anointed  shine ; 

Justice  and  truth  his  court  maintain. 
With  love  and  power  divine. 

5  Here  let  him  hold  a  lasting  throne ; 
And,  as  his  kingdom  grows. 

Fresh  honors  shall  adorn  his  crown. 
And  shame  confound  his  foes. 

Isaac  Watts. 
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Opening  of  Service. 


DALIHUSST.    0.  K. 


A.  COTTMAN. 


36  "€omt,MMttir 

Come,  thou  Desire  of  all  thy  saints ! 

Our  humble  strains  attend, 
While  with  our  praises  and  complaints, 

Low  at  thy  feet  we  bend. 

2  How  should  our  songs,  like  those  above, 
With  warm  devotion  rise ! 

How  should  our  souls,  on  wings  of  love. 
Mount  upward  to  the  skies ! 

3  Come,  Lord !  thy  love  alone  can  raise 
Li  us  the  heavenly  flame ; 


Then  shall  our  lips  resound  thy  praise, 
Our  hearts  adore  thy  name. 

4  Dear  Saviour,  let  thy  glory  shine. 
And  fill  thy  dwellings  here. 

Till  life,  and  love,  and  joy  divine 
A  heaven  on  earth  appear. 

5  Then  shall  our  hearts  enraptured  say, 
Come,  great  Redeemer !  come. 

And  bring  the  bright,  the  glorious  day. 
That  calls  thy  children  home. 

Anne  Steele. 


bubbtov.  c.  k. 


H.  W.  Grbatorbx. 
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Lord!  wrhen  we     bend    be  -  fore       thy    throne,    And      our      con  •  fes    -    sions       pour. 


|gff-^  MF  Hr  f:^'Flrjflp: 


Oh,       may       we       feel      the   sins        we        own,      And      hate  what    we        de    •   plore. 
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3  7  iStnrrrita. 

Lord  !  when  we  bend  before  thy  throne. 

And  our  confessions  pour, 
Oh,  may  we  feel  the  sins  we  own. 

And  hate  what  we  deplore. 

2  Our  contrite  spirits  pitying  see ; 

True  penitence  impart : 
And  let  a  healing  ray  from  thee 

Beam  hope  on  every  heart. 


3  When  we  disclose  our  wants  in  prayer, 
May  we  our  wills  resign ; 

Nor  let  a  thought  our  bosom  share. 
Which  is  not  wholly  thine. 

4  Let  faith  each  meek  petition  fill, 
And  waft  it  to  the  skies ; 

And  teach  our  heart 't  is  goodness  still 
That  grants  it  or  denies. 

Jos.  Dacre  Carlyle. 


Opening  of  Service. 
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Gbo.  Kirbyb. 


AgaiaoarMrtUycaiM  wttlMTttAnd  totby  ooortirapdi;    A- gain  withjoyftdfbetwtteoma, 


IT 

wtt  ooB0f  To  BMt  our 


SaTioorlien. 


^mw 


3S  Cf^iff s  ^cgrntt  sougfit. 

Again  our  earthly  cares  we  leave, 

And  to  thy  courts  repah* ; 
Again  with  joyful  feet  we  come. 

To  meet  our  Saviour  here. 

3  Great  Shepherd  of  thy  people,  hear ! 

Thy  presence  now  display ; 
We  bow  within  thy  house  of  prayer ; 

Oh !  give  us  hearts  to  pray. 

3  The  clouds  which  vail  thee  from  our  sight, 
In  pitv,  Lord,  remove : 

Dispose  our  minds  to  hear  aright 
The  message  of  thy  love. 

4  The  feeling  heart,  the  melting  eye. 
The  humble  mind  bestow ; 

And  shine  upon  us  from  on  high. 
To  make  our  graces  grow. 

5  Show  us  some  token  of  thy  love, 
Our  fainting  hope  to  raise ; 

And  pour  thy  blessing  from  above, 
That  we  may  render  praise. 


John  Newton. 


BIATXTUDO.    0.  M. 


39  "Sttite  tUL** 

Now  THAT  the  sun  is  gleaming  bright. 

Implore  we,  bending  low. 
That  he,  the  uncreated  Light, 

May  guide  us  as  we  go. 

2  No  sinful  word,  nor  deed  of  wrong. 
Nor  thoughts  that  idly  rove ; 

But  simple  truth  be  on  our  tongue. 
And  in  our  hearts  be  love. 

3  And  while  the  hours  in  order  flow, 
0  Christ,  securely  fence 

Our  gates,  beleaguered  by  the  foe. 
The  gate  of  every  sense. 

4  And  grant  that  to  thine  honor.  Lord, 
Our  daily  toil  may  tend ; 

That  we  begin  it  at  thy  word. 
And  in  thy  favor  end. 

5  Now  to  our  God,  the  Father,  Son, 
And  Holy  Spirit,  sing : 

With  praise  to  God,  the  Three  in  One, 
Let  all  creation  ring. 

J.  H.  Newman. 
J.  B.  Dykes. 
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40  9«Iin  63. 

Early,  my  God,  without  delay, 

I  haste  to  seek  thy  face } 
Ky  thirsty  spirit  faints  away. 

Without  thy  cheering  grace. 

2  I  Ve  seen  thy  glory  and  thy  power 
Through  all  thy  temples  shine ; 

My  God,  repeat  that  heavenly  hour, 
That  virion  so  divine. 


3  Not  life  itself,  with  all  its  joys. 
Can  my  best  passions  move, 

Or  raise  so  high  my  cheerful  voice. 
As  thy  forgiving  love. 

4  Thus,  till  my  last  expiring  day, 
I  'U  bless  my  God  and  King ; 

Thus  will  I  lift  my  hand  to  pray, 
And  tune  my  lips  to  sing. 


Isaac  Watts. 
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Opening  of  Sctvicc. 


ULUDM  IXnOHL    P.  K. 


J.  Barnbv. 


pi^iim{uni\Sl\i\iii:i\i,\ 


When  morninc  ffilds  the     BkieB,     My  heart  a  •  wak-ing     cries.       May   Je-aus  Christ  be  praised: 
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A  -  like    at  work  and    prayer,     To     Je-  sua    I     re 
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pair;        May   Je  -  sus  Christ  be    praised. 
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4 1  9^^  to  Christ. 

When  morning  gilds  the  skies. 
My  heart  awaking  cries. 

May  Jesus  Christ  be  praised : 
Alike  at  work  and  prayer. 
To  Jesus  I  repair ; 

May  Jesus  Christ  be  praised. 

2  To  thee,  0  God,  above, 
I  cry  with  glowing  love. 

May  Jesus  Christ  be  praised : 
This  song  of  sacred  joy. 
It  never  seems  to  cloy : 

May  Jesus  Christ  be  praised. 


VATIVITT.    c  K. 


3  Does  sadness  fill  my  mind, 
A  solace  here  I  find ; 

May  Jesus  Christ  be  praised  : 
Or  fades  my  earthly  bliss, 
My  comfort  still  is  this : 

May  Jesus  Christ  be  praised. 

4  Be  this,  while  life  is  mine. 
My  canticle  divine : 

May  Jesus  Christ  be  praised : 
Be  this  the  eternal  song. 
Through  all  the  ages  long : 

May  Jesus  Christ  be  praised. 


E.  Caswall.  tr. 


H.  Lahbb. 
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42  9*^^  ^^* 

Praise  waits  in  Zion,  Lord !  for  thee ; 

There  shall  our  vows  be  paid ; 
Thou  hast  an  ear  when  sinners  pray  j 

All  flesh  shall  seek  thine  aid. 

2  0  Lord !  our  guilt  and  fears  prevail, 
But  pardoning  grace  in  thine ; 

And  thou  wilt  grant  us  power  and  skill, 
To  conquer  every  sin. 

3  Blest  are  the  men,  whom  thou  wilt  choose 
To  bring  them  near  thy  face ; 


Give  them  a  dwelling  in  thy  house 
To  feast  upon  thy  grace. 

4  In  answering  what  thy  church  requests, 
Thy  truth  and  terror  shine ; 

And  works  of  dreadful  righteousness 
Fulfill  thy  kind  design. 

5  Thus  shall  the  wondering  nations  see 
The  Lord  is  good  and  just ; 

The  distant  isles  shall  fly  to  tiiee. 
And  make  thy  name  their  trust. 


Isaac  WatU. 


Opening  of  Sctviu. 
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msmLD.  c  K. 


Akthuk  Cottman. 


My  wMilyliowloTely  Is  the  place,  To  which  thy  Ood  re-eorte!  T la  heaT*!!  to  tee  hie  imiliagfiiceyTho' in  hie  earthly  conrts. 


43  vm^  ^^ 

Mt  souly  how  lovely  is  the  place. 

To  which  thy  God  resorts ! 
'T  is  heaven  to  see  his  smiling  face, 

Though  in  his  earthly  courts. 

« 

1  There  the  great  Monarch  of  the  skies 

His  saving  power  displays ; 
And  light  breaks  in  upon  our  eyes. 

With  kind  and  quickening  rays. 

3  With  his  rich  gifts  the  heavenly  Dove 
Descends  and  fills  the  place ; 

While  Christ  reveab  his  wondrous  love, 
And  sheds  abroad  his  grace. 

4  There,  mighty  God,  thy  words  declare 
The  secrets  of  thy  will ; 

And  still  we  seek  thy  mercy  there. 
And  sing  thy  praises  still. 

Isaac  Watts. 


44  lps«Im25:U. 

Speak  to  me,  Lord,  thyself  reveal, 
While  here  on  earth  I  rove ; 

Speak  to  my  heart,  and  let  me  feel 
The  kindling  of  thy  love. 

2  With  thee  conversing,  I  forget 
All  time  and  toil  and  care ; 

Labor  is  rest,  and  pain  is  sweet. 
If  thou,  my  God,  art  here. 

3  Thou  callest  me  to  seek  thy  face  j 
Thy  face,  O  God,  I  seek, — 

Attend  the  whispers  of  thy  grace, 
And  hear  thee  inly  speak. 

4  Let  this  my  every  hour  employ. 
Till  I  thy  glory  see. 

Enter  into  my  Master's  joy. 
And  find  my  heaven  in  thee. 

Charles  Wesley. 


P^nSBOBO*.    C.  K. 


R.  Harrison. 


45  "S^rEiMiigSaa." 

Oncb  more,  my  soul,  the  rising  day 

Salutes  thy  waking  eyes ; 
Once  more,  my  voice,  thy  tribute  pay 

To  him  that  rules  the  skies. 

2  Night  unto  night  his  name  repeats 
The  day  renews  the  sound. 

Wide  as  the  heaven  on  which  he  sits 
To  turn  the  seasons  round. 


3  'T  is  he  supports  my  mortal  frame  j 
My  tongue  shall  speak  his  praise ; 

My  sins  would  rouse  his  wrath  to  flame. 
And  yet  his  wrath  delays. 

4  Great  God,  let  all  my  hours  be  thine. 
While  I  enjoy  the  light ; 

Then  shall  my  sun  in  smiles  decline, 
And  bring  a  pleasant  night. 

Isaac  Watts. 
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Opening  of  Service. 


MOBvnroTOv.  a.  m. 


Anr.  by  L.  Mason. 


40  ^'  ttrnul  4kibUtt. 

Hail  to  the  Sabbath  day ! 

The  day  divinely  given, 
When  men  to  God  their  homage  pay, 

And  earth  draws  near  to  heaven. 

2  Lord,  in  this  sacred  hour, 
Within  thy  courts  we  bend. 

And  bless  thy  love,  and  own  thy  power, 
Our  Father  and  our  Friend. 

3  But  thou  art  not  alone 

In  courts  by  mortals  trod  j 


Nor  only  is  the  day  thine  own 
When  man  draws  near  to  God. 

4  Thy  temple  is  the  arch 
Of  yon  unmeasured  sky ; 

Thy  Sabbath,  the  stupendous  march 
Of  grand  eternity. 

5  Lord,  may  that  holier  day 
Dawn  on  thy  servants'  sight ; 

And  piu'er  worhip  may  we  pay 
In  heaven's  unclouded  light. 


S.  G.  Bulfinch. 


FACKnraTov.  8.  k. 


J.  Black. 


47  Hiimn  of  ^raisf . 

With  joy  we  lift  our  eyes 
To  those  bright  realms  above. 

That  glorious  temple  in  the  skies. 
Where  dwells  eternal  Love. 

2  Before  thy  throne* we  bow, 
O  thou  almighty  King ; 

Here  we  present  the  solemn  vow. 
And  hymns  of  praise  we  sing. 

3  While  in  thy  house  we  kneel. 
With  trust  and  holy  fear. 

Thy  mercy  and  thy  truth  reveal. 
And  lend  a  gracious  ear. 

4  Lord,  teach  our  hearts  to  pray. 
And  tune  our  lips  to  sing ; 

Nor  from  thy  presence  cast  away 
The  sacrifice  we  bring. 


Thomas  Jenris. 


^^        Cflriftian  i^utloofc. 

Now  LET  our  voices  join 

To  raise  a  sacred  song ; 
Ye  pilgrims !  in  Jehovah's  ways, 

With  music  pass  along. 

2  See — flowers  of  paradise. 
In  rich  profusion,  spring ; 

The  sun  of  glory  gilds  the  path, 
And  dear  companions  sing. 

3  See — Salem's  golden  spires, 
In  beauteous  prospect,  rise ; 

And  brighter  crowns  than  mortals  weai*. 
Which  sparkle  through  the  sides. 

4  All  honor  to  his  name. 

Who  marks  the  shining  way, — 
To  hun  who  leads  the  pilgrims  on 
To  realms  of  endless  day. 

Philip  Doddridce. 


Opening  of  Service. 
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SWABIA.    8.  M. 


Arr.  by  W.  H.  Havbrgal. 


25 
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49  SafiofElfbt. 

Tms  is  the  day  of  light : 

Let  there  be  light  to-day ; 
O  Day-spring,  rise  upon  our  night. 

And  chase  its  gloom  away. 

2  This  is  the  day  of  rest : 
Our  failing  strength  renew ; 

On  weary  brain  and  troubled  breast 
Shed  tiiou  thy  freshening  dew. 

3  This  is  the  day  of  peace : 
Thy  peace  our  spirits  fill ; 

Bid  thou  the  blasts  of  discord  cease, 
The  waves  of  strife  be  still. 

4  This  is  the  day  of  prayer : 

Let  earth  to  heaven  draw  near ; 
Lift  up  our  hearts  to  seek  thee  there ; 
Come  down  to  meet  us  here. 

5  This  is  the  first  of  days : 

Send  forth  thy  quickening  breath, 
And  wake  dead  souls  to  love  and  praise, 
O  Vanquisher  of  death ! 

John  EUerton. 
CLIVlLAnX    8.  M. 


qQ  Jrultf  of  Holinrsf. 

Lord  of  the  hearts  of  men, 
Thou  hast  vouchsafed/ to  bless, 

From  age  to  age,  thy  chosen  saints 
With  fruits  of  holiness. 

2  Here  faith  and  hope  and  love 
Reign  in  sweet  bond  allied ; 

There,  when  this  little  day  is  o'er, 
Shall  love  alone  abide. 

3  Oh,  love,  oh,  truth,  oh,  light ! 
Light  never  to  decay ! 

Oh,  rest  from  thousand  labors  past ! 
Oh,  endless  Sabbath-day ! 

4  Here,  bearing  the  good  seed, 
'Mid  cares  and  tears  we  come ; 

There,  with  rejoicing  hearts,  we  bear 
Our  harvest-burdens  home. 

5  Oh,  give  us,  mighty  Lord, 
The  fruits  thyself  dost  love ; 

Soon  shalt  thou  from  thy  judgment-seat 
Crown  thine  own  gifts  above. 

J.  R.  Woodford,  tr. 


U.  C.  BURNAP. 


Swoot  Is  the  work,  0  Lord,  Thy  glorioaa  namo  to  ling;  To  praioe  and  pray— -to  hoar  thy  word,  And  grateftd  oflferingt  bring. 
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Ol  $salm  92. 

Sweet  is  the  work,  0  Lord, 

Thy  glorious  name  to  sing ; 
To  praise  and  pray — to  hear  thy  word, 

And  grateful  offerings  bring. 

2  Sweet — at  the  dawning  light, 

Thy  boundless  love  to  tell ; 
And  when  approach  the  shades  of  night. 

Still  on  the  theme  to  dwell. 


3  Sweet — on  this  day  of  rest, 
To  join  in  heart  and  voice. 

With  those  who  love  and  serve  thee  best, 
And  in  thy  name  rejoice. 

4  To  songs  of  praise  and  joy 
Be  every  Sabbath  given. 

That  such  may  be  our  blest  employ 
Eternally  in  heaven. 

Harriet  Auber. 
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Opening  of  Sctvicc. 


STDIBHAK.    8.  M. 


£.  A.  Sydenham. 
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Howelunningiatheplaoe  Whmvmy  R»-d«aai-fr»  Ood,     Un-Tsili  the  baanty  of   hii  flm»  AndihadiUtloTtft-broad! 


q2  Z1}t  SUnciiuru, 

How  CHARMING  is  the  place 

Where  my  Redeemer,  God, 
Unvails  the  beauty  of  his  face, 

And  sheds  his  love  abroad ! 

2  Not  the  fair  palaces, 
To  which  the  great  resort, 

Are  once  to  be  compared  with  this. 
Where  Jesus  holds  his  court. 

ST.  THOMAB.   8.  K. 


jllf^fFFlf-lfipff^ 


3  Here  on  the  mercy-seat, 
With  radiant  glory  crowned, 

Our  jojrful  eyes  behold  him  sit 
And  smile  on  all  around. 

4  Give  me,  O  Lord,  a  place 
Within  thy  blest  abode, 

Among  the  children  of  thy  grace, 
The  servants  of  my  God. 


Samuel  Stcnnett. 


A.  Williams. 
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Coma,  wtt  who  lore  tlM     Lord,  And   lot    our   Joys  be  known;  Joininaiongof  fweitaeoord,AndthaifarroQiidthathroDo. 


53       "i«m...er.«E»»nt.-- 
Come,  we  who  love  the  Lord, 

And  let  our  joys  be  known ; 
Join  in  a  song  of  sweet  accord. 

And  thus  surround  the  throne. 

2  Let  those  refuse  to  sing 
Who  never  knew  our  God ; 

But  children  of  the  heavenly  King 
May  speak  their  joys  abroad. 

3  The  men  of  grace  have  found 
Glory  begun  below ; 

Celestial  fruits  on  earthly  ground 
From  faith  and  hope  may  grow. 

4  The  hill  of  Zion  yields 

A  thousand  sacred  sweets 
Before  we  reach  the  heavenly  fields. 
Or  walk  the  golden  streets. 

5  Then  let  our  songs  abound. 

And  every  tear  be  dry;         [ground 
We're  marching  through  Immanuel's 
To  fairer  worlds  on  high. 

Isaac  Watts. 


54  &tf).  15:3. 

Awake,  and  sing  the  song 

Of  Moses  and  the  Lamb ; 
Wake,  every  heart  and  every  tongue 

To  praise  the  Saviour^s  name. 

2  Sing  of  his  dying  love ; 
Sing  of  his  rising  power ; 

Sing,  how  he  intercedes  above 
For  those  whose  sins  he  bore. 

3  Ye  pilgrims !  on  the  road 
To  Zion's  city,  sing! 

Rejoice  ye  in  the  Lamb  of  God, — 
In  Christ,  the  eternal  King. 

4  Soon  shall  we  hear  him  say, — 
"  Ye  blessed  children !  come ; " 

Soon  will  he  call  us  hence  away, 
And  take  his  wanderers  home. 

5  There  shall  each  raptured  tongue 
His  endless  praise  proclaim ; 

And  sweeter  voices  tune  the  song 
Of  Moses  and  the  Lamb. 

William  Hammond. 
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Opening  of  Sctvicc. 


YIQIL,    8.  M. 


G.  Paisibllo. 
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And      let      my       ear    -    ly      cries     pre  -  vail 
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55  9nlm  63. 

My  God !  permit  my  tongue 
This  joy,  to  call  thee  mine ; 

And  let  my  early  cries  prevail 
To  taste  thy  love  divine. 

2  My  thirsty  fainting  soul 
Thy  mercy  doth  implore; 

Not  travelers,  in  desert  lands. 
Can  pant  for  water  more. 

3  For  life,  without  thy  love. 
No  relish  can  afford ; 

No  joy  can  be  compared  to  this,- 
To  serve  and  please  the  Lord. 


UBBOV.    8.  K. 


4  In  wakeful  hours  at  night, 
I  call  my  God  to  mind; 

I  think  how  wise  thy  counseb  are, 
And  all  thy  dealings  kind. 

5  Since  thou  hast  been  my  help. 
To  thee  my  spirit  flies; 

And,  on  thy  watchful  providence. 
My  cheerful  hope  relies. 

6  The  shadow  of  thy  wings 
My  soul  in  safety  keeps; 

I  follow  where  my  Father  leads, 
And  he  supports  my  steps. 


Isaac  Watts. 


D.  Rbad. 


WakoBW,  fWMt  dsj  of   TMt,  That  mw  the  Lord  a  -  rise !     Wol-eonu  to  this  r«-TiT-iag  brtact,  And  these  re-joie-ing  eyes ! 
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Welcome,  sweet  day  of  rest, 
That  saw  the  Lord  arise! 

Welcome  to  this  reviving  brea^y 
And  these  rejoicing  eyes! 

2  The  King  himself  comes  near, 
And  feasts  his  saints  to-day ; 

Here  may  we  sit  and  see  him  here. 
And  love,  and  praise,  and  pray. 


3  One  day,  amid  the  place 
Wljere  my  dear  Lord  hath  been, 

Is  sweeter  than  ten  thousand  days 
Within  the  tents  of  sin. 

4  My  willing  soul  would  stay 
In  such  a  frame  a^  this. 

And  sit  and  sing  herself  away 
To  everlasting  bliss. 


Isaac  Watts. 
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Opening  of  Service. 


ZIBULOlf .    H.  M. 


Lowell  Mason. 


A  -  wake,  ye  saiots,  a  -  wake  I  And    hail   this   sa  •  cred    day;      In       loftiest  songs  of  praise 


Your  joy -ful  homage  pay!  Come  bless  the  day  that  God  hath  ble8t,The  type  of  heaven]^s  eternal  rest. 
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O  7  ^fiV'  ^^  Heabrn. 

Awake,  ye  saints,  awake ! 

And  hail  this  sacred  day; 
In  loftiest  songs  of  praise 

Your  joyful  homage  pay! 
Come  bless  the  day  that  God  hath  blest, 
The  type  of  heaven's  eternal  rest. 

2  On  this  auspicious  mom 

The  Lord  of  life  arose; 
He  burst  the  bars  of  death, 

U8CHXB.    H.  M. 


And  vanquished  all  our  foes; 
And  now  he  pleads  our  cause  above, 
And  reaps  the  fruits  of  all  his  love. 

3  All  hail,  triumphant  Lord ! 

Heaven  ^vith  hosannas  rings. 
And  earth  in  humbler  strains 

Thy  praise  responsive  sings : 
Worthy  the  Lamb  that  once  was  slain. 
Through  endless  years  to  live  and  reign ! 

Thomas  Cotteiill. 


Anr.  by  L.  Mason. 


(  V^elcome,  de*light-ful    morn,  Thou  day  of    sa  -  cred  rest;     ) 

I       I  hail  thy  kind  re-turn;— Lord,make  these  moments  blest:)  From  the  low  train  of    mor- tal    toys 


I      soar  to  reach  im  -   mor  -  tal  joys,    I         soar —  to       reach 
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Welcome,  delightful  mom. 
Thou  day  of  sacred  rest ; 

1  hail  thy  kind  return ; — 

Lord,  make  these  moments  blest: 
From  the  low  train  of  mortal  toys 
I  soar  to  reach  immortal  joys. 

2  Now  may  the  King  descend, 
And  fill  his  throne  of  grace ; 

Thy  scepter,  Lord,  extend, 


I  soar  to  reach  im-mor-tal     joys. 

While  saints  address  thy  face : 
Let  sinners  feel  thy  quickening  word, 
And  learn  to  know  and  fear  the  Lord. 

3  Elescend,  celestial  Dove, 

With  all  thy  quickening  powers ; 
Disclose  a  Saviour's  loVe, 
And  bless  the  sacred  hours : 
Then  shall  my  soul  new  life  obtain. 
Nor  Sabbaths  be  enjoyed  in  vain. 

Hayward. 


^t>enin0  of  Service. 


DABWALL.    H.  K. 


J.  Darwall. 
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Lord  of  the  worlds  a  -  bove  I  How  pleasant,  and  how  fair,  The  dwellings  of  thy  love,  Thine  earthly 
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Lord  of  the  worlds  above ! 

How  pleasant,  and  how  fair. 
The  dwellings  of  thy  love, 
Thine  earthly  temples  are ! 
To  thine  abode  my  heart  aspires, 
With  warm  desires  to  see  my  God. 

2  Oh,  happy  souls  who  pray. 
Where  God  appoints  to  hear ! 
Oh,  happy  men  who  pay 
Their  constant  service  there ! 
They  praise  thee  still ;  and  happy  they. 
Who  love  the  way  to  Zion's  hill. 

3  They  go  from  strength  to  strength, 
Through  this  dark  vale  of  tears. 
Till  each  arrives  at  length, 
Till  each  in  heaven  appears ; 
Oh,  glorious  seat,  when  God,  our  King, 
Shall  tiiither  bring  our  willing  feet ! 

Isaac  Watts. 

60     "lirttinttaurtt." 

O  ZiON !  tune  thy  voice, 

And  raise  thy  hands  on  high ; 
Tell  all  the  earth  thy  joys. 
And  boast  salvation  nigh ; 
Cheerful  in  God,  arise  and  shine. 
While  rays  divine  stream  all  abroad. 

2  He  gilds  thy  mourning  face 

With  beams  that  cannot  fade ; 
His  all-resplendent  grace 
He  pours  around  thy  head ; 
The  nations  round  thy  form  shall  view, 
With  luster  new,  divinely  crowned. 


3  In  honor  to  his  name, 
Reflect  that  sacred  light ; 

And  loud  that  grace  proclaim. 
Which  makes  thy  darkness  bright ; 
Pursue  his  praise,  till  sovereign  love, 
In  worlds  above,  the  glory  raise. 

4  There,  on  his  holy  hill, 
A  brighter  sun  shall  rise, 

And,  with  his  radiance,  fill 
Those  fairer,  purer  skies ; 
While,  round  his  throne,  ten  thousand  stars, 
In  nobler  spheres,  his  influence  own. 

Philip  Doddridge. 

Now,  TO  thy  sacred  house, 
With  joy  I  turn  my  feet. 
Where  saints,  with  morning- vows, 
In  full  assembly  meet : 
Thy  power  divine  shall  there  be  shown, 
And  from  thy  throne  thy  mercy  shine. 

2  Oh,  send  thy  light  abroad ; 
Thy  truth  with  heavenly  ray 

Shall  lead  my  soul  to  God, 
And  guide  my  doubtful  way ; 
I  'U  hear  thy  word  with  faith  sincere, 
And  learn  to  fear  and  praise  the  Lord. 

3  Now  in  thy  holy  hill. 
Before  thine  altar.  Lord ! 

My  harp  and  song  shall  sound 
The  glories  of  thy  word : 
Henceforth,  to  thee,  0  God  of  grace ! 
A  hymn  of  praise  my  life  shall  be. 

Timothy  Dwijfht. 
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Opening  of  Service. 


SUITELISI.    P.  K. 


J.  Stainbr. 


Come,  to  him  who  made  this  splendor    See  thou  reo  -  der      AH    thy  fee  •  ble  strength  can      pay. 


62  f^^m  ^onff. 

Come,  my  soul,  thou  must  be  waking. 
Now  is  breaking 

O'er  the  earth  another  day: 
Come,  to  him  who  made  this  splendor ; 
See  thou  render 

All  thy  feeble  strength  can  pay. 

2  Gladly  hail  the  sun  returning: 
Ready  burning 

Be  the  incense  of  thy  powers : 
For  the  night  is  safely  ended ; 
God  hath  tended 

With  his  care  thy  helpless  hours. 

3  Pray  that  he  may  prosper  ever 
Each  endeavor, 

When  thine  aim  is  good  and  true; 

CHUB.    8i,  71,  7. 


But  that  he  may  ever  thwart  thee, 
And  convert  thee. 
When  thou  evil  wouldst  pursue. 

4  Only  God's  free  gifts  abuse  not, 
Light  refuse  not, 

Btit  his  Spirit's  voice  obey  j 
Thou  with  him  shalt  dwell,  beholding 
Light  enfolding 

All  things  in  unclouded  day. 

5  Glory,  honor,  exaltation. 
Adoration, 

Be  to  the  eternal  One : 
To  the  Father,  Son,  and  Spirit 
Laud  and  merit. 

While  unending  ages  run. 

H.  J.  BuckoU.  tr. 


W.  F.  Sherwin. 


^tKiting  of  Service. 


OKAIOl.    8f,7i,7. 


R.  B.  BORTHWICK. 
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Waits  for  him  who  answers  pray 


,how  blessed  is  this  place,  Filled  with  sol  -  ace,  light,  and  gracel 
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Open  now  thy  gates  of  beauty, 

Zion,  let  me  enter  there ; 
Where  my  soul  in  joyful  duty 

Waits  for  him  who  answers  prayer: 
Ohy  how  blessed  is  this  place, 
Filled  with  solace,  light,  and  grace. 

2  Yes,  my  God,  I  come  before  thee, 
Come  l^ou  also  down  to  me ; 

Where  we  find  thee  and  adore  thee. 
There  a  heaven  on  earth  must  be. 
To  my  heart,  oh,  enter  thou. 
Let  it  be  thy  temple  now. 

3  Thou  my  faith  increase  and  quicken. 
Let  me  keep  thy  gift  divine. 

Howsoever  temptations  thicken ; 

May  thy  word  still  o'er  me  shine. 
As  my  pole-star  through  my  life, 
As  my  comfort  in  my  strife. 

4  Speak,  0  God,  and  I  will  hear  thee. 
Let  thy  will  be  done  indeed  j 

May  I  undisturbed  draw  near  thee 
Whilst  thou  dost  thy  people  feed. 
Here  of  life  the  fountain  flows. 
Here  is  balm  for  all  our  woes. 

Catherine  Winkwoith,  tr. 
q4  Jftorntn0  Homn. 

HALLEiiUJAH !  fairest  morning! 

Fairer  than  our  words  can  say! 
Down  we  lay  the  heavy  burden 

Of  our  toil  and  care  to-day: 
While  this  mom  of  joy  and  love 
Brings  fresh  vigor  from  above. 


2  Sun-day,  full  of  holy  glory ! 
Sweetest  rest-day  of  the  soul! 

Light  upon  a  world  of  darkness 

From  thy  blessed  moments  roll! 
Holy,  happy,  heavenly  day. 
Thou  canst  charm  our  grief  away. 

3  In  the  gladness  of  God's  worship 
We  will  seek  our  joy  to-day : 

It  is  then  we  learn  the  fullness 

Of  the  grace  for  which  we  pray; 
When  the  word  of  life  is  given. 
Like  the  Saviour's  voice  from  heaven. 

4  Let  the  day  with  thee  be  ended. 
As  with  thee  it  has  begun ; 

And  thy  blessing^  Lord,  be  granted. 

Till  earth's  days  and  weeks  are  done; 
That  at  last  thy  servants  may 
Keep  eternal  Sabbath  day. 

Jane  Borthwick,  tr. 

05  malklttfai) ! 

Unto  thee  be  glory  given, 
Word  incarnate !  evermore ; 

Thee  the  spirits  blest  in  heaven. 
Thee  the  angel  choirs  adore ; 

Still  their  hallelujahs  rise 

Midst  the  anthems  of  the  skies. 

2  We  too,  bending  low  before  thee, 

Lord  of  all,  blest  Trinity! 
Of  thy  mercy  now  implore  thee. 

That  throughout  eternity 
In  thy  kingdom  we  may  raise 
Hallelujahs  to  thy  praise. 

Mrs.  H.  M.  Chester,  alt. 
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Opening  of  Sctvicc. 


SABBATH.    7s.    D. 


Lowell  Mason. 
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QQ  iSaHatf)  fiUitning, 

Safely  through  another  week, 
God  has  brought  us  on  our  way ; 

Let  us  now  a  blessing  seek, 
Waiting  in  his  courts  to-day : 

Day  of  all  the  week  the  best, 

Emblem  of  eternal  rest. 

2  While  we  seek  supplies  of  grace. 
Through  the  dear  Redeemer's  name, 

Show  thy  reconciling  face — 

Take  away  our  sin  and  shame ; 
From  our  worldly  cares  set  free, — 
May  we  rest  this  day  in  thee. 

3  Here  we  come  thy  name  to  praise ; 
Let  us  feel  thy  presence  near ; 

May  thy  glory  meet  our  eyes, 

While  we  in  thy  house  appear : 
Here  afford  us.  Lord,  a  taste 
Of  our  everlasting  feast. 

4  May  thy  gospel's  joyful  sound 
Conquer  sinners,  comfort  saints  j 

Make  the  fruits  of  grace  abound. 
Bring  relief  for  all  complaints : 
Thus  let  all  our  Sabbaths  prove, 
TiU  we  rest  in  thee  above. 

John  Newton. 

@7  ^^'  ^°^8  '^5  °^  ^"i^* 

Welcome,  sacred  day  of  rest ! 

Sweet  repose  from  worldly  care  j 
Day  above  all  days  the  best, 

When  our  souls  for  heaven  prepare ; 


Day,  when  our  Redeemer  rose, 
Victor  o'er  the  hosts  of  hell: 

Thus  he  vanquished  aU  our  foes ; 
Let  our  lips  his  glory  tell. 

2  Gracious  Lord !  we  love  this  day, 

When  we  hear  thy  holy  word ; 
When  we  sing  thy  praise,  and  pray, 

Earth  can  no  such  joys  afford : 
But  a  better  rest  remains, 

Heavenly  Sabbaths,  happier  days. 
Rest  from  sin,  and  rest  from  pains, 

Endless  joys,  and  endless  praise. 

WiUUm  Browne. 
()^  inboratfon. 

Light  of  life,  seraphic  Fire, 

Love  divine,  thyself  impart  j 
Every  fainting  soul  inspire ; 

Enter  every  drooping  heart ; 
Every  mournful  sinner  cheer ; 

Scatter  all  our  guilty  gloom ; 
Father !  in  thy  grace  appear, 

To  thy  human  temples  come. 

2  Come,  in  this  accepted  hour, 

Bring  thy  heavenly  kingdom  in ; 
FiU  us  with  thy  glorious  power. 

Set  us  free  from  aU  our  sin : 
Nothing  more  can  we  require, 

We  wiU  covet  nothing  less ; 
Be  thou  all  our  heart's  desire. 

All  our  joy,  and  all  our  peace. 

Ctaarks  Wesley. 


Opening  of  Service. 
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Gborgb  J.  Elvby. 


FlMMstanthjeourtiaboira,    iBthtlndof  Uglituidtofti  PliMutantlijeourtib^-low    latUi  Indof  liaiBdwoe. 
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Oh,  117  ipiiit  loDgiandlkiBtB  Ibr  thtomtWM  of  thjnintB,  Vw  thtbrightuMioftliy  Um,  King  of  glo-ry,Ood  of  grace! 


g9  9nb"  84* 

Pleasant  are  thy  courts  above, 
In  the  land  of  light  and  love; 
Pleasant  are  thy  courts  below 
In  this  land  of  sin  and  woe. 
Oh,  my  spirit  longs  and  faints 
For  the  converse  of  thy  saints, 
For  the  brightness  of  thy  face. 
King  of  glory,  God  of  grace! 

2  Happy  birds  that  sing  and  fly, 
Round  thy  altars,  O  Most  High! 
Happier  souls  that  find  a  rest, 

In  their  heavenly  Father's  breast ! 
Like  the  wandering  dove  that  found 
No  repose  on  earth  around. 
They  can  to  their  ark  repair, 
And  enjoy  it  ever  there. 

3  Happy  souls,  their  praises  flow. 
Ever  in  this  vale  of  woej 
Waters  in  the  desert  rise, 
Manna  feeds  them  from  the  skies ; 
On  they  go  from  strength  to  strength, 
TUl  they  reach  thy  throne  at  length; 
At  thy  feet  adoring  fall, 

Who  hast  led  them  safe  through  all. 

4  LfOrd,  be  mine  this  prize  to  win ; 
Guide  me  through  this  world  of  sin ; 
Keep  me  by  thy  saving  grace. 
Give  me  at  thy  side  a  place ; 


Sun  and  shield  alike  thou  art. 
Guide  and  guard  my  erring  heart; 
Grace  and  glory  flow  from  thee. 
Shower,  O  shower  them,  Lord,  on  me. 

Heniy  F.  Lyte. 
70  "Brftantilobr.'' 

Lord,  remove  the  vail  away. 
Let  us  see  thyself  to-day : 
Thou  who  earnest  from  on  high. 
For  our  sins  to  bleed  and  die, 
Help  us  now  to  cast  aside 
All  that  would  our  hearts  divide ; 
With  the  Father  and  the  Son 
Let  thy  living  church  be  one. 

2  Oh,  from  earthly  cares  set  free. 
Let  us  flnd  our  rest  in  thee ; 
May  our  toils  and  conflicts  cease 
In  the  calm  of  Sabbath  peace ; 
That  thy  people  here  below 
Something  of  the  bliss  may  know, 
Something  of  the  rest  and  love, 
In  the  Sabbath-home  above. 

3  Give  our  souls  the  spotless  dress 
Of  thy  perfect  righteousness ; 

So  at  length  each  welcome  guest. 
Then  shall  enter  to  the  feast. 
Take  the  harp  and  raise  the  song, 
AU  thy  ransomed  ones  among ; 
Earthly  cares  and  sorrows  o'er, 
Joys  to  last  for  evermore. 

Mn.  Eric  Findlater,  tr. 
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ALVAV.    8t,7s,4. 


LowBLL  Mason. 


JU   j  IJTj j I JT-J  I  ij    JN   jlJ.J| 


r  '  r 

(While    we     low  •    ly       bow     be-  fore      thee,  Wilt    thou,  gra  •  cious    Sav-iour,  hear?  ( 
\  We        are    poor     and     need  •  y        sin_  •   ners,  Pull        of   doubt    and      full     of      fear;    > 
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Qra  •  clous     Sav  •  iour,    Ora  -  cious 
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Sav  •  iour,  Make    us 
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hum  •  ble     and 
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71  IKvmiUto. 

While  we  lowly  bow  before  thee, 
Wilt  thou,  gracious  Saviour,  heart 

We  are  poor  and  needy  sinners. 
Full  of  doubt  and  full  of  fear ; 

Gracious  Saviour, 
Make  us  humble  and  sincere. 

2  Fill  us  with  thy  Holy  Spirit } 
Sanctify  us  by  thy  grace } 

Oh,  incline  us  more  to  love  thee, 
And  in  dust  our  souls  abase. 

Hear  us.  Saviour, 
And  unvail  thy  glorious  face. 

3  None  in  vain  did  ever  ask  thee 
For  the  Spirit  of  thy  love ; 

Hear  us,  then,  dear  Saviour,  hear  us ; 
Grant  an  answer  from  above ; 

Bless^  Saviour, 
Hear  and  answer  from  above. 

D.  C.  Colesworthy. 

72  "«rnUftIfM(na.** 

Saviour,  send  a  blessing  to  us. 
Send  a  blessing  from  above ; 

All  thy  truth  and  mercy  show  us. 
Be  ihon  here  in  power  and  love ; 

Grant  thy  presence. 
Be  it  ours  thy  grace  to  prove. 

2  Nothing  have  we,  Lord,  without  the«. 
But  thy  promise  is  our  stay ; 

And  thy  people  must  not  doubt  thee ; 
Saviour,  now  thy  power  display ; 

And  let  gladness 
Fill  thy  people's  hearts  to-day. 

Tbomas  Kelly. 


f 


^ 


sin  •  cere. 
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73  *'S9^tx,fitnvmr 

God  Almighty  and  AU-seeing ! 

Holy  One,  in  whom  we  all 
Live,  and  move,  and  have  our  beings 

Hear  us  when  on  thee  we  call ; 
Father,  hear  us. 

As  before  thy  throne  we  fall. 

2  Of  all  good  art  thou  the  Giver ; 

Weak  and  wandering  ones  are  we ; 
Then  for  ever,  yea,  for  ever. 

In  thy  presence  would  we  he; 
Oh,  be  near  us. 

That  we  wander  not  from  thee. 

John  Pierpoot. 

74  lEIors  to  Cot!. 

Glory  be  to  God  the  Father, 

Glory  be  to  God  the  Son, 
Glory  be  to  God  the  Spirit, 

Great  Jehovah,  Three  in  One : 
Glory,  glory. 

While  eternal  ages  run ! 

2  Glory  be  to  him  who  loved  us. 
Washed  us  from  each  spot  and  stain ; 

Glory  be  to  him  who  bought  us, 
Made  us  kings  with  him  to  reign : 

Glory,  glory, 
To  the  Lamb  that  once  was  slain ! 

3  Glory,  blessing,  praise  eternal ! 
Thus  the  choir  of  angels  sings ; 

Honor,  riches,  power,  dominion ! 
Thus  its  praise  creation  brings : 

Glory,  glory, 
Glory  to  the  King  of  kings. 

Horatius  Bonar. 


Opening  of  Bct^icc. 


KAPHABIi.    8f,  7s,i. 


E.  J.  Hopkins. 
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K'iMf  f  p  fiff  f^ 
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Joiee  with  trcmUinf ;  8peak,and  let  thy     eer-tuteheari— Hear  with  meekiieiB,— Hear  thy  word  with  god-ly   fbar. 
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In  thy  name,  0  Lord !  assembling, 
We,  thy  i)eople,  now  draw  near ; 

Teach  us  to  rejoice  with  trembling ; 
Speak,  and  let  thy  servants  hear, — 

Hear  with  meekness, — 
Hear  thy  word  with  godly  fear. 

2  While  our  days  on  earth  are  lengthened. 
May  we  give  them.  Lord !  to  thee ; 

Cheered  by  hope,  and  daily  strengthened. 
May  we  run,  nor  weary  be, 

Till  thy  glory 
Without  clouds  in  heaven  we  see. 

3  There,  in  worship  purer,  sweeter. 
Thee  thy  people  shall  adore ; 

Tasting  of  enjoyment  greater 
Than  they  could  conceive  before ; 

Full  enjoyment. 
Full,  unmixed,  and  evermore. 

ThomM  Kelly. 
76  "Slraat^f  frftf.** 

Come,  thou  soul-transforming  Spirit, 

Bless  the  sower  and  the  seed ; 
Let  each  heart  thy  grace  inherit ; 

Raise  the  weak,  the  hungry  feed ! 
From  the  gospel 

Now  supply  thy  people's  need. 

2  Oh,  may  all  enjoy  the  blessing 
Which  thy  word 's  designed  to  give ; 

Let  us  all,  thy  love  possessing, 
Joyfully  the  truth  receive ', 

And  for  ever 
To  thy  praise  and  glory  live. 

Jonathan  Evans. 


77  ffot'aprtacnr.. 

God  is  in  his  holy  temple ; 

AU  the  earth  keep  silence  here ; 
Worship  him  in  truth  and  spirit ; 

Reverence  him  with  godly  fear  j 
Holy,  holy 

Lord  of  hosts,  our  God,  appear ! 

2  God  in  Christ  reveals  his  presence, 
Throned  upon  the  mercy-seat ; 

Saints,  rejoice,  and  sinners,  tremble ; 
Each  prepare  his  God  to  meet ; 

Lowly,  lowly 
Bow,  adoring,  at  his  feet. 

James  Montgomery. 
7o  Continurl)  mrrttngf. 

Welcome,  days  of  solemn  meeting ; 

Welcome,  days  of  praise  and  prayer  5 
Far  from  earthly  scenes  retreating. 

In  your  blessings  we  would  share ; 
Sacred  seasons, 

In  your  blessings  we  would  share. 

2  Be  thou  near  us,  bless6d  Saviour, 
Still  at  mom  and  eve  the  same ; 

Give  us  faith  that  cannot  waver ; 
Eondle  in  us  heaven's  own  flame ; 

Bless^  Saviour, 
Kindle  in  us  heaven's  own  flame. 

3  When  the  fervent  heart  is  glowing. 
Holy  Spirit,  hear  that  prayer : 

When  the  song  of  praise  is  flowing, 
Let  that  song  thine  impress  bear  -, 

Holy  Spirit, 
Let  that  song  thine  impress  bear. 

S.  F.  Smith. 
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DUOH.    7t. 


German  Evening  Hymn. 
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To  thypasturMfldrtndlarM.  And  my  coach,  with  tend'rtit  ear*, 

HMT*nly  8hephcrd,lMi  thy  chargv,  Hid  the  ipdBginf  grut  prepare. 
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79  9nlm23. 

To  THY  pastures  fair  and  large^ 
Heavenly  Shepherd,  lead  thy  charge, 
And  my  couch,  with  tenderest  care, 
'Mid  the  springing  grass  prepare. 

2  When  I  faint  with  summer's  heat, 
Thou  shalt  guide  my  weary  feet 

To  the  streams  that,  still  and  slow. 
Through  the  verdant  meadows  flow. 

3  Safe  the  dreary  vale  I  tread. 
By  the  shades  of  death  overspread, 
With  thy  rod  and  staff  supplied, 
This  my  guard — and  that  my  guide. 

4  Constant  to  my  latest  end, 
Thou  my  footsteps  shalt  attend ; 
And  shalt  bid  thy  hallowed  dome 
Yield  me  an  eternal  home. 

James  Merrick. 


§0  CiDtligtit. 

Softly  fades  the  twilight  ray 
Of  the  holy  Sabbath  day ; 
Gently  as  life's  setting  s\m. 
When  the  Christian's  course  is  run. 

2  Peace  is  on  the  world  abroad ; 
'T  is  the  holy  peace  of  God — 
Symbol  of  the  peace  within 
When  the  spirit  rests  from  sin. 

3  Still  the  Spirit  lingers  near, 
Where  the  evening  worshiper 
Seeks  communion  with  the  skies. 
Pressing  onward  to  the  prize. 

4  Saviour !  may  our  Sabbaths  be 
Days  of  joy  and  peace  in  thee, 
Till  in  heaven  our  souls  repose. 
Where  the  Sabbath  ne'er  shall  close. 

S.  F.  Smith. 
J.  B.  Dykes. 
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On  this  dAy,  the  flnt  of  dayi,Qod  the  Father's  wuBe  «re  pndse;  Who,  creatioa's  foimt  and  ^priag.Did  the  world  firam  darkness  hring. 
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81  "JtrstofBaas." 

On  this  day,  the  flrst  of  days, 
God  the  Father's  name  we  praise ; 
Who,  creation's  Fount  and  Spring, 
Did  the  world  from  darkness  bring. 

2  On  this  day  the  Eternal  Son 
Over  death  his  triumph  won  j 
On  this  day  the  Spirit  came 
With  his  gifts  of  living  flame. 

3  Father,  who  didst  fashion  me 
Image  of  thyself  to  be, 


Fill  me  with  thy  love  divine, 
Let  my  every  thought  be  thine. 

4  Holy  Jesus,  may  I  be 

Dead  and  buried  here  with  thee ; 
And,  by  love  inflamed,  arise 
Unto  thee  a  sacriflce. 

5  Thou  who  dost  all  gfif ts  impart, 
Shine,  sweet  Spirit,  in  my  heart ; 
Best  of  gifts,  thyself,  bestow ; 
Make  me  bum  thy  love  to  know. 


•^ 

1  a 


H.  W.  Baker,  tr. 


^pcnlttd  ot  Bct^icc. 


DBVHAM.    7t. 


W.  Woodward. 
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Tb  tlij  ttmple  W6  rt-pair—  Lord|  «re  lora  to  wonhip  ihart,  W&eii  within  the  Tail  wa  mtet  Thte  up-on  the  mercy-Mat 


§2  Jrflus  fntrrrrtrfl. 

To  THY  temple  we  repair— 
Lord,  we  love  to  worship  there, 
When  within  the  vail  we  meet 
Thee  upon  the  mercy-seat. 

2  While  thy  glorious  name  is  sung. 
Time  our  lips — ^unloose  our  tongue } 
Then  our  joyful  souls  shall  bless 
Thee,  the  Lord  our  Righteousness. 

3  While  to  thee  our  prayers  ascend, 
Let  thine  ear  in  love  attend } 


Hear  us,  for  thy  Spirit  pleads — 
Hear,  for  Jesus  intercedes. 

4  While  thy  word  is  heard  with  awe. 
While  we  tremble  at  thy  law. 

Let  thy  gospel's  wondrous  love 
Every  doubt  and  fear  remove. 

5  From  thy  house  when  we  return. 
Let  our  hearts  within  us  biun ; 
That  at  evening  we  liiay  say — 
"We  have  walked  with  God  to-day." 

James  Montgomery. 


C.  Malan. 


Lord,  we    come  be  -    fore  thee  now,    At  thy     feet    we 
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hum-bly     bow;    Oh,    do     not     our 
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suit  die  -   dain!    Shall  we    seek  thee,  Lord,  in 


vain  ?  Shall    we      seek  thee,  Lord,  in     vain  ? 


$3  "fftfifactiDf  sedu" 

Lord,  we  come  before  thee  now. 
At  thy  feet  we  humbly  bow ; 
Oh,  do  not  our  suit  disdain ! 
Shall  we  seek  thee.  Lord,  in  vain  t 

2  Lord,  on  thee  our  souls  depend. 
In  comx>assion  now  descend ; 

Fill  our  hearts  with  thy  rich  grace, 
Tune  our  hps  to  sing  thy  praise. 

3  In  thine  own  appointed  way, 
Now  we  seek  thee ;  here  we  stay  j 


Lord,  we  know  not  how  to  go, 
Till  a  blessing  thou  bestow. 

4  Comfort  those  who  weep  and  mourn ; 
Let  the  time  of  joy  return ; 

Those  that  are  cast  down  lift  up  j 
Make  them  strong  in  faith  and  hope. 

5  Grant  that  all  may  seek  and  find 
Thee  a  God  supremely  kind ; 
Heal  the  sick ;  the  captive  free ; 
Let  us  aU  rejoice  in  thee. 

William  Hammond. 
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Opening  ot  Sen^ice. 


E.  J.  Hopkins. 
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Every  morning  mercies  new     Pall  as  fresh  as    ear  -  ly    dew;     Ev-ery  morning  let     us  pay 
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Trib-ute  with  the    ear- ly    day;  For  thy  mercies,  Lord,  are  sure:    Thy  compassion  doth  en-dure. 


$4  ''JBrrdrflnrfD." 

Every  morning  mercies  new 
Fall  as  fresh  as  early  dew  j 
Every  morning  let  us  pay 
Tribute  with  the  early  day ; 
For  thy  mercies,  Lord,  are  sure : 
Thy  compassion  doth  endure. 

2  Still  the  greatness  of  thy  love 
Daily  doth  our  sins  remove  j 
Daily,  far  as  east  to  west. 

Lifts  the  burden  from  the  breast ; 
Gives  unbought  to  those  who  pray 
Strength  to  stand  in  evil  day. 

3  Let  our  prayers  each  mom  prevail, 
That  these  gifts  may  never  fail  j 
And,  as  we  confess  the  sin 

And  the  tempter's  power  within, 
Feed  us  with  the  bread  of  life ; 
Fit  us  for  our  daily  strife. 

4  As  the  morning  light  returns, 
As  the  sun  with  splendor  bums. 
Teach  us  still  to  turn  to  thee. 
Ever-blessed  Trinity, 

With  our  hands  our  hearts  to  raise, 
In  unfailing  prayer  and  praise. 

Horatius  Boaar. 


^^  Psalm  CT. 

On  thy  church,  0  Power  divine. 
Cause  thy  glorious  face  to  shine, 
Till  the  nations  from  afar 
Hail  her  as  their  guiding  star ; 
Till  her  sons,  from  zone  to  zone. 
Make  thy  gresLt  salvation  known. 


2  Then  shall  God,  with  lavish  hand. 
Scatter  blessings  o'er  the  land ; 
Earth  shall  yield  her  rich  increase. 
Every  breeze  shaU  whisper  peace. 
And  the  world's  remotest  bound 
With  the  voice  of  praise  resound. 

Harriet  Auber. 

Lord,  it  is  thy  holy  day ; 
Here  we  meet  to  prabe  and  pray ; 
Joining  with  one  heart  and  mind, 
Earthly  cares  we  leave  behind. 
On  the  day  which  thou  hast  made, 
Us  in  our  rejoicings  aid. 

2  Glad  as  when  the  glorious  shout 
Of  the  morning  stars  rang  out. 
Thee,  Creator,  wiU  we  praise. 
And  our  hymns  of  triumph  raise. 
Sun  and  moon,  your  songs  unite ; 
Praise  him,  all  ye  stars  of  light ! 

3  Louder  yet  our  strains  be  borne, 
Mindful  of  that  happy  mom. 
When  the  world's  Redeemer  rose, 
Victor  from  the  grave's  repose ; 
Who  by  death  subdued  the  grave : 
Mighty  he  our  souls  to  save. 

4  Looking  for  that  rest  above. 
For  the  Sabbath  of  thy  love. 
Here  to-day  by  hope  we  rise 
To  our  mansion  in  the  skies : 
Here  by  faith  and  love  prepare 
For  our  endless  Sabbath  there. 

Anon.,  tUn 


HALLB.    7s.  ei 
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Arr.  by  T.  Hastings. 
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OiristyWboM  glory  illitlMildaiyChriflt, the  tnMytlMonhrli^t,  ) 

Bob  of  Xl^teooanoM,  a-riae,TrlTtmpli  o'er  tlio  shades  n  nifl^t; )  Sey-spring  from  on  high,l>e  neariDay-ster  in  mj  heart  appear. 


Of  ffUimtng. 

Christ,  whose  glory  fills  the  skies, 
Christ,  the  true,  Uie  only  light. 

Sun  of  righteousness,  arise. 
Triumph  o'er  the  shades  of  night  j 

Day-spring  from  on  high,  be  near, 

Day-star  in  my  heart  appear. 

2  Dark  and  cheerless  is  the  mom, 
If  thy  light  is  hid  from  me ; 

Joyless  is  Uie  day's  return. 

Till  thy  mercy's  beams  I  see ; 
Till  they  inward  light  impart. 
Warmth  and  gladness  to  my  heart. 

3  Visit,  then,  this  soul  of  mine. 
Pierce  the  gloom  of  sin  and  grief ) 

Fill  me,  radiant  Sun  divine ! 

Scatter  all  my  unbeUef ; 
More  and  more  thyself  display, 
Shining  to  the  perfect  day. 

Charles  Wesley. 


SS  fibrning. 

Now,  FROM  labor  and  from  care. 
Evening  shades  have  set  me  free ; 

In  the  work  of  praise  and  prayer. 
Lord !  I  would  converse  with  thee : 

Oh,  behold  me  from  above. 

Fill  me  with  a  Saviour's  love. 

2  Sin  and  sorrow,  guilt  and  woe. 
Wither  all  my  earthly  joys ; 

Naught  can  charm  me  here  below. 
But  my  Saviour's  melting  voice ; 
Lord !  forgive — thy  grace  restore. 
Make  me  thine  for  evermore. 

3  For  the  blessings  of  this  day. 
For  the  mercies  of  this  hour. 

For  the  gospel's  cheering  ray. 

For  the  Spirit's  quickening  power, — 
Grateful  notes  to  thee  I  raise  j 
Oh,  accept  my  song  of  praise. 

Thomas  Hasdngs. 
S.  S.  Wkslky. 


Panta  the  living  Qod  to  aee;  When,oh,when,with  filial  fear,  Lord,  ahall    I       to      thee 


thee  draw  near? 


89  P«l«»  ^• 

As  THE  hart,  with  eager  looks, 
Panteth  for  the  water-brooks. 
So  my  soul,  athirst  for  thee. 
Pants  the  living  God  to  see  ; 
When,  oh,  when,  with  filial  fear, 
Lord,  shall  I  to  thee  draw  near  ? 


2  Why  art  thou  cast  down,  my  soul  f 
God,  thy  God,  shaU  make  thee  whole ; 
Why  art  thou  disquieted  ? 
God  shaU  lift  thy  fallen  head. 
And  his  countenance  benign 
Be  the  saving  health  of  thine. 

James  Montfi^omery. 
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F.  Mendelssohn. 


glowingi  With  fer  -  vent    hearts,  oh,  let     us   all   im  •  plore  him— Rul-er  Al  -  mifht  -   y : 


90  lEmmfnii  ^ratfc . 

Behold,  the  shade  of  nightisnowreceding. 
Kindling  with  splendors  fair  the  dawn  is 

glowing, 
With  fervent  hearts,  oh,  let  us  all  implore 

him — 
Ruler  Almighty : 

2  That  he,  our  God,  wiD  look  on  us  in  pity, 
Send  strengfth  for  weakness,  grant  us  Ms 

salvation. 
And  with  a  Father's  pure  affection  give  us 
Glory  eternal. 

3  This  grace,  oh,  grant  us,  Godhead  Ever- 

blessed, 
Of  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost  in  union. 
Whose  praises  be  through  earth's  most  dis- 
tant regions 
Ever  resounding ! 

Ray  Palmer,  tr. 

9  X  Ctji^oug^  ttt  Bag. 

Bending  before  thee,  let  our  hymn  go  up- 
wards, 
Bright  as  the  sunshine  breaking  from  the 

darkness. 
Thee  we  implore  to  guard  us  on  our  journey. 
Lord  God  Almighty. 

2  Guard  us  in  toil  when  faintingin  the  noon- 
day. 
Guard  us  reposing  under  evening  shadows. 
Guard  us  when  midnight  walks  abroad  in 
heaven. 
Lord  God  Almighty. 


3  If  the  dread  foe  assail  us  with  tempta* 

tion. 
Hear  us,  O  Lord,  and  save  us  from  his  dan- 

Oh,  keep  us  pure,  oh,  lead  us  to  thy  pres- 
ence. 
Lord  God  Almighty. 

4  Glory  to  thee,  O  Father  Everlasting! 
Glory  to  thee,  O  Son  and  Holy  Spirit ! 
One  in  three  persons,  infinite,  unchanging! 

Lord  God  Almighty. 

John  Coleridge. 
92  fibening  pratsr. 

'Mid  evening  shadows  let  us  all  be  watch- 
ing, 
Ever  in  psalms  our  deep  devotion  waking. 
And  with  one  voice  hymns  to  the  Lord,  the 
Saviour, 
Sweetly  be  singing. 

2  That  to  the  holy  ELing  our  songs  ascend- 

ing, 
We  worthily,  with  all  his  saints,  may  enter, 
The  heavenly  temple,  joyfully  partaking 
Life  everlasting. 

3  This  grace,  oh,  grant  us.  Godhead  Ever- 

blessed, 
Of  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost  in  imion, 
Whose  praises  be  through  earth's  most  dis- 
tant regions 
Ever  resounding ! 

Rajr  Palmer,  tr. 
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F.  F.  Flbmming. 
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Night's  shadows  fall  -  ing  men  to  rest  are  call-ing ;      Rest  we,  pos  •  sess  -  iog  heavenly  peace  and 
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bless-ing :    This     we  im  -  plore  thee,  falling  down  be  -  fore  thee,  Great  King  of     Olo    -    ry  1 


93  "lUnsofSIorB!" 

Night's  shadows  faUing  men  to  rest  are 

calling; 
Rest  we,  possessing  heavenly  peace  and 

blessing : 
This  we  implore  thee,  falling  down  before 

thee, 
Great  Bang  of  Glory ! 

2  O   Saviour,  hear  ns!  Son  of  God,  be 

near  us! 
Thine  angels  send  us ;  let  thy  love  attend  us : 
He  nothing  feareth,  whom  thy  presence 

cheereth, 
Light  his  path  deareth. 

3  Be  near,  relieving  all  who  now  are  griev- 

ing; 
Thy  visitation  be  our  consolation : 

Oh,  hear  the  sighing  of  the  faint  and  dying ; 

Lord,  hear  our  crying ! 

4  Thou  ever  livest ;  endless  life  thou  g^ivest ; 
Thou  watch  art  keeping  o'er  thy  faithful 

sleeping ; 
In  thy  clear  shining  they  are  now  reclining, 
AU  care  resigning. 

5  O  Lord  of  Glory,  praise  we  and  adore 

thee — 

Thee  for  us  given,  our  true  Rest  from 
heaven ! 

Rest,  peace,  and  blessing,  we  are  now  pos- 
sessing. 
Thy  name  confessing. 

Addan  L.  Russell. 


If  4  Sbntinn  ronfnsfon. 

Prom  the  recesses  of  a  lowly  spirit. 

Our  humble  prayer  ascends;  O  Father! 

hear  it, 
Upsoaring  on  the  wings  of  awe  and  meek- 
ness! 
Forgive  its  weakness ! 

2  We  see  thy  hand ;  it  leads  us,  it  supports  us ! 
We  hear  thy  voice ;  it  counsels  and  it  courts 

us:  f 

And  then  we  turn  away;  and  still  thy  kind- 
ness 
Forgives  our  blindness. 

3  Oh,' how  long-suffering,  Lord!   but  thou 

delightest. 
To  win  with  love  the  wandering ;   thou  in- 

vitest, 
By  smiles  of  mercy,  not  by  frowns  or  terrors, 
Man  from  his  errors. 

4  Father  and  Saviour!   plant  within  each 

bosom 
The  seeds  of  holiness,  and  bid  them  blossom 
In  fragrance  and  in  beauty  bright  and  vernal, 
And  spring  eternal. 

5  Then  place  them  in   thine   everlasting 

gardens, 
Where  angels  walk,  and  seraphs  are  the 

wardens ; 
Where  ev'ry  flower,  escaped  through  death's 

dark  portal. 
Becomes  immortal. 

John  Bowrloff. 
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95  *'iSunofmflsouI." 

Sun  of  my  soul !  thou  Saviour  dear, 
It  is  not  night  if  thou  be  near : 
Oh,  may  no  earth-bom  cloud  arise 
To  hide  thee  from  thy  servant's  eyes ! 

2  When  soft  the  dews  of  kindly  sleep 
My  weary  eyelids  gently  steep, 

Be  my  last  thought — how  sweet  to  rest 
For  ever  on  my  Saviour's  breast ! 

3  Abide  with  me  from  mom  till  eve, 
For  witiiout  thee  I  cannot  live ; 
Abide  with  me  when  night  is  nigh, 
For  without  thee  I  dare  not  die. 

4  Be  near  to  bless  me  when  I  wake, 
Ere  through  the  world  my  way  I  take ; 
Abide  with  me  till  in  thy  love 

I  lose  myself  in  heaven  above. 

John  Keble. 


96  fibrnmn  iS^atofof. 

Again,  as  evening's  shadow  falls, 
We  gather  in  these  hallowed  walls; 
And  evening  hymn  and  evening  prayer 
Rise  mingling  on  the  holy  air. 

2  May  struggling  hearts,  that  seek  release, 
Here  find  the  rest  of  God's  own  peace ; 
And,  strengthened  here  by  hymn  and  prayer, 
Lay  down  the  burden  and  the  care. 

3  O  God  our  Light,  to  thee  we  bow ; 
Within  all  shadows  standest  thou : 
Give  deeper  calm  than  night  can  bring. 
Give  sweeter  songs  than  life  can  sing. 

4  Life's  tumult  we  must  meet  again. 
We  cannot  at  the  shrine  remain ; 
But  in  the  spirit's  secret  cell. 

May  hymn  and  prayer  for  ever  dwell. 

Samuel  Longfellow. 


lYBHIHaHYMH.    L.  M. 


T.  Tallis. 
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97  fibrninflsong. 

Glory  to  thee,  my  God,  this  night, 
For  all  the  blessings  of  the  light ; 
Keep  me,  oh,  keep  me,  King  of  kings ! 
Beneath  thine  own  almighty  wings. 

2  Forgive  me.  Lord,  for  thy  dear  Son, 
The  ill  which  I  this  day  have  done ; 
That  with  the  world,  myself,  and  thee, 
I,  ere  I  sleep,  at  peace  may  be. 

3  Teach  me  to  live,  that  I  may  dread 
The  grave  as  little  as  my  bed : 


Teach  me  to  die,  that  so  I  may 
Rise  glorious  at  the  judgment-day. 

4  Oh,  let  my  soul  on  thee  repose. 

And  may  sweet  sleep  mine  eyelids  close ! 
Sleep,  which  shall  me  more  vigorous  make. 
To  serve  my  God  when  I  awake. 

5  Praise  God,  from  whom  all  blessings  flow ; 
Praise  him,  all  creatures  here  below ; 
Praise  him  above,  ye  heavenly  host ; 
Praise  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost ! 

Thomas  Ken. 
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Oh,    in    what     di  -  vers  paios  they     met!         Oh,    with  what  joy    they  went     a  •  wayl 


98  BtstatSbentOif. 

At  even,  when  the  sun  was  set. 
The  fdcky  0  Lord,  around  thee  lay; 

Oh,  in  what  divers  pains  they  met ! 
Oh,  with  what  joy  they  went  away ! 

2  Once  more,  't  is  eventide,  and  we 
Oppressed  with  various  ills  draw  near : 

What  if  thy  form  we  cannot  see  ? 
We  know  and  feel  that  thou  art  here. 

3  0  Saviour  Christ,  our  woes  dispel ; 
For  some  are  sick,  and  some  are  sad. 

And  some  have  never  loved  thee  well. 
And  some  have  lost  the  love  they  had. 

4  And  some  have  found  the  world  is  vain, 
Yet  from  the  world  they  break  not  free, 

ASOBLUB.    L.  M. 
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And  some  have  friends  who  give  them  pain, 
Yet  have  not  sought  a  friend  in  thee. 

5  And  none,  0  Lord,  have  perfect  rest. 
For  none  are  wholly  free  from  sin ; 

And  they  who  fain  would  serve  thee  best. 
Are  conscious  most  of  wrong  within. 

6  0  Saviour  Christ,  thou  too  ,art  man ; 
Thou  hast  been  troubled,  tempted,  tried; 

Thy  kind  but  searching  glance  can  scan 
The  very  wounds  that  shame  would  hide. 

7  Thy  touch  has  still  its  ancient  power ; 
No  word  from  thee  can  fruitless  fall ; 

Hear  in  this  solemn  evening  hour. 
And  in  thy  mercy  heal  us  all. 

Henry  Twells. 
JOHANN  G.  W.  SCHBPFLBR. 
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W.  F.  Shbrwin. 
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99  "9aa  if  tains.** 

Day  is  dying  in  the  West ; 
Heaven  id  touching  earth  with  rest : 
Wait  and  worship  while  the  night 
Sets  her  evening  lamps  alight 
Through  aU  the  sky. 

Cho.— 
Holy,  holy,  holy,  Lord  God  of  Hosts ! 
Heaven  and  earth  are  f  uU  of  thee ! 

VXLLIHI.    7iy  6. 


Heaven  and  earth  are  praising  thee, 
O  Lord  most  high ! 

2  Lord  of  life,  beneath  the  dome 
Of  the  universe,  thy  home, 
Gather  us  who  seek  thy  face 
To  the  fold  of  thy  embrace, 
For  thou  art  nigh. — Cho. 

Mary  A.  Latfabury. 


W.  F.  Shrrwin. 
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Ho-ly  fkther ,  cheer  oar  way  With  thy  lore'a  perpetoal  ray;  Grant  ne,  er-ery  cloe-inf  day,  Llfht  at  erening  time. 


1 00  Ebcntng  IKfimn. 

Holy  Father,  cheer  our  way 
With  thy  love's  perpetual  ray ; 
Grant  us,  every  closing  day, 
Light  at  evening  time. 

2  Holy  Saviour,  calm  our  fears, 
When  earth's  brightness  disappears ; 
Grant  us,  in  our  later  years, 
Light  at  evening  time. 


3  Holy  Spirit,  be  thou  nigh, 
When  in  mortal  pains  we  lie  -, 
Grant  us,  as  we  come  to  die. 

Light  at  evening  time. 

4  Holy,  blessed  Trinity ! 
Darkness  is  not  dark  with  thee ; 
Those  thou  keepest  always  see 

Light  at  evening  time. 
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R.  H.  Robinson.         ^ 
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When  the  day  of  toil  is  done. 
When  the  race  of  life  is  run, 
Father,  grant  thy  wearied  one 
Rest  for  evermore. 

2  When  the  strife  of  sin  is  stilled, 
When  the  foe  within  is  killed, 
Be  thy  gracious  word  fulfilled, — 

"  Peace  for  evermore." 

3  When  the  darkness  melts  away 
At  the  breaking  of  the  day. 

Bid  us  hail  the  cheering  ray, — 
Light  for  evermore. 

4  When  the  heart  by  sorrow  tried 
Feels  at  length  its  throbs  subside, 
Bring  us,  where  all  tears  are  dried, 

Joy  for  evermore. 

5  When  for  vanished  days  we  yearn, 
Days  that  never  can  return, 
Teach  us  in  thy  love  to  learn 

Love  for  evermore. 

6  When  the  breath  of  life  is  flown, 
When  the  grave  must  claim  its  own. 
Lord  of  life,  be  ours  thy  crown, — 

Life  for  evermore. 

John  Elleiton. 

103        "Jrstis,4raTiitscTs!" 

Thou  who  didst  on  Calvary  bleed. 
Thou  who  dost  for  sinners  plead. 
Help  me  in  my  time  of  need ; 
Jesus,  hear  my  cry. 

2  In  my  darkness  and  my  gfrief , 
With  my  heart  of  unbelief, 

I,  who  am  of  sinners  chief. 
Lift  to  thee  mine  eye. 

3  Foes  without  and  fears  within, 
With  no  plea  thy  grace  to  win. 
But  that  thou  canst  save  from  sin, 

To  thy  cross  I  fly. 


4  Others,  long  in  fetters  bound. 
There  deliverance  sought  and  found, 
Heard  the  voice  of  mercy  sound ; 

Surely  so  may  L 

5  There  on  thee  I  cast  my  care ; 
There  to  thee  I  raise  my  prayer  j 
Jesus,  save  me  from  despair,— 

Save  me,  or  I  die. 

6  When  the  storms  of  trial  lower, 
When  I  feel  temptation's  power. 
In  the  last  and  darkest  hour, 

Jesus,  be  thou  nigh. 

Joinei  D.  Bums. 

103        Vragrr  for  pcrtion. 

God  of  pity,  God  of  grace : 
When  we  humbly  seek  thy  face. 
Bend  from  heaven,  thy  dwelling-place : 
.    Hear,  forgive,  and  save. 

2  When  we  in  thy  temple  meet. 
Spread  our  wants  before  thy  feet. 
Pleading  at  the  mercy-seat : 

Look  from  heaven  and  save. 

3  When  thy  love  our  hearts  shall  All, 
And  we  long  to  do  thy  will, 
Turning  to  thy  holy  hill : 

Lord,  accept  and  save. 

4  Should  we  wander  from  thy  fold, 
And  our  love  to  thee  grow  cold. 
With  a  pitying  eye  behold : 

Lord,  forgive  and  save. 

5  Should  the  hand  of  sorrow  press, 
Earthly  care  and  want  distress. 
May  our  souls  thy  peace  possess ; 

Jesus,  hear  and  save. 

6  And  whate'er  our  cry  may  be, 
When  we  lift  our  hearts  to  thee. 
From  our  burden  set  us  free : 

Hear,  forgive,  and  save. 

Mn.  E.  F.  Morns. 
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1 04  "  Vrpartiitfl  gag." 

The  radiant  mom  hath  passed  away, 
And  spent  too  soon  her  golden  store ; 

The  shadows  of  departing  day 
Creep  on  once  more. 

2  Our  life  is  but  a  fading  dawn ; 

Its  glorious  noon  how  quickly  past ! 
Lead  us,  0  Christ,  when  all  is  gone, 
Safe  home  at  last. 

3  Oh,  by  thy  soul-inspiring  grace. 
Uplift  our  hearts  to  realms  on  high; 

Help  us  to  look  to  that  bright  place 
Beyond  the  sky ; — 

4  Where  light  and  life  and  joy  and  peace 
In  undivided  empire  reign, 

And  thronging  angels  never  cease 
Their  deathless  strain ; — 

5  Where  saints  are  clothed  in  spotless  white. 
And  evening  shadows  never  fall ; 

Where  thou,  eternal  Light  of  light. 
Art  Lord  of  all ! 

Godfrey  Tbring. 


105  "OUtonofottre." 

Through  good  report  and  evil,  Lord, 
Still  guided  by  thy  faithful  word, — 
Our  staff,  our  buckler,  and  our  sword. 
We  follow  thee. 

2  With  enemies  on  every  side. 
We  lean  on  thee,  the  Crucified ; 
Forsaking  all  on  earth  beside. 
We  follow  thee. 
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3  0  Master,  point  thou  out  the  way. 
Nor  suffer  thou  our  steps  to  stray ; 
Then  in  that  path  that  leads  to  day 

We  follow  thee. 

4  Thou  hast  passed  on  before  our  face ; 
Thy  footsteps  on  the  way  we  trace ; 
Oh,  keep  us,  aid  us  by  thy  grace : 

We  follow  thee ! 

5  Whom  have  we  in  the  heaven  above, 
Whom  on  this  earth,  save  thee,  to  love  f 
Still  in  thy  light  we  onward  move ; 

We  follow  thee! 

Horatius  Booar. 

106  Aabbatt)  rrst. 

Hail,  sacred  day  of  earthly  rest, 
From  toil  secure  and  trouble  free ; 

HaO,  quiet  spirit,  bringing  peace 
And  joy  to  me. 

2  A  holy  stillness,  breathing  calm 
And  peace  on  all  the  world  around, 

Uplifts  my  soul,  0  God,  to  thee, 
Where  rest  is  found. 


No 


3  Mo  sound  of  jarring  strife  is  heard 
As  now  the  weekly  labors  cease ; 

No  voice,  but  those  that  sweetly  sing 
Sweet  songs  of  peace. 

4  Accept,  0  God,  miy  hymn  of  praise 
That  thou  this  restful  day  hast  given, 

Sweet  foretaste  of  that  endless  day 
Of  rest  in  heaven. 

Godfrey  Thrini;.  alt. 
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My  Ood,  is  my  hour  m  sweetfTrom  Uaih  of  mora  to  ortning  star,  As  that  whleh  calls  me  to  thy  ftet— The  hoar  of  prayer! 


}  Q  Y  ^^^  ^^^"^  ^^  prafifr. 

My  God,  is  any  hour  so  sweet, 
From  blnsh  of  mom  to  evening  star^ 

As  that  which  calls  me  to  thy  feet — 
The  hour  of  prayer  f 

2  Then  is  my  strength  by  thee  renewed  j 
Then  are  my  sins  by  thee  forgiven ; 

Then  dost  thou  cheer  my  solitude. 
With  hopes  of  heaven. 

3  No  words  can  tell  what  sweet  relief 
Here  for  my  every  want  I  find: 


PASCAL.    8b,  6*. 


What  strength  for  warfare,  balm  for  grief, 
What  peace  of  mind ! 

4  Hushed  is  each  doubt,  gone  every  fear ; 
My  spirit  seems  in  heaven  to  stay; 

And  ev'n  the  penitential  tear 
Is  wiped  away. 

5  Lord,  till  I  reach  yon  blissful  shore. 
No  privilege  so  dear  shall  be 

As  thus  my  inmost  soul  to  pour 
In  prayer  to  thee. 

Charlotte  Elliott. 


E.  J.  Hopkins. 


1  OS  ^^  tttning  t>our. 

The  Sabbath-day  has  reached  its  close. 
Yet,  Saviour,  ere  I  seek  repose. 
Grant  me  the  peace  thy  love  bestows : 
Smile  on  my  evening  hour. 

2  Weary  I  come  to  thee  for  rest ; 
HaDow  and  calm  my  troubled  breast ; 
Grant  me  thy  Spirit  for  my  guest: 

Smile  on  my  evening  hour. 

3  Let  not  the  gospel  seed  remain 
Unfruitful,  or  be  sown  in  vain ; 

Let  heavenly  dews  descend  like  rain : 
Smile  on  my  evening  hour. 


4  0  Jesus,  Lord  enthroned  on  high, 
Thou  hearest  the  contrite  spirit's  sigh ; 
Look  down  on  me  with  pitying  eye : 

Smile  on  my  evening  hour. 

5  My  only  intercessor  thou. 
Mingle  thy  fragrant  incense  now 
With  every  prayer,  and  every  vow : 

Smile  on  my  evening  hour. 

6  And,  oh,  when  time's  short  course  shall  end, 
And  death's  dark  shades  around  impend. 
My  God,  my  everlasting  Friend, 

Smile  on  my  evening  hour. 

Charlotte  ElUott. 
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Sweet  U     the     light     of       Sab  -  bath     eve,       And  soft   the     eun-beame     ling- 'ring  there; 


For     these  blest  hours 
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109  iSabbat^  Sbe. 

Sweet  is  the  light  of  Sabbath  eve, 
And  soft  the  sunbeams  lingering  there; 

For  these  blest  hours  the  world  I  leave, 
Wafted  on  wings  of  faith  and  prayer. 

2  The  time,  how  lovely  and  how  still ! 
Peace  shines  and  smiles  on  all  below ; 

The  plain,  the  stream,  the  wood,  the  hill. 
All  fair  with  evening's  setting  glow. 

3  Season  of  rest !  the  tranquil  soul 
Feels  sweet  the  calm,  and  melts  to  love, 

And  while  these  sacred  moments  roll, 
Faith  sees  the  smiling  heaven  above. 

4  Nor  will  our  days  of  toil  be  long  j 
Our  pilgrimage  will  soon  be  trod } 

And  we  shall  join  the  ceaseless  song. 
The  endless  Sabbath  of  our  God. 

James  Edineston. 


IKatt  of  )l|rabni.' 
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How  SWEET  to  leave  the  world  awhile. 
And  seek  the  presence  of  our  Lord ! 

Dear  Saviour !  on  thy  people  smile. 
And  come,  according  to  thy  word. 

2  From  busy  scenes  we  now  retreat. 
That  we  may  here  converse  with  thee  : 

Ah,  Lord !  behold  us  at  thy  feet ; 
Let  this  the  '^  gate  of  heaven"  be. 

3  '^ Chief  of  ten  thousand!"  now  appear, 
That  we  by  faith  may  see  thy  face : 

Oh,  speak,  that  we  thy  voice  may  hear, 
And  let  thy  presence  fill  this  place. 

Thomas  Kelly. 


111  CnbrrofBest. 

Come,  Holy  Spirit !  calm  my  mind. 
And  fit  me  to  approach  my  God ; 

Remove  each  vain,  each  worldly  thought, 
And  lead  me  to  thy  blest  abode. 

2  Hast  thou  imparted  to  my  soul 
A  living  spark  of  holy  fire  ? 

Oh,  kindle  now  the  sacred  flame ; 
Make  me  to  bum  with  pure  desire. 

3  A  brighter  faith  and  hope  impart. 
And  let  me  now  my  Saviour  see ; 

Oh,  soothe  and  cheer  my  burdened  heart, 
And  bid  my  spirit  rest  in  thee. 

Stewart. 

112  inbocation. 

Far  from  my  thoughts,  vain  world,  begone! 

Let  my  religious  hours  alone : 

Fain  would  mine  eyes  my  Saviour  see : 

1  wait  a  visit.  Lord,  from  thee. 

2  My  heart  grows  warm  with  holy  fire, 
And  kindles  with  a  pure  desire : 
Come,  my  dear  Jesus !  from  above, 
And  feed  my  soul  with  heavenly  love. 

3  Blest  Saviour !  what  delicious  fare, 
How  sweet  thine  entertainments  are ! 
Never  did  angels  taste,  above, 
Redeeming  grace  and  dying  love. 

4  Hail,  great  Immanuel,  all-divine ! 
In  thee  thy  Father's  glories  shine : 
Thou  brightest,  sweetest,  fairest  One 
That  eyes  have  seen,  or' angels  known ! 

Isaac  Watts. 
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F.  SOUTHCATK. 


Oh,      let     thy     mer  -  cy     tune  my    tongue,  And     fill      my      heert  with     live  •   ly    preise. 
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Great  God!  to  thee  my  evening  song 
With  hmnble  gratitude  I  raise ; 

Oh,  let  thy  mercy  tnne  my  tongue. 
And  fill  my  heart  with  lively  praise. 

2  My  days  unclouded  as  they  pass, 
And  every  gentle,  rolling  hour, 

Are  monuments  of  wondrous  grace. 
And  witness  to  thy  love  and  power. 

3  Seal  my  forgiveness  in  the  blood 
Of  Jesus;  his  dear  name  alone 

1  plead  for  pardon,  gracious  God ! 

And  kind  acceptance  at  thy  throne. 

Anne  Steele. 

114  "  ^^^f  ^^  yatfoiu.** 

When  shades  of  night  around  us  close, 
And  weary  limbs  in  sleep  repose. 
The  faithful  soul  awake  may  be. 
And  longing  sigh,  0  Lord,  to  thee. 

2  Thou  true  Desire  of  nations,  hear; 
Thou  Word  of  God,  thou  Saviour  dear; 
In  pity  heed  our  humble  cries, 

And  bid  at  length  the  fallen  rise. 

3  Oh,  come.  Redeemer,  come  and  free 
Thine  own  from  guilt  and  misery; 
The  gates  of  heaven  again  unfold. 
Which  Adam's  sin  had  closed  of  old. 

4  All  praise,  eternal  Son,  to  thee. 
Whose  advent  doth  thy  people  free; 
Whom  with  the  Father  we  adore 
And  Holy  Ghost  for  evermore. 

Tr.  ft,  C>  Coffin. 
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0  Father,  who  didst  all  things  make. 
That  heaven  and  earth  might  do  thy  will^ 

Bless  us  this  eve  for  Jesus'  sake. 
And  for  thy  work  preserve  us  still. 

2  0  Son,  who  didst  redeem  mankind. 
And  set  the  captive  sinner  free. 

Keep  us  this  eve  with  peaceful  mind. 
That  we  may  safe  abide  with  thee. 

3  0  Holy  Ghost,  who  by  thy  power 
Dost  sanctify  the  church  elect. 

Seal  us  this  eve,  and  hour  by  hour 
Our  bodies  guard,  our  souls  direct. 

4  Praise  to  the  Father,  and  the  Son, 
0  Spirit,  equal  praise  to  thee; 

All  glory  be  to  God  alone, 
Now,  and  throughout  eternity! 

H.  B.  Heathcote. 

116  "ttoTita  ftm." 

Lo,  God  is  here ! — let  us  adore ! 

And  own  how  dreadful  is  this  place ! 
Let  all  within  us  feel  his  power. 

And,  silent,  bow  before  his  face. 

2  Lo,  God  is  here !  him  day  and  night 
United  choirs  of  angels  sing: 

To  him,  enthroned  above  all  height, 
Let  saints  their  humble  worship  bring. 

3  Lord  God  of  hosts !  oh,  may  our  praise 
Thy  courts  with  grateful  incense  fill ! 

Still  may  we  stand  before  thy  face, 
Still  hear  and  do  thy  sovereign  will. 

J.  Wesley,  tr. 
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Bleee-«d  tid-ingi  of   eal-Tt-tien,  Feaoe  on  earth  their  proe-la- ma- tion,    LovefresnOod  to     loct  man  -  kind. 
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117  ^BBiUM  of  iSalbatton. 

Come,  pure  hearts,  in  sweetest  measures 
Sing  of  those  who  spread  the  treasures 

In  the  holy  Gospels  shrined; 
Blessed  tidings  of  salvation, 
Peace  on  earth  their  proclamation, 

Love  from  God  to  lost  mankind. 

2  See  the  rivers  four  that  gladden 
With  their  streams  the  better  Eden 

Planted  by  our  Lord  most  dear; 
Christ  the  fountain,  these  the  waters; 
Drink,  0  Zion's  sons  and  daughters, 

Drink  and  find  salvation  here. 

3  Oh,  that  we,  thy  truth  confessing. 
And  thy  holy  word  possessing, 

Jesus,  may  thy  love  adore; 
Unto  thee  our  voices  raising, 
Thee  with  all  thy  ransomed  praising. 

Ever  and  for  evermore. 

R.  Campbell,  tr. 

118  "  9eUbnr  t»  from  Hiil." 

Father,  in  high  heaven  dwelling. 
May  our  evening  song  be  telling 

Of  thy  mercy  large  and  free: 
Through  the  day  thy  love  hath  fed  us. 
Through  the  day  thy  care  hath  led  us. 

With  divinest  chaiity. 

2  This  day's  sins,  oh,  pardon,  Saviour ! 
Evil  thoughts,  perverse  behavior, 

Envy,  pride,  and  vanity ; 
Prom  all  evil  us  deliver; 
Save  us  now,  and  save  us  ever, 

0  thou  Lamb  of  Calvary! 


3  Whilst  the  night-dews  are  distilling, 
Holy  Ghost,  each  heart  be  filling 

With  thine  own  serenity; 
Softly  let  our  eyes  be  closing. 
Loving  souls  on  thee  reposing, 

Ever-bless6d  Trinity. 

G«orge  Rawwu. 
119  fibening  iSonfl. 

Upward  where  the  stars  are  burning. 
Silent,  silent  in  their  turning, 

Round  the  never  changing  pole ; 
Upward  where  the  sky  is  brightest. 
Upward  where  the  blue  is  lightest, — 

Lift  I  now  my  longing  soul. 

2  Far  beyond  the  arch  of  gladness, 
Far  beyond  these  clouds  of  sadness, 

Are  the  many  mansions  fair : 
Far  from  pain  and  sin  and  folly. 
In  that  palace  of  the  holy — 

I  would  find  my  mansion  there. 

3  Where  the  Lamb  on  high  is  seated. 
By  ten  thousand  voices  greeted : 

Lord  of  lords,  and  King  of  kings ! 
Son  of  man,  they  crown,  they  crown  him, 
Son  of  God,  they  own,  they  own  him. 

With  his  name  the  palace  rings. 

4  Blessing,  honor,  without  measure. 
Heavenly  riches,  earthly  treasure. 

Lay  we  at  his  blessed  feet : 
Poor  the  praise  that  now  we  render. 
Loud  shall  be  our  voices  yonder, 

When  before  his  throne  we  meet. 

Huratius  Booar. 


iBvcning  Morebip. 
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Three  in  One,  and  One  in  Three, 
Ruler  of  the  earth  and  sea, 
Hear  us,  while  we  lift  to  thee 
Holy  chant  and  psalm. 

2  Light  of  lights ;  with  morning,  shine ; 
Lift  on  us  thy  light  divine ; 

And  let  charity  benign 

Breathe  on  us  her  balm. 

3  Light  of  lights ;  when  falls  the  even, 
Let  it  close  on  sin  forgiven ; 

Fold  us  in  the  peace  of  heaven, 
Shed  a  vesper  calm. 

4  Three  in  One,  and  One  in  Three, 
Darkling  here  we  worship  thee ; 
With  the  saints  hereafter  we 


Hope  to  bear  the  palm. 


Gilbert  Rorison. 


1 S 1       3nvM,  ^9bt  mrrrfi. 

Lord  of  mercy  and  of  might, 
Of  mankind  the  life  and  light. 
Maker,  Teacher,  Lifinite ; 
Jesus,  hear  and  save ! 

2  Strong  Creator,  Saviour  mild, 
Himibled  to  a  mortal  child. 
Captive,  beaten,  bound,  reviled; 

Jesus,  hear  and  save ! 

3  Throned  above  celestial  things. 
Borne  aloft  on  angels^  wings. 
Lord  of  lords,  and  King  of  kings, 

Jesus,  hear  and  save ! 

4  Soon  to  come  to  earth  again. 
Judge  of  angels  and  of  men, 
Hear  us  now,  and  hear  us  then, 

Jesus,  hear  and  save ! 

Reginald  Heber. 


J.  B.  DVKBS. 


Jesiu,  Shepherd  of  the  cheep,  Who  thy  flather*!  flock  doet  keep,8alli  wi  wake  and  aaft  we  deep,    Onard-ed  itill  by    thee. 
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Jesus,  Shepherd  of  the  sheep. 
Who  thy  Father's  flock  dost  keep. 
Safe  we  wake  and  safe  we  sleep. 
Guarded  still  by  thee. 

2  In  thy  premise  firm  we  stand. 
None  can  pluck  us  from  thy  hand, 
Bpeak — we  hear — at  thy  command. 

We  will  follow  thee. 

3  By  thy  blood  our  souls  were  bought. 
By  thy  life  salvation  wrought. 


By  thy  light  our  feet  are  taught, 
Lord,  to  follow  thee. 

4  Father,  draw  us  to  thy  Son ; 
We  with  joy  will  follow  on, 
Till  the  work  of  grace  is  done. 

And  from  sin  set  free — 

5  We  in  robes  of  glory  dressed. 
Join  the  assembly  of  the  blest. 
Gathered  to  eternal  rest. 

In  the  fold  with  thee. 

Henry  Cook. 
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H.  HiLBS. 


The    shad-ows   of     the    eve-ning  hours  Fall  from  the  dark'ning  sky,      Up  •  on    the  fragrance 
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of      the  flowers  The  dews    of     eve-ning     lie; 
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fore  thy  throne,  O      Lord   ofheav*nf 
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We  kneel  at  close  of   day:        Look  on  thy  children  from  on  high,  And  hear  us  while  we  pray. 
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The  shadows  of  the  evening  hours 

Fall  from  the  darkening  sky, 
Upon  the  fragrance  of  the  flowers 

The  dews  of  evening  lie ; 
Before  thy  throne,  0  Lord  of  heaven ! 

We  kneel  at  close  of  day ; 
Look  on  thy  children  from  on  high, 

And  hear  us  while  we  pray. 

2  The  sorrows  of  thy  servants,  Lord, 
Oh,  do  not  thou  despise. 

But  let  the  incense  of  our  prayers 

Before  thy  mercy  rise ; 
The  brightness  of  the  coming  night 

Upon  the  darkness  rolls  \ 
With  hopes  of  future  glory  chase 

The  shadows  of  our  souls. 

3  Slowly  the  rays  of  daylight  fade ; 
So  fade  within  our  heart 

The  hopes  in  earthly  love  and  joy, 

That  one  by  one  depart ; 
Slowly  the  bright  stars,  one  by  one. 

Within  the  heavens  shine : — 
Give  us,  0  Lord,  fresh  hopes  in  heaven. 

And  trust  in  things  divine. 


4  Let  peace,  0  Lord !  thy  peace,  0  God ! 

Upon  our  souls  descend. 
From  midnight  fears,  and  perils,  thou 

Our  trembling  hearts  defend: 
Give  us  a  respite  from  our  toil, 

Calm  and  subdue  our  woes ; 
Through  the  long  day  we  suffer.  Lord, 

Oh,  give  us  now  repose ! 

Adelaide  A.  Procter. 
124  ^«lml34. 

Shine  on  our  souls,  eternal  God, 

With  rays  of  beauty  shine ! 
Oh,  let  thy  favor  crown  our  days. 

And  all  their  round  be  thine! 
Did  we  not  raise  our  hands  to  thee. 

Our  hands  might  toU  in  vain; 
Small  joy  success  itself  could  give, 

K  thou  thy  love  restrain. 

2  With  thee  let  every  week  begin. 

With  thee  each  day  be  spent; 
For  thee  each  fleeting  hqur  improved, 

Since  each  by  thee  is  lent. 
Thus  cheer  us  through  tins  desert  road. 

Till  all  our  labors  cease ; 
And  heaven  refresh  our  weary  souls 

With  everlasting  peace. 

PhUip  Doddridge. 
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1  So     ^trrngtti,  /ortrrfs,  Brfusr. 

Dear  Refuge  of  my  weary  soul. 
On  thee,  when  sorrows  rise, 

On  thee,  when  waves  of  trouble  roll, 
My  fainting  hope  relies. 

2  To  thee  I  tell  each  rising  grief. 
For  thou  alone  canst  heal; 

Thy  word  can  bring  a  sweet  relief 
For  every  pain  I  feel. 

3  But  oh,  when  gloomy  doubts  prevail, 
I  fear  to  call  thee  mine ; 

The  springs  of  comfort  seem  to  fail. 
And  all  my  hopes  decline. 

4  Yet,  gracious  God,  where  shall  I  fleef 
Thou  art  my  only  trust ; 

And  still  my  soul  would  cleave  to  thee. 
Though  prostrate  in  the  dust. 

5  Thy  mercy-seat  is  open  still, 
Here  let  my  soul  retreat. 

With  humble  hope  attend  thy  will, 
And  wait  beneath  thy  feet. 

Anne  Steele. 
1 2  D       Sbrning  Jking  to  Cfirfst. 

To  THEE,  0  Christ,  we  ever  pray, 
And  blend  our  prayer  with  tears  j 

Thou  pure  and  holy  One,  alway 
Protect  our  night  of  years! 

2  Our  hearts  shall  be  at  rest  in  thee. 
In  sleep  they  dream  thy  praise; 

And  to  thy  glory  faithfully 
They  hail  the  coming  days. 

3  Give  us  a  life  that  cannot  fail! 
Refresh  our  spirits  then ; 

Let  blackest  night  before  thee  pale ; 
And  bring  thy  light  to  men. 

4  Our  vows  in  song  we  pay  thee  still. 
And,  at  this  evening  hour. 

May  all  that  we  have  purposed  ill 
Be  right  through  perfect  power. 

S.  W.  Duflteld,  tr. 


137  "  IHumblc  C^ugfits.'' 

Our  Father,  hear  our  longing  prayer. 
And  help  this  prayer  to  flow. 

That  humble  thoughts,  which  are  thy 
May  live  in  us  and  grow.  [care, 

2  For  lowly  hearts  shall  understand 
The  peace,  the  calm  delight 

Of  dwelling  in  thy  heavenly  land, 
A  pleasure  in  thy  sight. 

3  Give  us  humility,  that  so 
Thy  reign  may  come  within. 

And  when  thy  children  homeward  go. 
We  too  may  enter  in. 

4  Hear  us,  our  Saviour!  ours  thou  art, 
Though  we  are  not  like  thee  \ 

Give  us  thy  Spirit  in  our  heart. 
Large,  lowly,  trusting,  free. 

Georjpe  MacDonaM. 

l3S  loofciitfl  atiao. 

Hail,  tranquil  hour  of  closing  day  P 

Begone,  disturbing  care ; 
And  look,  my  soul,  from  earth,  away 

To  him  who  heareth  prayer. 

2  How  sweet  the  tear  of  penitence 
Before  his  throne  of  grace ! 

While  to  the  contrite  spirit's  sense 
He  shows  his  smiling  face. 

3  How  sweet,  through  long-remembered 
His  mercies  to  recall,  [years. 

And  pressed  with  wants  and  grief  and 
To  trust  his  love  for  all !  [fears, 

4  How  sweet  to  look  in  thoughtful  hope 
Beyond  this  fading  sky. 

And  hear  him  call  his  children  up 
To  his  fair  home  on  high ! 

5  Calmly  the  day  forsakes  our  heaven 
To  dawn  beyond  the  west ; 

So  let  my  soul  in  life's  last  even 
Retire  to  glorious  rest. 
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W.  H.  MowK. 


A  -  bide  with  me :  fast  falls  the  e  •  vea  -  tide ;   The  darkness  deepens ;  Lord,  with  me  a  -  bide  I 


[gTTTTTrrrm^ 


help  -  ers    fail,  and  comforts  flee,    Help   of  the  helpless,  bh,  a  -  bide  with  me  I 


129  Sbming  of  ttje  9aa.  4  Hold  thou  thy  cross  before  my  closing  eyes ; 

Abide  with  me :  fast  falls  the  eventide ;       ^^^  ^''''^  *^®  ^^'^'°'  "^^  P^"^*  ^^  ^"^ 
The  darkness  deepens :  Lord,  with  me  a-  _        ^^  skies ; 

u:^^  f  Heaven's  mommg  breaks,  and  earth^s  vam 

When  other  helpers  fail,  and  comforts  flee,  ^    ...  shadows  flee :  

Help  of  the  helpless,  oh,  abide  with  me !       ^  ^«'  "» ^^*'^'  ^  ^^^'  »^i^e  with  me ! 

2  Not  a  brief  glance  I  beg,  a  passing  word,  J  g  J  ..  ^  ^orTi  of  mtuingr 

But  a^  thou  dweU'st  with  thy  disciples^Lord,  ^  lord,  whoby  thy  presence  ha^  made  light 
Famihar,  condescending  patient,  free,  ^^^  ^^^  ^^^  ^^^^^  ^^  ^^  toilsome  d^y, 

Come,  not  to  sojourn,  but  abide  with  me.     ^  ^^^^  ^  ^j^^  .^  ^y^^  ^^^^  ^^j^^^ 

3  I  need  thy  presence  every  passing  hour :       ^  ^^^  ^  when  the  daylight  fades  away. 
What  but  thy  grace  can  foU  the  tempter's  ^  qj,   gp^^  a  word  of  blessing,  gracious 

P^^^^^  Lord! 

Who  like  thyself  my  guide  and  stay  can  be  Y 


Thro'  cloud  and  sunshine,  oh,  abide  with  me  I 

Henry  F.  Lyte. 

130  SbeniitflofEifr. 

Swift  to  its  close  ebbs  out  life's  little  day  ^ 
Earth's  joys  gp'ow  dim,  its  glories  pass  away : 
Change  and  decay  in  all  around  I  see ; 
O  thou,  who  changest  not,  abide  with  me ! 


Thy  blessing   is  endued  with   soothing 

power ; 
On  human  hearts  worn  out  with  toil,  thy 

word 
Falls  soft  and   gentle   as   the   evening 

shower. 

3  Come  then,  0  Lord,  and  deign  to  be  our 
guest. 


2  Come  not  in  terrors,  as  the  King  of  kings;  J^^^  *^«  ^y'«  confusion,  toil,  and  din ; 


come  to  bringuspeace,andjoy,  and  rest. 
To  give  salvation,  and  to  pardon  sin ! 


But  kind  and  good,  with  healing  in  thy 

wings. 

Tears  for  all  woes,  a  heart  for  every  plea ;    4  Bind  up  the  wounds,  assuage  the  aching 
Come,  Friend  of  sinners,  and  abide  with  me !  smart 

3  I  fear  no  foe,  with  thee  at  hand  to  bless,      ^«'*  ^^'^^  ^"^"^  ^^"^  *^«  ^y  J"«* 
nis  have  no  weight,  and  tears  no  bitterness:    *    ji?     '         -n  xi.    ,   1     •      ^ 
Where  is  Death's  sting  f  where.  Grave,  thy  ^^^  ^^*  ^  ^^  *^  .^f  ^^^  «  i^T^^  ^^^^ 

victory  t  Forget  our  gnefs,  and  find  sweet  rest  at 

I  triumph  still,  if  thou  abide  with  me.  *  Rich««i  Mnaie.  tr. 


i 


lEvcning  Wotebip. 


MAOISTBB.    71, 6«.    D. 


J.  B.  Dykbs. 
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^^^^^^ 


TIm  htfonofdayiTe       o  -  TariTliefmiiageallsiu hone; Onetmort to thM»0 father,    With  tlumkftilhMurtiweeQme; 


Ibr  all  thy  eoantlen  bloM-ingi  WepraiMthyhdy  joodb,  Andownthy  loroim 


dumriBj 


gf  Thro*  daya  and  yoan  the  Mune. 


132         CfoatW^raarr. 

The  hours  of  day  are  over, 

The  eyening  calls  us  home ; 
Once  more  to  thee,  0  Father, 

With  thankful  hearts  we  come ; 
For  all  thy  countless  blessings 

We  praise  thy  holy  name, 
And  own  thy  love  unchanging, 

Through  ^ys  and  years  the  same. 

2  For  this,  0  Lord,  we  bless  thee. 
For  this,  we  thank  thee  most. 

The  cleansing  of  the  sinful, 
The  saving  of  the  lost ; 

oim)&  7i,  eL 


The  Teacher  ever  present, 

The  Friend  for  ever  nigh. 
The  home  prepared  by  Jesus 

For  us  above  the  sky. 

3  Lord,  gather  all  thy  children 

To  meet  thee  there  at  last. 
When  earthly  tasks  are  ended. 

And  earthly  days  are  past ; 
With  all  our  dear  ones  round  us 

In  that  eternal  home. 
Where  death  no  more  shall  part  us. 

And  night  shall  never  come ! 

John  Ellerton. 


M.  M.  Wei.ls. 


nxE. 


D.C. 


Lordof  Bier<«y  and     ofni|ht,0«da]idflatherof    na    all,     Lord  ofday,  and  Lord  of  night,  Llitaii  to  oar  aolamn  call: 
.c  —liften,  whilst  to  thoo    we  nuee  Songs  of  pray'r  and  songs  of  praise. 


X  3  3    "  ®^'  ^  ^B  p^^^*** 

Lord  of  mercy  and  of  might, 
God  and  Father  of  us  all. 

Lord  of  day,  and  Lord  of  night. 
Listen  to  our  solemn  call: 

Listen,  whilst  to  thee  we  raise 

Songs  of  prayer  and  songs  of  praise. 

2  Shed  within  our  hearts,  oh,  shed 
Thine  own  Spirit's  living  flame — 
Love  for  all  whom  thou  hast  made. 


Love  for  all  who  love  thy  name : 
Young  and  old  together  bless. 
Clothe  our  souls  with  righteousness. 

3  Father,  give  to  us  thy  peace: 
May  our  life  on  earth  be  blest ; 

When  our  trials  here  shall  cease. 
May  we  enter  into  rest, — 

Rest  within  our  home  above, 

Thee  to  praise,  and  thee  to  love. 

Reg^inald  Heber. 
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prai^er  and  f  ttpocatiotu 


LIHWOOD.    L.  M. 


Ait.  fr.  Rossinl 


m^^^Hfm^^ 


Je  -  8U8,  where'er    thy     peo    -    pie    meet,  There  they   be  •  hold       thy    mer    -    cy  -  seat; 


^,5^,,; 


I 


2l 


I 


2: 


i 


;|j    J    JiftOljgjIp 


Where'er   they  seek  thee     thou      art    found,    And    ev  >  ery    place       is       hal  -  lowed  ground. 


1 34  ^'  inrTra*srat 

Jesus,  where'er  thy  people  meet, 
There  they  behold  thy  mercy-seat ; 
Where'er  they  seek  thee  thou  art  found, 
And  every  place  is  hallowed  ground. 

2  For  thou,  within  no  walls  confined, 
Inhabitest  the  humble  mind ; 

Such  ever  bring  thee  where  they  come. 
And  going,  take  thee  to  their  home. 

3  Great  Shepherd  of  thy  chosen  few, 
Thy  former  mercies  here  renew ; 


BITRSAT.    L.  M. 


Here  to  our  waiting  hearts  proclaim 
The  sweetness  of  thy  saving  name. 

4  Here  may  we  prove  the  i)ower  of  prayer, 
To  strengthen  faith  and  sweeten  care. 

To  teach  our  faint  desires  to  rise. 
And  bring  all  heaven  before  our  eyes. 

5  Lord,  we  are  few,  but  thou  art  near 
Nor  short  thine  arm,  nor  deaf  thine  ear : 
Oh,  rend  the  heavens,  come  quickly  down, 
And  make  a  thousand  hearts  thine  own. 

WilUam  Cowper. 
Thos.  Hastings. 


^m^miM^ 


Pif  lppf!f if f  f^  if  ifpfifl^^ 


1 3&  ^t)t  mrrra^Ktat. 

From  every  stormy  wind  that  blows. 
From  every  swelling  tide  of  woes, 
There  is  a  calm,  a  sure  retreat ; 
'T  is  found  beneath  the  mercy-seat. 

2  There  is  a  place  where  JesUs  sheds 
The  oil  of  gladness  on  our  heads, — 
A  place  than  all  besides  more  sweet ; 
It  is  the  blood-bought  niercy-seat. 


3  There  is  a  scene  where  spirits  blend, 
Where  friend  holds  fellowship  with  friend ; 
Though  sundered  far,  by  faith  they  meet. 
Around  one  common  mercy-seat. 

4  There,  there,  on  eagle  wings  we  soar. 
And  sense  and  sin  molest  no  more. 

And  heaven  comes  down  our  souls  to  greet. 
And  glory  crowns  the  mercy-seat ! 

HaghStowelL 


prai^er  and  f  ni^ocatiotu 


WAERAEA     L.  K. 


17.  C.  BURNAP. 
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And    dost  thou  tay,**  Ask  what  thou    wilt?"  Lord,  I    would  seUe  the    gold-  en    hour: 

221 


I       pray     to     be      re  -  leased  from  guilt,    And  freed  from    sin    and      Sa    -    tan's  power. 


136  <*n^tttKiiifBitt.** 

And  dost  thou  say,  ^^  Ask  what  thou  wilt  t " 
Lord,  I  would  seize  the  golden  hour : 

1  pray  to  be  released  from  guilt, 

And  freed  from  sin  and  Satan's  power. 

2  More  of  thy  presence,  Lord,  impart ; 
More  of  thine  image  let  me  bear : 

Erect  thy  throne  within  my  heart, 
And  reign  without  a  rival  there. 

STUWAUi.    Ik  M. 

aOLO.— flOPRAMa 


3  Give  me  to  read  my  pardon  sealed, 
And  from  thy  joy  to  draw  my  strength : 

Oh  I  be  thy  boundless  love  revealed 
Li  all  its  height  and  breadth  and  length. 

4  Grant  these  requests — I  ask  no  more. 
But  to  thy  care  the  rest  resign : 

Sick,  or  in  health,  or  rich,  or  poor. 
All  shall  be  well,  if  thou  art  mine. 

John  Newton. 
Solon  Wilder. 


ui:jffi&rrir?rrir  i  r  itf?  r  itf r  r  itf^a 


There  is         a     calm,   a      sure      re  •  treat:    'Tis     found  be  •  neath   the    mer  -   cy  •  seat. 
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praeet  anO  f  nvocatiom 


WOODSTOCK.    C.  K. 


D.  DUTTON. 


«S^ 


r 

I  lovt  to  itMl  awhile  »>waj  from  ereryemnbariiigMrt,  And  ipendtht  boon  ofaettiiig  day  In  kuiblt^fnttoftd  prayer. 


137  Brtirrmrnt. 

1  LOVE  to  steal  awhile  away 
From  every  cmnbering  care, 

And  spend  the  hours  of  setting  day 
In  humble,  grateful  prayer. 

2  I  love  in  solitude  to  shed 
The  penitential  tear. 

And  all  his  promises  to  plead, 
Where  none  but  God  can  hear. 

3  I  love  to  think  on  mercies  past, 
And  future  good  implore, 

80UTHF0RT.    C.  M. 


And  all  my  cares  and  sorrows  cast 
On  him  whom  I  adore. 

4  I  love  by  faith  to  take  a  view 
Of  brightest  scenes  in  heaven; 

The  prospect  doth  my  strength  renew, 
While  here  by  tempests  driven. 

5  Thus,  when  life's  toilsome  day  is  o'er, 
May  its  departing  ray 

Be  calm  at  this  impressive  hour. 
And  lead  to  endless  day. 

Mrs.  Phoebe  H.  Brown. 

Geo.  Kingslky. 


f^mMM 


'm^  ^  iljj^ 


•re  is  an  eye  that  nevar  deepa  Beneath  the  wing  of  night;  There  is  an  ear  that  never  shnts  When  sink  the  beans  of  light 


§a3^ 


9-9^ 


O- 


iFlffPirfifflp^ 


1 3o  ^rafitT  fjas  pofnrr. 

There  is  an  eye  that  never  sleeps 
Beneath  the  wing  of  night; 

There  is  an  ear  that  never  shuts 
When  sink  the  beams  of  light. 

2  There  is  an  arm  that  never  tires, 
When  human  strength  gives  way ; 

There  is  a  love  that  never  fails. 
When  earthly  loves  decay. 

3  That  eye  is  fixed  on  seraph  throngs; 
That  arm  upholds  the  sky; 

That  ear  is  filled  with  angel  songs; 
That  love  is  throned  on  high. 


5  That  power  is  prayer,  which  soars  on  high , 

Through  Jesus,  to  the  throne ; 
And  moves  the  hand  which  moves  the  world. 

To  bring  salvation  down! 

James  C.  Wallace. 

139  "WnooTttrtt." 

Wherever  two  or  three  may  meet, 

To  worship  in  thy  name, 
Bending  beneath  thy  mercy-seat. 

This  promise  they  may  claim : — 

2  Jesus  in  love  will  condescend 

To  bless  the  hallowed  place: 
The  Saviour  will  himself  attend, 

And  show  his  smiling  face. 


4  But  there's  a  power  which  man  can  wield  3  How  bright  the  assurance !  gracious  Lord, 

When  mortal  aid  is  vain.  Fountain  of  peace  and  love, 

That  eye,  that  arm,  that  love  to  reach.  Fulfill  to  us  thy  precious  word, 

That  listening  ear  to  gain.  Thy  loving-kindness  prove. 

Thomas  Hastlnf^ 


•v. 
N 


'J 


L 


ptaeet  anO  f  ni^ocatioit 


HOLT 


Deir  flathfir,  to  thy    auT'ey^Mat  My   loalfbr  ihelter  fllM:TishareIflBdafaibntr6fttWh«aiton&uidt0mpMtsriM. 


1 40  ^t)^  mrrrfi«0nit. 

Dear  Father,  to  thy  mercy-seat 

My  soul  for  shelter  flies : 
T  is  here  I  find  a  safe  retreat 

When  storms  and  tempests  rise. 

2  My  cheerful  hope  can  never  die, 

If  thou,  my  God,  art  near ; 
Thy  grace  can  raise  my  comforts  high, 

And  banish  every  fear. 


3  My  greski  Protector  and  my  Lord, 
Thy  constant  aid  impart ; 

Oh,  let  thy  kind,  thy  gracious  word 
Sustain  my  trembling  heart ! 

4  Oh,  never  let  my  soul  remove 
From  this  divine  retreat ! 

Still  let  me  trust  thy  power  and  love, 
And  dwell  beneath  thy  feet. 

Anne  Steele. 


BBOwvnro.  c.  m. 


U.  C.  BURNAP. 


Ap  -  proAch,  my     soul!    the      mer  -   cy 


^ 


r 


seat.      Where  Je     •    sua       an  •  awers  prayer ; 

T^ 


-'  f  iF  if 


m 


\^\  " CBrarg,  4raba*IaTien." 

Approach,  my  soul !  the  mercy-seat, 
Where  Jesus  answers  prayer ; 

There  humbly  fall  before  his  feet, 
For  none  can  perish  there. 

2  Thy  promise  is  my  only  plea. 
With  this  I  venture  nigh : 

Thou  callest  burdened  souls  to  thee. 
And  such,  0  Lord !  am  I. 

3  Bowed  down  beneath  a  load  of  sm. 
By  Satan  sorely  pressed ; 


By  war  without,  and  fears  within, 
I  come  to  thee  for  rest. 

4  Be  thou  my  shield  and  hiding-place. 
That,  sheltered  near  thy  side, 

I  may  my  fierce  accuser  face, 
And  tell  him — thou  hast  died. 

5  Oh,  wondrous  Love — to  bleed  and  die. 
To  bear  the  cross  and  shame, 

That  guilty  sinners,  such  as  I, 
Might  plead  thy  gracious  name ! 

John  Newton. 


6o 


praeet  anO  Invocation. 


RHTRTiAWD.    8.  M. 


S.  Stanlbv. 


Oar  haav'nlyflatliwealliyAiid Christ  iiiTitat  ni  smut;  With  both,<mrfriendflliipih«U  be  sweet,  And  our  oom-mniiioii  dear. 

1 


/irfrrifrrfiffDfti 


142  "eoTipittrf." 

OuB  heavenly  Father  calls. 

And  Christ  invites  us  near; 
With  bothy  our  friendship  shall  be  sweet. 

And  our  communion  dear. 

2  God  pities  all  our  griefs : 
He  pardons  every  day ; 

Almighty  to  protect  our  souls, 
And  wise  to  guide  our  way. 

3  How  large  his  bounties  are ! 
What  various  stores  of  good, 

Diffused  from  our  Redeemer's  hand, 
And  purchased  with  his  blood! 

4  Jesus,  our  living  Head, 
We  bless  thy  faithful  care ; 

Our  Advocate  before  the  throne, 
And  our  Forerunner  there. 

5  Here  fix,  my  roving  heart! 
Here  wait,  my  warmest  love ! 

Till  the  communion  be  complete. 
In  nobler  scenes  above. 

FhiUp  Doddrldffe. 
LAHOTON.    B.  M. 


143      "^f  tfnrone  of  jpntt." 

Behold  the  throne  of  grace! 

The  promise  calls  me  near ; 
There  Jesus  shows  a  smiling  face. 

And  waits  to  answer  prayer. 

2  That  rich  atoning  blood, 
Which  sprinkled  round  I  see. 

Provides  for  those  who  come  to  God 
An  all-prevailing  plea. 

3  My  soul!  ask  what  thou  wilt ; 
Thou  canst  not  be  too  bold: 

Since  his  own  blood  for  thee  he  spilt^ 
What  else  can  he  withhold? 

4  Thine  image.  Lord,  bestow. 
Thy  presence  and  thy  love ; 

I  ask  to  serve  thee  here  below, 
And  reign  with  thee  above. 

5  Teach  me  to  live  by  faith; 
Conform  my  will  to  thine  i 

Let  me  victorious  be  in  death. 
And  then  in  glory  shine. 

Arr.  by  STRSsmsLD. 


Jesosy  who  knows  ftiU  well  The  heart  of  er-erj 


saint,       ZnTiteens    all  our  grief  to  tell,  To  pray  and  never  fldnt 


^upppiffiFifpp 


144  impottunitfi. 

Jesus,  who  knows  full  well 
The  heart  of  every  saint. 

Invites  us  all  our  grief  to  tell. 
To  pray  and  never  faint. 

2  He  bows  his  gracious  ear, — 
We  never  plead  in  vain; 

Then  let  us  wait  till  he  appear. 
And  pray,  and  pray  again. 


3  Jesus,  the  Lord,  will  hear 
His  chosen  when  they  cry  j 

Yes,  though  he  may  a  while  forbear. 
He'll  help  them  from  on  high. 

4  Then  let  us  earnest  cry. 
And  never  faint  in  prayer; 

He  sees,  he  hears,  and,  from  on  high^ 
Will  make  our  cause  his  care. 


i 


praset  nvX>  Invocation. 
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Aiunr.  B.  M. 


J.  Baknbv. 


8w8«t  is  thj  msrcft  Lord;  Be-  ton  thy  mer-ey  -  Mat      My  wral,  a>  dorlBg,plMdi  thy  word,  And  owni  thy  mercy  swooi 


KviFlFfFflFfflffl'fff^^ 


1  ^O       ^'  EorTi's  ^rrrs. 

Sweet  is  thy  mercy,  Lord ; 

Before  thy  mercy  seat 
My  sonl,  adoring,  pleads  thy  word, 

And  owns  thy  mercy  sweet. 

2  My  need,  and  thy  desires, 
Are  all  in  Christ  complete ; 

Thou  hast  the  justice  truth  requires, 
And  I  thy  mercy  sweet. 

3  Where'er  thy  name  is  blest. 
Where'er  thy  people  meet. 

There  I  delight  in  thee  to  rest, 
And  find  thy  mercy  sweet. 

4  Light  thou  my  weary  way, 
Lead  thou  my  wandering  feet, 

That  while  I  stay  on  earth  I  may 
Still  find  thy  mercy  sweet. 

5  Thus  shall  the  heavenly  host 
Hear  all  my  songs  repeat, 

To  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 
My  joy,  thy  mercy  sweet. 

J.  S.  B.  MooMlL 
SHOAO0.    8.  M. 


146        ^'  lATt's  ^rafirr. 

Our  heavenly  Father !  hear 
The  prayer  we  offer  now ; — 

"  Thy  name  be  hallowed  far  and  near! 
To  thee  all  nations  bow ! 

2  "  Thy  kingdom  come ! — ^thy  %ill 
On  earth  be  done  in  love, 

As  saints  and  seraphim  fulfill 
Thy  perfect  law  above ! 

3  "  Our  daily  bread  supply. 
While,  by  thy  word,  we  live ; 

The  guilt  of  our  iniquity 
Forgive,  as  we  forgrive. 

4  "From  dark  temptation's  power, — 
From  Satan's  wiles  defend ; 

Deliver  in  the  evil  hour, 
And  guide  us  to  the  end. 

5  "  Thine,  then,  for  ever  be 
Glory  and  power  divine ! 

The  sceptre,  throne,  and  majesty 
Of  heaven  and  earth  are  thine." 

James  MoatHfomery. 


C.  Warwick  Jordan. 


^^ 


f 


-J: 


I  mat  a  hitrt  to  pray,— To  pray  and  nor-or  ccaie ;  HeT>  or    to  mnr-iiiiir  at  thy  stay,  Or    with    my  aof -Ihr-iiigs  low. 


r 


ipFfpfipiffppfiFjFifigB 


1 4  f     ^  prrfrrt  JSubmiMfon. 

1  WANT  a  heart  to  pray, — 
To  pray,  and  never  cease ; 

Never  to  murmur  at  thy  stay, 
Or  wish  my  sufferings  less. 

2  This  blessing,  above  all, — 
Always  to  pray, — I  want ; 

Out  of  the  deep  on  thee  to  call. 
And  never,  never  faint. 


3  I  rest  upon  thy  word, — 
The  promise  is  for  me ; 

My  succor  and  salvation,  Lord, 
Shall  surely  come  from  thee. 

4  But  let  me  still  abide, 
Nor  from  my  hope  remove. 

Till  thou  my  patient  spirit  guide 
Into  thy  perfect  love. 

Charles  Wesley. 
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ptw^t  aitD  f  nvocatiotu 


HOBTOV.    71. 


Arr.  fr.  Waktbmsbs. 


ppmriftf^i^ 


Lord!  I  aumot  Itt  tliM  go,   TiU  a  blMiiiig  thoab»<4tow;  DoBottnraa-way  thj  ikee|]IiiM'iiBQrgtBt,pr«M^ 


148  Bm.  32:26. 

Lord  !  I  cannot  let  thee  go, 
Till  a  blessing  thou  bestow ; 
Do  not  turn  away  thy  face, 
Mine's  an  urgent,  pressing  case. 

2  Once  a  sinner,  in  despair, 
Sought  thy  mercy-seat  by  prayer; 
Mercy  heard  and  set  him  free — 
Lord!  that  mercy  came  to  me. 

3  Many  days  have  passed  since  then. 
Many  changes  I  have  seen; 

SPRDrOFIILD.    71. 


Yet  have  been  upheld  till  now; 
Who  could  hold  me  up  but  thout 

4  Thou  hast  helped  in  every  need- 
This  emboldens  me  to  plead; 
After  so  much  mercy  past, 

Canst  thou  let  me  sink  at  lastf 

5  No — I  must  maintain  my  hold; 
'T  is  thy  goodness  makes  me  bold; 
I  can  no  denial  take, 

Since  I  plead  for  Jesus'  sake. 


John  Newton. 


E.  MiNSHALL. 


Tlit7whoM6kthatfaTCneofrra06fi]idt]uitthroMinfTti7pUoe;If  we  livt  a  liHi  of  pnjtr,  Qod  it  pcMO&t  tmy-whore. 


kM|||fifrrVHfiffM^^ftifffirfF'FiffH' 


149  Soil  rbrrsfotirrr. 

They  who  seek  the  throne  of  grace 
Find  that  throne  in  every  place; 
If  we  live  a  life  of  prayer, 
God  is  present  everywhere. 

2  In  our  sickness  and  our  health. 
In  our  want,  or  in  our  wealth. 

If  we  look  to  God  in  prayer, 
God  is  present  everywhere. 

3  When  our  earthly  comforts  fail. 
When  the  foes  of  life  prevail, 

'T  is  the  time  for  earnest  prayer; 
God  is  present  everywhere. 

4  Then,  my  soid,  in  every  strait, 
To  thy  Fattier  come,  and  wait; 
He  will  answer  every  prayer : 
God  is  present  everywhere. 

Oliver  Holden,  alt. 


1  oO  Auirt  tontmunfon. 

Stealing  from  the  world  away, 
We  are  come  to  seek  thy  face ; 

Kindly  meet  us,  Lord,  we  pray. 
Grant  us  thy  reviving  grace. 

2  Yonder  stars  that  gild  the  sky 
Shine  but  with  a  borrowed  light; 

We,  unless  thy  light  be  nigh. 
Wander,  wrapt  in  gloomy  night. 

3  Sun  of  Righteousness!  dispel 

AU  our  darkness,  doubts,  and  fears ; 
May  thy  light  within  us  dwell, 
Till  eternal  day  appears. 

4  Warm  our  hearts  in  prayer  and  praise. 
Lift  our  every  thought  above; 

Hear  the  grateful  songs  we  raise, 
Fill  us  with  thy  perfect  love. 

Rftj  Palmer. 
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praser  aitD  f  nvocatiotu 


Ait.  fir.  Chsrubini. 
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Come,  my      soul,     thy       suit    pre  -   pare 


sus      loves  to      an  •  swer    prayer ; 


him  •  self    has       bid      thee    pray, 


There -fore     will     not     say    thee    nay. 

£:    4L    A' 


1 0 1         ^  9nanr  hi  nerti. 

CoMEy  my  soul,  thy  suit  prepare, 
Jesus  loves  to  answer  prayer; 
He  himself  has  bid  thee  pray. 
Therefore  will  not  say  thee  nay. 

2  With  my  burden  I  begin : — 
Lord!  remove  this  load  of  sin; 
Let  thy  blood  for  sinners  spilt. 
Set  my  conscience  free  from  guilt. 

3  Lord!  I  come  to  thee  for  rest; 
Take  possession  of  my  breast; 


There,  thy  blood-bought  right  maintain, 
And,  without  a  rival,  reign. 

4  While  I  am  a  pilgrim  here, 
Let  thy  love  my  spirit  cheer; 

As  my  Guide,  my  Guard,  my  Friend, 
Lead  me  to  my  joumey^s  end. 

5  Show  me  what  I  have  to  do, 
Every  hour  my  strength  renew; 
Let  me  live  a  life  of  faith, 

Let  me  die  thy  people's  death. 

John  Newton. 


Arr.  by  W.  H.  Monk. 


Sweet  the  time,  exceeding  sweet! 
When  the  saints  together  meet. 
When  the  Saviour  is  the  theme. 
When  they  joy  to  sing  of  him. 

2  Sing  we  then  eternal  love ; 
Such  as  did  the  Father  move: 
He  beheld  the  world  undone, 
Loved  the  world,  and  gave  his  Son. 

3  Sing  the  Son's  amazing  love; 
How  he  left  the  realms  above. 


Took  our  nature  and  our  place, 
Lived  and  died  to  save  our  race. 

4  Sing  we,  too,  the  Spirit's  love; 
With  our  stubborn  hearts  he  strove. 
Filled  our  minds  with  grief  and  fear. 
Brought  the  precious  Saviour  near. 

5  Sweet  the  place,  exceeding  sweet, 
Where  the  saints  in  glory  meet ; 
Where  the  Saviour's  still  the  theme. 
Where  they  see  and  sing  of  him. 

George  Burder. 


prater  anO  Invocation* 


R.  Farbant. 


Prayer  ii  tliobrMitliofGodin  man,  Ba-tnni-iiigwhenMit  eama;  Loreii  the  eacred  Are  within,  And  prayerthe  riaingiaiae. 


tfffiFfflFi''^iSti£iifi^Fpfi[ifMffi[ii 


163  "fftjewCTrtflre." 

Prayer  is  the  breath  of  God  in  man. 

Returning  whence  it  came ; 
Love  is  the  sacred  fire  within, 

And  prayer  the  rising  flame. 

2  It  gives  the  burdened  spirit  ease. 
And  soothes  the  troubled  breast ; 

Yields  comfort  to  the  mourning  soul. 
And  to  the  weary  rest. 

3  When  God  inclines  the  heart  to  pray, 
He  hath  an  ear  to  hear ; 

To  him  there 's  music  in  a  sigh, 
And  beauty  in  a  tear. 

4  The  humble  suppliant  cannot  fail 
To  have  his  wants  supplied, 

Since  he  for  sinners  intercedes, 
Who  once  for  sinners  died. 

Bet^lamln  Beddome. 


BTXFULD.    C.  M. 


1 6  4  Brtirrmmt. 

Far  from  the  world,  0  Lord,  I  flee, 

From  strife  and  tumult  far ; 
From  scenes  where  Satan  wages  still 

His  most  successful  war. 

2  The  calm  retreat,  the  silent  shade. 
With  prayer  and  praise  agree; 

And  seem  by  thy  great  bounty  made 
For  those  who  follow  thee. 

3  There,  if  thy  Spirit  touch  the  soul, 
And  grace  her  mean  abode ; 

Oh !  with  what  peace,  and  joy,  and  love, 
She  then  communes  with  God. 

4  Author  and  Guardian  of  my  life ! 
Sweet  Source  of  light  divine. 

And — all  harmonious  names  in  one — 
My  Saviour ! — thou  art  mine ! 

WUliamCowper. 

Thos.  Hastings. 


Prayer  ia  the  Mol'e  lincere  deaire,  Ua-nttered  or  ezpreeeed;  The  matien  of  a  hidden  Are  That  tramUei  in  the     hreaat 


155  "SrtiolbtieiiTaaf.'* 

Prayer  is  the  soid's  sincere  desire^ 

Unuttered  or  expressed ; 
The  motion  of  a  hidden  fire 

That  trembles  in  the  breast. 

2  Prayer  is  the  burden  of  a  sigh. 
The  falling  of  a  tear. 

The  upward  glancing  of  an  eye. 
When  none  but  God  is  near. 

3  Prayer  is  the  simplest  form  of  speech 
That  infant  lips  can  try; 

Prayer  the  sublimest  strains  that  reach 
The  Majesty  on  high. 


4  Prayer  is  the  Christian's  vital  breath. 
The  Christian's  native  air : 

His  watchword  at  the  gates  of  death — 
He  enters  heaven  with  prayer. 

5  Prayer  is  the  contrite  sinner's  voice, 
Returning  from  his  ways ; 

While  angels  in  their  songs  rejoice, 
And  cry — "  Behold  he  prays!" 

6  0  thou,  by  whom  we  come  to  God — 
The  Life,  the  Truth,  the  Way; 

The  path  of  prayer  thyself  hast  trod ; 
Lord !  teach  us  how  to  pray. 

JaiDCC  MoulgDtnety. 
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Dtaset  an^  Invocation. 
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DmBcntiQv.  p.  M. 


W.  H.  Callcott. 
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Wh«iflMWM-T7»  Mek-iBf  rwt,    To    thy  foodsttt  Am;    WkntliahMTy  -  U  •  d«&  OMt    All  thair  lo«d  ea  thet; 
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WhMflMtrottUadfMddiifptMe,  OnthyaamaihaUeaU;  Whenthediuv,  Mddng  Ul^    At    thy  fbrt  •hall  fkll; 


RxFRADf.    8hw:  douUe  the  time. 


:lj\i,i  flj^m^i 


Emt  than  in     Um, 


tha  cry» 


plaoa       on    high. 
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When  the  weary,  seeking  rest, 

To  thy  goodness  flee; 
When  the  heavy-laden  cast 

All  their  load  on  thee ; 
When  the  troubled,  seeking  peace. 

On  thy  name  shall  call; 
When  the  sinner,  seeking  life, 
At  thy  feet  shall  fall; 
Hear  then  in  love,  O  Lord,  the  cry. 
In  heaven,  thy  dwelling-place  on  high. 

2  When  the  worldling,  sick  at  heart. 

Lifts  his  soul  above; 
When  the  prodigal  looks  back 

To  his  Father's  love; 
When  the  proud  man  from  his  pride 

Stoops  to  seek  thy  face; 
When  the  burdened  brings  his  guilt 
To  thy  throne  of  grace ; 
Hear  then  in  love,  O  Lord,  the  cry. 
In  heaven,  thy  dwelling-place  on  high. 


3  When  the  stranger  asks  a  home, 
All  his  toils  to  end ; 

When  the  hungry  craveth  food, 

And  the  poor  a  friend ; 
When  the  sailor  on  the  wave 

Bows  the  fervent  knee ; 
When  the  soldier  on  the  field 
Lifts  his  heart  to  thee ; 
Hear  then  in  love,  0  Lord,  the  cry. 
In  heaven,  thy  dwelling-place  on  high. 

4  When  the  man  of  toil  and  care. 
In  the  city  crowd. 

When  the  shepherd  on  the  moor,  . 

Names  the  name  of  God ; 
When  the  learned  and  the  high, 

Tired  of  earthly  fame, 
Upon  higher  joys  intent, 
Name  the  blessed  Name ; 
Hear  then  in  love,  0  Lord,  the  cry. 
In  heaven,  thy  dwelling-place  on  high. 

Hormtliis  BEbnar. 
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General  praise. 


OOBDl  VATUB.    P.  M. 
VoicM  in  Uniion. 


Arr.  by  A.  S.  Suluvan. 
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Christ,  to  thee,with  God  the  Father,  And,  O  Ho  -  ly  Ghott,to  thee,  Hymn  and  chant,  and  hi^h  thanks- 
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fiv    -   ing.    And     un-wear  -  led  prais  -  es        be,     Hon  •  or,  glo  •  ry,    and    do  •  min    •    ion. 
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Ev  -    er  •  more  and  ev  -   er    -      more. 
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1 0  7  V^aifr  Hncruinff. 

Christ,  to  thee,  with  God  the  Father, 

And,  0  Holy  Ghost,  to  thee, 
.Hymn,  and  chant,  and  high  thanksgiving. 

And  unwearied  praises  be. 
Honor,  glory,  and  dominion. 

And  eternal  victory, 
Evermore  and  evermore. 

2  0  ye  heights  of  heaven,  adore  him ; 

Angel-hosts,  his  praises  sing: 
All  dominions,  bow  before  him, 


^^ 


^ 


M. 1 _ ^ U 


And  extol  our  God  and  King ; 
Let  no  tongue  on  earth  be  silent, 
Every  voice  in  concert  ring. 
Evermore  and  evermore. 

3  Laud  and  honor  to  the  Father, 
Laud  and  honor  to  the  Son, 

Laud  and  honor  to  the  Spirit, 
Ever  Three  and  ever  One : 

Consubstantial,  co-eternal. 
While  unending  ages  run, 
Evermore  and  evermore ! 

J.  M.  Ncale,  U. 


'•li. 
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General  Dratee. 


67 


OLD  HUVDBID.    L.  M. 


G.  Framc 
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Be*    fore   Je  -    ho  -  vah*t   aw  -  ful  throne.     Ye       na-tions!   bow     with    sa   •  cred     joy: 
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Know  that  the  Lord    is       Ood     a  -  lone :      He      can      ere   -   ate,     and         he       de  -  stroy. 
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158  VnUnlOO. 

Before  Jehovah  ^s  awful  throne, 
Ye  nations!  bow  with  sacred  joy: 

Know  that  the  Lord  is  God  alone; 
He  can  create,  and  he  destroy. 

2  His  sovereign  power,  without  our  aid, 
Made  us  of  clay,  and  formed  us  men; 

And  when,  like  wandering  sheep,  we  strayed. 
He  brought  us  to  his  fold  again. 

3  We  are  his  people,  we  his  care, — 
Our  souls,  and  all  our  mortal  frame: 

What  lasting  honors  shall  we  rear. 
Almighty  Maker!  to  thy  namef 

4  We  11  crowd  thy  gates  with  thankful  songs, 
High  as  the  heavens  our  voices  raise; 

And  earth,  with  her  ten  thousand  tongues. 
Shall  fiU  thy  courts  with  sounding  praise. 

5  Wide  as  the  world  is  thy  command. 
Vast  as  eternity,  thy  love ; 

Firm  as  a  rock  thy  truth  must  stand. 
When  rolling  years  shall  cease  to  move. 

Isaac  Watts. 

159  »«ImlOO. 

All  people  that  on  earth  do  dwell. 
Sing  to  the  Lord  with  cheerful  voice: 

Him  serve  with  mirth,  his  praise  forth  tell, 
Come  ye  before  him  and  rejoice. 

2  Know  that  the  Lord  is  God  indeed; 

Without  our  aid  he  did  us  make: 
We  are  his  flock,  he  did  us  feed. 

And  for  his  sheep  he  doth  us  take. 


^ 


3  Oh,  enter  then  his  gates  with  praise. 
Approach  with  joy  his  courts  unto: 

Praise,  laud,  and  bless  his  name  always. 
For  it  is  seemly  so  to  do. 

4  For  why?  the  Lord  our  God  is  good. 
His  mercy  is  for  ever  sure; 

His  truth  at  all  times  firmly  stood. 
And  shall  from  age  to  age  endure. 

William  Kethe. 

160  »oioton. 

Praise  Gk>d,  from  whom  all  blessings  flow, 
Praise  him,  all  creatures  here  below; 
Praise  him  above,  ye  heavenly  host; 
Praise  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost. 

TlioinasKen. 
lol  9ozolo05. 

To  God  the  Father,  God  the  Son, 
And  God  the  iSpirit,  Three  in  One, 
Be  honor,  praise,  and  glory  given, 
By  all  on  earth,  and  all  in  heaven. 

Isaac  Watts. 

1 62  »«*n  m. 

From  all  that  dwell  below  the  skies. 

Let  the  Creator's  praise  arise: 

Let  the  Redeemer's  name  be  sung. 

Through  every  land,  by  every  tongue. 

2  Eternal  are  thy  mercies,  Lord! 
Eternal  truth  attends  thy  word: 
Thy  praise  shall  sound  from  shore  to  shore. 
Till  sun  shall  rise  and  set  no  more. 

Isaac  Watts. 


I 
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Ocncial  praise. 


LAUDS.    L.  M. 


R.  Rbohbad. 


i"4i[ffri^'[fiFirffr 
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Sing  to  the  Lord  a  joyful  song; 

Lift  up  your  hearts,  your  voices  raise; 
To  us  his  gracious  gifts  belong, 

To  him  our  songs  of  love  and  praise. 

2  For  life  and  love,  for  rest  and  food. 
For  daily  help  and  nightly  care, 

Sing  to  the  Lord,  for  he  is  good, 
And  praise  his  name,  for  it  is  fair : — 

3  For  strength  to  those  who  on  him  wait. 
His  truth  to  prove,  his  will  to  do, 

KOVBILL.    p.  M. 


Praise  ye  our  God,  for  he  is  great, 
Trust  in  his  name,  for  it  is  true: — 

4  For  joys  untold  that  daily  move 
Round  those  who  love  his  sweet  employ. 

Sing  to  our  God,  for  he  is  love. 
Exalt  his  name,  for  it  is  joy : — 

5  For  life  below,  with  all  its  bUss, 

And  for  that  life,  more  pure  and  high, 
That  inner  life,  which  over  this 
Shall  ever  shine,  and  never  die. 

J.  S.  B.  MoDselL 
W.  F.  Shbrwin. 


164  *'»wuta  of  tjounrii."  ^  Yobx  not  to  enter  his  courts  in  the  slen- 

WoESHiP  the  Lord  in  the  beauty  of  holiness ;  demess 

Bow  down  before  him,  his  glory  proclaim;      Of  the  poor  wealth  thou  wouldst  reckon 
With  gold  of  obedience,  and  incense  of  low-  as  thine ; 

liness,  Truth  in  its  beauty,  and  love  in  its  tenderness, 

Kneel,and  adore  him;  the  Lord  is  his  namjB!      These  are  the  offerings  to  lay  on  his  shrine. 

2  Low  at  his  feet  lay  thy  burden  of  care-  4  These,  though  we  bring  them  in  tremb- 
fulness,  ling  and  f earfulness, 

High  on  his  heart  he  will  bear  it  for  thee ;       He  will  accept  for  the  Name  that  is  dear ; 
Comfort  thy  sorrows,  and  answer  thy  prayer-  Mornings  of  joy  give  for  evenings  of  tear- 
fulness, fulness,  [fear. 
Guiding  thy  steps  as  may  best  for  thee  be.      Trust  for  our  trembling,  and  hope  for  our 

J.  S.  B.  MonsolL 
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General  praide* 
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L.  O.  Eiu&soN. 
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165  9Mlm65. 

Praise,  Lord,  for  thee  in  Zion  waits ; 
Prayer  shall  besiege  thy  temple  gates ; 
All  flesh  shall  to  thy  throne  repair, 
And  find,  through  Christ,  salvation  there. 

2  How  blest  thy  saints !  how  safely  led! 
How  surely  kept!  how  richly  fed ! 
Saviour  of  all  in  earth  and  sea, 

How  happy  they  who  rest  in  thee ! 

3  Thy  hand  sets  fast  the  mighty  hills, 
Thy  voice  the  troubled  ocean  stills; 


L.  M. 


Evening  and  morning  hymn  thy  praise, 
And  earth  thy  bounty  wide  displays. 

4  The  year  is  with  thy  goodness  crowned ; 
Thy  clouds  drop  wealth  the  world  around ; 
Through  thee  the  deserts  laugh  and  sing, 
And  nature  smiles  and  owns  her  King. 

5  Lord,  on  our  souls  thy  Spirit  pour ; 
The  moral  waste  within  restore ; 

Oh,  let  thy  love  our  spring-tide  be. 
And  make  us  all  bear  fruit  to  thee. 

Henry  F.  Lyte. 


Geo.  Kingslby. 


166  "CeSrnm.** 

Lord  God  of  Hosts,  by  all  adored ! 
Thy  name  we  praise  with  one  accord ; 
The  eMrth  and  heavens  are  full  of  thee. 
Thy  li^t,  thy  love,  thy  majesty. 

2  Loud  hallelujahs  to  thy  name 
Angels  and  seraphim  proclaim ; 
Et^nal  praise  to  thee  is  given 

By  all  the  powers  and  thrones  in  heaven. 

3  The  apostles  join  the  glorious  throng, 
The  prophets  aid  to  swell  the  song. 


The  noble  and  triumphant  host 

Of  martyrs  make  of  thee  their  boast. 

4  The  holy  church  in  every  place 
Throughout  the  world  exalts  thy  praise ; 
Both  heaven  and  earth  do  wor^p  thee. 
Thou  Father  of  eternity! 

5  From  day  to  day,  0  Lord,  do  we 
Highly  exalt  and  honor  thee ; 
Thy  name  we  worship  and  adore. 
World  without  end  for  evermore. 

John  GamUdd,  alt. 
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General  praise* 


VOTTZVOHAM.    C.  M. 


J.  Clark. 
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Lift  ap  to  Ood  tha  voioe  of  praise,  Whose  breetli  our  lonli  inspired;  Loud  sad  more  load  the  uitliem  raisOiWith  frttefUardor  fired. 
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Lift  up  to  God  the  voice  of  praise. 
Whose  breath  our  souls  inspired ; 

Loud  and  more  loud  the  anthem  raise, 
With  gratefid  ardor  fired. 

2  Lift  up  to  God  the  voice  of  praise. 
Whose  goodness,  passing  thought. 

Loads  every  minute,  as  it  flies, 
With  benefits  unsought. 

LT0H8.    10s,ns. 


3  Lift  up  to  God  the  voice  of  praise. 
From  whom  salvation  flows. 

Who  sent  his  Son  our  souls  to  save 
From  everlasting  woes. 

4  Lift  up  to  God  the  voice  of  praise, 
For  hope^s  transporting  ray, 

Which  lights,  through  darkest  shades  of 
death, 
To  realms  of  endless  day. 

Ralph  Waidlaw. 
Arr.  fr.  Haydn. 


Te  senrants  of  Oodyjovr  Kaster  proc1aiin,ABd  pabliah  a-broad  his  wenderftil  Bame;  The  name  all-Tietorioos  of  J< 
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168  "  J^albation  to  SoU.'*  1 69  "  IBorstitp  t^r  King.** 

Ye  servants  of  God,  your  Master   pro-  Oh,  worship  the  King,  all-glorious  above, 

claim.  And  gratefully  sing  his  wonderful  love ; 

And  publish  abroad  his  wonderful  name ;  Our  Shield  and  Defender,  the  Ancient  of 
The  name  all- victorious  of  Jesus  extol ;  days,  [praise. 

His  kingdom  is  glorious,  he  rules  over  all.  Pavilioned  in  splendor,  and  girded  with 

2  God  ruleth  on  high,  ahnighty  to  save ;       l^^'  *«"  f  ^,^'^^t'J^'t  "^  °^  ^  ^^*' 
AndstiUheisnigh-his  presence  we  have;  ^««f  robe  w  die  hght,  whose  canopy  space; 

The  m-eat  coneretration  his  triumph  shall  ^^^  o^"*'*^  f  ^t*^  ^^^  <i««P  t'*""^*'- 

clouds  form. 


The  great  congregation 

sing. 
Ascribing  salvation  to  Jesus  our  King. 

3  Salvation  to  God,  who  sits  on  the  throne. 
Let  all  cry  aloud  and  honor  the  Son ; 
The  praises  of  Jesus  the  angels  proclaim, 
Fall  down  on  their  faces  and  worship  the 
Lamb. 


And  dark  is  his  path  on  the  wings  of  the 
storm. 

3  Thy  bountiful  care  what  tongue  can  recite  ? 
It  breathes  in  the  air,  it  shines  in  the  light, 
It  streams  from  the  hills,  it  descends  to  the 
plain. 


And  sweetly  distils  in  the  dew  and  the  rain. 

4  Then  let  us  adore  and  give  him  his  right,  4  Frail  children  of  dust,  and  feeble  as  frail, 

AH  glory,  and  power,  and  wisdom  and  In  thee  do  we  trust,  nor  find  thee  to  fail ; 

might;  Thy  mercies  how  tender!  how  finn  to  the 
All  honor  and  blessing,  with  angels  above,  end! 

And  thanks  never  ceasing,  and  infinite  love.  Our  Maker,  Defender,  Redeemer  and  Friend. 


Charles  Wesley. 


Robert  Grant. 


ILULOOMBl.    a  K.  D. 


^^^ 


General  praise.  7 1 

w^         St.  Gall's  Collbction. 


V^th  Kiift  and  ]ioii*4Mrt   loiuid-ing  load,    Ad  •  dron  th»  Lord  ea     hH^i       0  -  TortlioluftT'iulMfproai 

D.B.— Ho  BukoothofrMotliOBioimtaiai  erown^ 


p:iiV^f'Fiftn 


/^JiJIiJJJJi.in 


Aad     wa  •  tea  Tail  tho     aky*       Ho     aoBdihiiahow^of  Uoaa-iafo  down,   To     ehoor  tho  pUiaa  bo  •  low; 
Aad     ooni    In     Til-loja    groir. 


170  »»almU7. 

With  songs  and  honors  sounding  loud, 

Address  the  Lord  on  high ; 
Over  the  heavens  he  spreads  his  cloud, 

And  waters  vail  the  sky. 
He  sends  his  showers  of  blessings  down, 

To  cheer  the  plains  below; 
He  makes  the  grass  the  mountains  crown, 

And  com  in  vaUeys  grow. 

2  His  steady  counsels  change  the  face 
Of  the  declining  year ; 

He  bids  the  sun  cut  short  his  race, 

And  wintry  d^ys  appear. 
His  hoary  frost,  his  fleecy  snow, 

Descend  and  clothe  the  ground ; 
The  liquid  streams  forbear  to  flow. 

In  icy  fetters  bound. 

3  He  sends  his  word  and  melts  the  snow. 
The  fields  no  longer  mourn ; 

He  calls  the  warmer  gales  to  blow, 

And  bids  the  spring  return. 
The  changing  wind,  the  flying  cloud, 

Obey  his  mighty  word : 
With  songs  and  honors  sounding  loud 

Praise  ye  the  sovereign  Lord. 

Isaac  Watts. 

171  $«Iml39. 

Jehovah  God !  thy  gracious  pow^r 

On  every  hand  we  see ; 
Oh,  may  the  blessings  of  each  hour 

Lead  all  our  thoughts  to  thee. 


Thy  power  is  in  the  ocean  deeps, 

And  reaches  to  the  skies ; 
Thine  eye  of  mercy  never  sleeps, 

Thy  goodness  never  dies. 

2  From  mom  till  noon,  till  latest  eve,   • 

The  hand  of  Ood  we  see ; 
And  all  the  blessings  we  receive, 

Ceaseless  proceed  from  thee. 
In  all  the  varjring  scenes  of  time, 

On  thee  our  hopes  depend ; 
In  every  age,  in  every  clime, 

Our  Father  and  our  Friend. 

John  Thomson. 
1 7  S  ftlp^a  anil  •mrga. 

To  HIM  that  loved  the  souls  of  men, 

And  washed  us  in  his  blood, 
To  royal  honors  raised  our  head, 

And  made  us  priests  to  God, — 
To  him  let  every  tongue  be  praise, 

And  every  heart  be  love, 
All  grateful  honors  paid  on  earth, 

And  nobler  songs  above. 

2  Behold,  on  flying  clouds  he  comes ! 

His  saints  shall  bless  the  day ; 
While  they  that  pierced  him  sadly  mourn 

In  anguish  and  dismay. 
Thou  art  the  First,  and  thou  the  Last ; 

Time  centers  all  in  thee, 
The  Almighty  God,  who  was,  and  is. 

And  evermore  shall  be. 

Isaac  Watts. 
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General  praise. 


8TUTTGARD.    8s,  In. 


J.  G.  C.  Storl. 


FniM  to  tliMfthoa  great  CMfttor !  PniM  to  tliM  from  tvery  tongue;  Jwi,mj  soal,with every  ereatore.  Join  the  nni-Ter-sal  mng. 


^^^^^^m 


173       **  ^'"  t^ottstnti  ftUwinjBpi.** 

Praise  to  thee,  thou  great  Creator! 

Praise  to  thee  from  every  tongue  ; 
Join,  my  soul,  with  every  creature, 

Join  the  universal  song. 

2  Father!  source  of  all  compassion ! 
Pure,  unbounded  grace  is  thine : 

Hail  the  God  of  our  salvation. 
Praise  him  for  his  love  divine ! 

3  For  ten  thousand  blessings  given, 
For  the  hope  of  future  joy, 


CARTIR.    Be,  7i. 


Sound  his  praise  through  earth  and  heaven, 
Soimd  Jehovah's  praise  on  high ! 

4  Praise  to  God,  the  great  Creator, 
Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost ; 

Praise  him,  every  living  creature. 
Earth  and  heaven's  united  host. 

5  Joyfully  on  earth  adore  him. 
Till  in  heaven  our  song  we  raise ; 

Then  enraptured  fall  before  him. 
Lost  in  wonder,  love,  and  praise! 

John  Fawoett. 
E.  S.  Caktsr. 


ijii^^jjuajijijjij'ffl 


Ood  le  lore;  hii  nierey  tei^teni  AU  the  path  in  which  we  rore;  BUae  he  walne  end  woe  he  U^teni)  Ood  le  wiadon,Qod  ii  1^ 


174  QSOiTiom  anti  Eobr. 

God  is  love }  his  mercy  brightens 
All  the  path  in  which  we  rove ; 

Bliss  he  wakes  and  woe  he  lightens ; 
God  is  wisdom,  God  is  love. 

2  Chance  and  change  are  busy  ever ; 
Man  decays,  and  ages  move ; 

But  his  mercy  waneth  never ; 
God  is  wisdom,  God  is  love. 

3  Ev'n  the  hour  that  darkest  seemeth, 
Will  his  changeless  goodness  prove  j 

From  the  gloom  his  brightness  streameth ; 
God  is  wisdom,  God  is  love. 

4  He  with  earthly  cares  entwineth 
Hope  and  comfort  from  above ; 

Everywhere  his  glory  shineth  j 
God  is  wisdom,  God  is  Jove. 

John  Bowling. 


175  SiWnr  ynrfections. 

God,  my  King,  thy  might  confessing. 

Ever  will  I  bless  thy  name ; 
Day  by  day  thy  throne  addressing. 

Still  will  I  thy  praise  proclaim. 

2  Nor  shall  fail  from  memory's  treasure, 
Works  by  love  and  mercy  wrought — 

Works  of  love  surpassing  measure. 
Works  of  mercy  passing  thought. 

3  Full  of  kindness  and  compassion, 
Slow  of  anger,  vast  in  love, 

God  is  good  to  all  creation ; 
All  his  works  his  goodness  prove. 

4  All  thy  works,  0  Lord,  shall  bless  thee. 
Thee  shall  all  thy  saints  adore; 

King  supreme  shall  they  confess  thee. 
And  proclaim  thy  sovereign  power. 

RkhardMant. 


i 


(^netal  praise. 
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BABBIB.    8.  K. 


Arr.  fr.  Mozart. 


Witb  hihlj  to  -^Tor  lin^  LethaartaaiidiiiitnuiMntB  naito  TeprtiM  oar haaTenlyKing. 


fNglflfffftplfP^^f^ffflflffffflgll 


1 76       9»i<"  ^^* 

Sing  to  the  Lord,  our  Might, 

With  holy  fervor  sing ; 
Let  hearts  and  instruments  unite 

To  praise  our  heavenly  King. 

2  This  is  his  sacred  house ; 
And  this  his  festal  day, 

When  he  accepts  the  humblest  vows 
That  we  sincerely  pay. 

3  The  Sabbath  to  our  sires 
Li  mercy  first  was  given ; 

The  church  her  Sabbath  still  requires 
To  speed  her  on  to  heaven. 

4  And  we,  like  them  of  old, 
Are  in  the  wilderness  ; 

And  God  is  now  as  near  his  fold 
To  pity  and  to  bless. 

5  Then  let  us  open  wide 
Our  hearts  for  him  to  fill ; 

And  he  that  Israel  then  supplied. 
Will  keep  his  Israel  still. 

Heniy  F.  Lyte. 
SILVIS  8TBIBT.    8.  M. 


177  "BleMt^elort." 

Stand  up,  and  bless  the  Lord, 

Ye  people  of  his  choice ; 
Stand  up,  and  bless  the  Lord  your  God, 

With  heart  and  soul  and  voice. 

2  Though  high  above  all  praise. 
Above  all  blessing  high, 

Who  would  not  fear  his  holy  name. 
And  laud,  and  magpiify  f 

3  Oh,  for  the  living  flame 
From  his  own  altar  brought. 

To  touch  our  lips,  our  souls  inspire, 
And  wing  to  heaven  our  thought ! 

4  God  is  our  strength  and  song, 
And  his  salvation  ours : 

Then  be  his  love  in  Christ  proclaimed, 
With  all  our  ransomed  powers. 

5  Stand  up,  and  bless  the  Lord ; 
The  Lord  your  God  adore ; 

Stand  up,  and  bless  his  glorious  name. 
Henceforth,  for  evermore. 

Junes  Mootipimery. 
I.  Smith. 


OooMtMOBd  Ui  pniM  abroad,  And  liyiiuit  of  glo 


m 


ting!  Jo  •  ho-Tah  la  tho  lov-ordn   Ood,  The  n  •    ni-vor-fal  King. 


^ 


178  9Mam95. 

Ck)HE,  sound  his  praise  abroad, 
And  hynms  of  glory  sing : 

Jehovah  is  the  sovereign  God, 
The  universal  £ang. 

2  He  formed  the  deeps  unknown ; 

He  gave  the  seas  their  bound ; 
The  watery  worlds  are  all  his  own, 

And  all  the  solid  ground. 


^ 


s: 


^^ 
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3  Come,  worship  at  his  throne, 
Come,  bow  before  the  Lord : 

We  are  his  work,  and  not  our  own, 
He  formed  us  by  his  word, 

4  To-day  attend  his  voice. 
Nor  dare  provoke  his  rod ; 

Come,  like  the  people  of  his  choice. 


And  own  our  gracious  God. 


Isaju  Watts. 


General  prafae. 


Tmos.  Hastings. 


C  Songs  of  praise  the  angels  sang,  Heav*n  with  halle-lujahs  rang,  ) 

(  When  Je-  ho-vah's  work  be-gun,When  he  spake,and  it  was  done,  j  Songs  of  praise  awoke  the  morn. 


When  the  Prince  of  Peace  was  born;  Songs  of  praise  arose,  when  he  Cap-tive    led    cap-tiv  •  i  -  ty. 


1 79  ilMnging  to  (Sot. 

Songs  of  praise  the  angels  sang, 
Heaven  with  hallelujahs  rang, 
When  Jehovah's  work  begun, 
When  he  spake,  and  it  was  done. 
Songs  of  praise  awoke  the  morn, 
When  the  Prince  of  Peace  was'^born ; 
Songs  of  praise  arose,  when  he 
Captive  led  captivity. 

2  Heaven  and  earth  must  pass  away — 
Songs  of  praise  shall  crown  that  day ; 
God  will  make  new  heavens  and  earth — 
Songs  of  praise  shall  hail  their  birth. 
And  shall  man  alone  be  dumb. 

Till  that  glorious  kingdom  come? 
No ;  the  Church  delights  to  raise 
Psalms  and  hymns  and  songs  of  praise. 

3  Saints  below,  with  heart  and  voice. 
Still  in  songs  of  praise  rejoice ; 
Learning  here,  by  faith  and  love. 
Songs  of  praise  to  sing  above. 
Borne  upon  their  latest  breath 
Songs  of  praise  shall  conquer  death ; 
Then,  amid  eternal  joy, 

^ongs  of  praise  their  powers  employ. 

James  Montgomery. 

180  $salm92. 

Thou  who  art  enthroned  above, 
Thou  by  whom  we  live  and  move! 
Oh,  how  sweet,  with  joyful  tongue. 
To  resound  thy  praise  in  song ! 


Sweet  the  day  of  sacred  rest. 
When  devotion  fills  the  breast. 
When  we  dwell  within  thy  house, 
Hear  thy  word,  and  pay  our  vows. 

2  From  thy  works  our  joys  arise, 
0  thou  only  good  and  wise ! 
Who  thy  wonders  can  declare  ? 
How  profound  thy  counsels  are ! 
Warm  our  hearts  with  sacred  fire ; 
Grateful  fervors  still  inspire ; 
All  our  powers,  with  all  their  might, 
Ever  in  thy  praise  unite. 

C.  Sandys. 

181        "  *«rtt>  tmn  Ueaben." 

From  the  vast  and  veiled  throng. 

Round  the  Father's  heavenly  throne, 
Swells  the  everlasting  song : 

Glory  be  to  God  alone ! 
Round  Immanuel's  cross  of  pain 

Mortal  men,  in  tribes  unknown. 
Sing  to  him  who  once  was  slain  : 

Glory  be  to  God  alone ! 

2  Blend,  ye  raptured  songs,  in  one, 

Men  redeemed,  your  Father  own ; 
Angels,  worship  ye  the  Son : 

Glory  be  to  God  alone ! 
Spirit,  't  is  within  thy  light. 

Streaming  far  from  cross  and  throne. 
Earth  and  heaven  their  songs  unite : 

Glory  be  to  God  alone ! 

Henrey  Doddridge  Game. 


General  praise. 


BOTOOV.    7i.   D. 


E.  Flood. 
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Hail,  thrice^holyyOod  most  high  I  Lord  ofall  the  heavenly  )powcrt,B«  the  Man«lottd  an-them  ours. 


182  '*^t9tvmr 

God  eternal,  Lord  of  all ! 
Lowly  at  thy  feet  we  fall : 
All  the  world  doth  worship  thee ; 
We  amidst  the  throng  would  be. 
All  the  holy  angels  cry, 
Hall,  thrice-holy,  God  most  high ! 
Lord  of  all  the  heavenly  powers. 
Be  the  same  loud  anthem  ours. 

2  Glorified  apostles  raise, 
Night  and  day,  continual  praise ; 
Hast  thou  not  a  mission  too 
For  thy  children  here  to  do? 
With  the  prophet's  goodly  line 
We  in  mystic  bond  combine; 
For  thou  hast  to  babes  revealed 
Things  that  to  the  wise  were  sealed. 

3  Martyrs,  in  a  noble  host. 

Of  thy  cross  are  heard  to  boast ; 
Since  so  bright  the  crown  they  wear. 
We  with  them  thy  cross  would  bear. 
All  thy  church,  in  heaven  and  earth, 
Jesus !  hail  thy  spotless  birth ; — 
Seated  on  the  judgment-throne. 
Number  us  among  thine  own ! 

J.  E.  MUlard  tr. 


183       "inBiccIs(s." 

Glory  be  to  God  on  high, — 
God,  whose  glory  fills  the  sky ; 
Peace  on  earth  to  man  forgiven, — 
Man,  the  well-beloved  of  heaven. 
Sovereign  Father,  Heavenly  King! 
Thee  we  now  presume  to  sing ; 
Glad  thine  attributes  confess. 
Glorious  all,  and  numberless. 

2  Hail,  by  all  thy  works  adored ! 
Hail,  the  everlasting  Lord ! 

Thee  with  thankful  hearts  we  prove, - 
God  of  power,  and  God  of  love ! 
Christ  our  Lord  and  God  we  own, — 
Christ  the  Father's  only  Son ; 
Lamb  of  God,  for  sinners  slain. 
Saviour  of  offending  man. 

3  Jesus !  in  thy  name  we  pray, 
Take,  oh,  take  our  sins  away ! 
Powerful  Advocate  with  God ! 
Justify  us  by  thy  blood. 

Hear,  for  thou,  0  Christ !  alone, 
Art  with  thy  great  Father  one ; 
One  the  Holy  Ghost  with  thee ; — 
One  supreme  eternal  Three. 

Charles  Wesley. 
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General  praide. 


THOBHB.    lOi. 


E.  H.  Thornb. 


1  84  "Sf)(Te  rrmiinrtt)  a  rest.** 

Oh,  what  the  joy  and  the  glory  must  be. 
Those  endless  Sabbaths  the  blessed  ones  see. 
Crowns  for  the  yaliant,  to  weary  ones  rest; 
God  shall  be  all,  and  in  all  ever  blest ! 

2  Truly  Jerusalem  name  we  that  shore. 
Vision  of  peace,  that  brings  joy  evermore ! 
Wish  and  fulfilment  can  severed  be  ne^er, 
Nor  the  thing  prayed  for  come  short  of 

the  prayer. 

3  There,  where  no  troubles  distraction  can 

bring. 
We  the  sweet  anthems  of  Zion  shall  sing. 
While  for  thy  grace.  Lord,  their  voices  of 

praise. 
Thy  blessed  people  eternally  raise. 

4  There  dawns  no  Sabbath,  no  Sabbath  is 

o'er. 
Those  Sabbath-keepers  have  one  evermore; 
One  and  unending  is  that  triumph-song 
Which  to  the  angels  and  us  shall  belong. 

5  Low  before  him  with  our  praises  we  fall. 
Of  whom,  and  in  whom,  and  through  whom 

are  all ; 
Of  whom,  the  Father ;  and  in  whom,  the 

Son ; 
Through  whom,  the  Spirit,  with  them  ever 

one. 

J.  M.  Neale,  tr. 


1 80  (RUnu  to  tfie  lamb. 

Blessing,  and  honor,  and  glory,  and 
power. 

Wisdom,  and  riches,  and  strength,  ever- 
more. 

Give  ye  to  him  who  our  battle  hath  won, 

Whose  are  the  kingdom,  the  crown,  and 
the  throne. 

2  Dwelleth  the  light  of  the  glory  with  him, 
Light  of  a  glory  that  cannot  grow  dim, 
Light  in  its  silence  and  beauty  and  calm, 
Light  in  its  gladness  and  brightness  and 

balm. 

3  Ever  ascendeth  the  song  and  the  joy. 
Ever  descendeth  the  love  from  on  high. 
Blessing,  and  honor,  and  glory,  and  praise, 
This  is  the  theme  of  the  hymns  that  we 

raise. 

4  Life  of  all  life,  and  true  Light  of  all 

light. 
Star  of  the  dawning,  unchangingly  bright, 
Sun  of  the  Salem  whose  lamp  is  the  Lamb, 
Theme  of  the  ever-new,  ever-glad  psalm ! 

5  Give  we  the  glory  and  praise  to  the  Lamb, 
Take  we  the  robe  and  the  harp  and  the 

palm, 
Sing  we  the  song  of  the  Lamb  that  was  slain, 
Dying  in  weakness,  but  rising  to  reign. 

Horatlus  Booar. 


VAAMAV.    KM. 


Arr.  fir.  Costa. 


IN^-ii^ 


Hon  -  or  and  glo  •  ry,  thanksgiving,  and  praise,      Mak  -  er  of  all  things,  to  thee  wt  up-raise; 

i 


God    the  Al«might-y,  the  Fa  -  ther,  the  Lord;    God     by    the      an  •  gels  o  -  beyed  and  a  •  dored. 

-t9- 


1 S6  ^^  ^"  Crratton. 

Honor  and  glory,  thanksgiving  and  praise. 
Maker  of  all  things,  to  thee  we  upraise; 
God  the  Almighty,  the  Father,  the  Lord; 
God  by  the  angels  obeyed  and  adored. 

2  Thou  art  the  Father  of  heaven  and  earth ; 
Worlds  uncreated  to  thee  owe  their  birth ; 
All  the  creation,  thy  voice  when  it  heard, 
Started  to  light  and  to  life  at  thy  word. 

3  Onward  the  sun  and  the  moon  on  their 

march 
Span  with  the  rainbow  the  firmament's  arch ; 
Stars  yet  unknown,  and  whose  light  is  to 

come, 
Find  in  creation  their  place  and  a  home. 

4  Earth  with  the  mountain,  the  river,  the 

plain, 
Sky  wiHi  the  dew-drop,  the  wind,  and  the 

rain, 
Beast  of  the  forest,  wild  bird  of  the  air. 
All  are  thy  creatures,  and  all  are  thy  care. 

5  Ocean  the  restless,  and  waters  that  swell, 
Lightnings  that  flash  over  flood,  over  fell. 
Own  thee  the  Master  Almighty,  and  call 
Thee  the  Creator,  the  Father  of  all. 

6  Tea,  thou  art  Father  of  aU,  and  thy  love 
Pity  for  man  that  is  fallen  doth  move ; 
Sharing  our  nature,  though  sinless,  thy  Son 
Ctane  to  redeem  us,  by  Satan  undone. 


7  God  in  three  Persons!  give  ear  to  our 
prayer; 

Thought,  word,  and  deed  in  thine  image  re- 
pair; 

Guide  us  in  life,  and  protect  to  the  last ; 

And,  at  thine  advent.  Lord,  pardon  the  past. 

Edward  A.  Dayman. 

187  flngels'  CSoTftip. 

Stars  of  the  morning,  so  gloriously  bright, 
Filled  with  celestial  resplendence  and  light; 
These  that,  where  night  never  foUoweth  day, 
Raise  the  "  Thrice-holy"  song  ever  and  aye ! 

2  These  are  thy  counselors:  these  dost  thou 

own, 
God  of  Sabitoth !  the  nearest  thy  throne ; 
These  are  thy  ministers;    these  dost  thou 

send, 
Help  of  the  helpless  ones!  man  to  defend. 

3  When  by  thy  word  earth  was  first  poised 

in  space ; 
When  the  far  planets  first  sped  on  their 

race; 
When  was  completed  the  six  days'  employ, 
Then  "  all  the  sons  of  God  shouted  for  joy ! " 

4  Still  let  them  succor  us ;    still  let  them 

fight. 
Lord  of  angelic  hosts,  battling  for  right! 
Till,  where  their  anthems  they  ceaselessly 

IK)ur, 
We  with  the  angels  may  bow  and  adore! 

Joho  M.  Neale,  tr. 
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General  praise. 


WORSHIP.    llt^lOi. 


E.  J.  Hopkins. 


Praise  ye  Jehovahf  praise  the  Lord  most  holy,  Who  cheers  the  contrite,  g^rds  with  strength  the  weak; 
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Praise  him  who  will  with  glo-ry  crown  the  low-ly,    And  with  sal  •  va-tion  beau-ti  •  fy    the    meek. 


h'MW'W 


188  "Pnter  JefiofwV 

Praise  ye  Jehovah !  praise  the  Lord  most 
holy, 
Who   cheers   the   contrite,  girds  with 
strength  the  weak ; 
Praise  him  who  will  with  glory  crown  the 
lowly. 
And  with  salvation  beautify  the  meek. 

2  Praise  ye  Jehovah !  for  his  loving-kind- 
ness. 
And  all  iJie  tender  mercy  he  hath  shown ; 
Praise  him  who  pardons  all  our  sin  and 
blindness. 
And  calls  us  sons,  and  takes  us  for  his 
own. 


3  Praise  ye  Jehovah!    source  of  all  our 

blessings ; 
Before  his  gifts  earth's  richest  boons  wax 

dim; 
Resting  in  him,  his  peace  and  joy  possessing, 
All  things  are  ours,  for  we  have  all  in 

him. 

4  Praise  ye  the  Father!    God  the  Lord, 

who  gave  us. 
With  full  and  perfect  love,  his  only  Son ; 
Praise  ye  the  Son!    who  died  himself  to 
save  us; 
Praise  ye  the  Spirit!    praise  the  Three 
in  One! 

Lady  Maigaret  C  Campbell. 


189      P-  ^    ToiM— LEOVL 

The  God  of  Abraham  praise. 
Who  reigns  enthroned  above. 

Ancient  of  everlasting  days. 
And  God  of  love ! 

Jehovah!  great  I  AM ! 
By  earth  and  heaven  confessed ; 

1  bow  and  bless  the  sacred  name. 
For  ever  blest ! 

2  The  God  of  Abraham  praise ! 
At  whose  supreme  command 

From  earth  I  rise,  and  seek  the  joys 
At  his  right  hand : 


1  all  on  earth  forsake. 

Its  wisdom,  fame,  and  power. 
And  him  my  only  portion  make, 
My  shield  and  tower. 

2  The  God  of  Abraham  praise ! 
Whose  all-sufficient  grace 

Shall  guide  me  all  my  happy  days 

In  all  my  ways : 
He  calls  a  worm  his  friend! 

He  calls  himself  my  God ! 
And  he  shall  save  me  to  the  end 

Through  Jesus'  blood ! 

Tlioaias  OUvcrs. 


DAWV.    Ill,  KM. 


General  ptaiec. 


J.  Stainbr. 
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Now,  when  the  due  -  ky  ihadei  of  eight  re-treat-iog   Be  •  fore  the  tun*!  red  banner  iwift-ly   flee ; 


Now,  when  the  ter  •  rori   of  the  dark  are  fleeting,     O    Lord,  we    lift  ourthankfulheartatothee:— 


^m 


m 


^  ^^  3  Look  from  the  height  of  heaven,  and  send 

1?KI             «*'  «rtt  of  tftt  lorti.  to  cheer  us 

Now,  WHEN  the  dusky  shades  of  night  re-  Thy  light  and  truth,  and  guide  us  on- 
treating  ward  still; 
Before   the   sun's   red   banner  swiftly  Still  let  thy  mercy,  as  of  old,  be  near  us, 
flee ;  And  lead  us  safely  to  thy  holy  hill. 
Now,  when  the  terrors  of  the  dark  are  ^  g^   ^^^^  that  mom  of  endless  Hght  is 
fleetmg,  waking 
O  Lord,  we  lift  our  thankful  hearts  to  ^^  shades  of  evil  from  its  splendors  flee, 
^^ '  Safe  may  we  rise,  this  earth's  dark  vale  f or- 
2  To  thee,  whose  word,  the  fount  of  life  saking, 

unsealing,  Through  all  the  long  bright  day  to  dwell 

When  hill  and  dale  in  thickest  darkness  ^th  thee. 

lay,  5  Be  this  by  thee,  0  God  thrice  holy,  granted, 

Awoke  bright  rays  across  the  dim  earth  0  Father,  Son,  and  Spirit,  ever  blest ; 

stealing,  Whose  glory  by  the  heaven  and  earth  is 

And  bade  the  eve  and  mom  complete  chanted, 

the  day.  Whose  name  by  men  and  angels  is  conf  est. 

Anon.,  1853. 

UKUn.    p.  X.  Arr.  by  Rabbi  Lkoni. 


■.U\iiif\[ii\W^ 


Ood  of  Abrali*m  prdM,  WbereiciiitBtknm'd abort,     An  -  eimt  of  rr  •  tr  •  but  •  in|^  dayi,  And  Ood  of  lore! 

9~ 


te^fffr^ip'i^iffp^ 


Jo  -  h»>Tah!  gxeat  I  AM  I     Br   oarth  andlioaT^  oon-fttiod;  I  bow  and  Uom  tho  la-orod  Bunt^  For    or  -  or  bloiti 


■ii'ifffn^ifffffp 
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C(O0e  of  Service. 


ORATITUDI.    L.  M. 


Thos.  Hastings. 


191  "  Vnrpetual  bltuinsM" 

My  God,  how  endless  is  thy  love ! 

Thy  gifts  are  every  evening  new ; 
And  morning  mercies,  from  above, 

Gently  distill,  like  early  dew. 


192  ISmtirtion. 

The  peace  which  God  alone  reveals, 
And  by  his  word  of  grace  imparts. 

Which  only  the  believer  feels. 
Direct,  and  keep,  and  cheer  our  hearts! 


2  Thou  spread^st  the  curtains  of  the  night,  2  And  may  the  holy  Three  in  One, 
Great  Guardian  of  my  sleeping  hours ;  The  Father,  Word,  and  Comforter, 

Thy  sovereign  word  restores  the  light.  Pour  an  abundant  blessing  down 

And  quickens  all  my  drowsy  powers.  On  every  soul  assembled  here ! 


3  I  yield  my  powers  to  thy  command ; 

To  thee  I  consecrate  my  days; 
Perpetual  blessings  from  thy  hand 

Demand  perpetual  songs  of  praise. 


Isaac  Watts. 


3  Praise  God,  from  whom  all  blessings  flow; 

Praise  him,  all  creatures  here  below ; 
Praise  him  above,  ye  heavenly  host ! 

Praise  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost. 

John  Newton. 


HBBBOV.    L.  M. 


LowftLL  Mason. 


193  Hhtnim. 

Thus  far  the  Lord  has  led  me  on ; 

Thus  far  his  power  prolongs  my  days; 
And  every  evening  shall  make  known 

Some  fresh  memorial  of  his  grace. 

2  Much  of  my  time  has  run  to  waste, 
And  I,  perhaps,  am  near  my  home, 

But  he  forgives  my  follies  past. 
And  gives  me  strength  for  days  to  come. 

3  I  lay  my  body  down  to  sleep ; 
Peace  is  the  pillow  for  my  head ; 

While  well-appointed  angels  keep 
Their  watchful  stations  round  my  bed. 


4  Thus  when  the  night  of  death  shall  come, 
My  flesh  shall  rest  beneath  the  ground, 

And  wait  thy  voice  to  break  my  tomb. 
With  sweet  salvation  in  the  sound. 

Isaac  Watts. 
194  Sifmiml. 

Dismiss  us  with  thy  blessing.  Lord ! 
Help  us  to  feed  upon  thy  word ; 
All  that  has  been  amiss,  forgive, 
And  let  thy  truth  within  us  live. 

2  Though  we  are  guilty,  thou  art  good  ; 
Wash  all  our  works  in  Jesus'  blood  $ 
Give  every  burdened  soul  release. 
And  bid  us  all  depart  in  peace. 

JowphMait. 


^ 
^ 


Close  of  Service. 


^^^ 


mmtmt^ 


r 

Now    let       the       dew      of  heav*n    de  -  icend,    And    right  -  eoui   ftruiti      a    •    bound. 


e 


,     -    rJU  aJ-^9f^  Ojg-^^^ 


195         **}fixtciouM§ttrir 

Almighty  God,  thy  word  is  cast 
Like  seed  into  the  ground; 

Now  let  the  dew  of  heaven  descend, 
And  righteous  fruits  abound. 

2  Let  not  the  foe  of  Christ  or  man 
This  holy  seed  remove, 

But  give  it  root  in  every  heart 
To  bring  forth  fruits  of  love. 

3  Let  not  the  world's  deceitful  cares 
The  rising  plant  destroy, 

But  let  it  yield,  a  hundred-fold, 
The  fruits  of  peace  and  joy. 

4  Nor  let  thy  word,  so  kindly  sent 
To  raise  us  to  thy  throne. 

Return  to  thee,  and  sadly  tell 
That  we  reject  thy  Son. 


John  Cawood. 


HliTICABKTETOWJ.    C  IL 


196        "it«pttf.- 

Another  day  Ls  past  and  gone, 

O  God,  we  bow  to  thee ; 
Again,  as  nightly  shades  come  on. 

To  thy  defence  we  flee. 

2  Forgive  us  all  the  evil  done. 
The  good  undone,  to-day ; 

And  keep  us  from  the  Wicked  One, 
Now,  Father,  and  for  aye. 

3  When  shall  that  day  of  gladness  come. 
Ne'er  sinking  in  the  west ; 

That  country  and  that  bless6d  home, 
Where  none  shall  break  our  rest ; — 

4  Where  we,  0  God,  preserved  beneath 
The  shelter  of  thy  wing. 

For  evermore  thy  praise  shall  breathe. 
And  of  thy  mercy  sing  t 

Isaac  IVilUams.  tr. 
Geo.  Kingslby. 


BiMi  an  the  Moli  tkjd  hwr  and  know  The  goqpd'i  JoyfU  Miud;  Peace  ihaU  attnd  tha  pat^ 


197  9uMS9. 

Blkst  are  the  souls  that  hear  and  know 

The  gospePs  joyful  sound ; 
Peace  shall  attend  the  path  they  go, 

And  light  their  steps  surroimd. 

2  Their  joy  shall  bear  their  spirits  up 
Through  their  Redeemer's  name ; 
6 


His  righteousness  exalts  their  hope. 
Nor  Satan  dares  condemn. 

3  The  Lord,  our  glory  and  defence, 
Strength  and  salvation  gives ; 

Israel !  thy  King  for  ever  reigfns. 
Thy  God  for  ever  lives. 

Isaac  Watts. 
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Close  of  Service. 


BHIlIiD.    9b,  7||  7i. 


J.  Baxnby. 


llj;j'J|JJ^I,.jJ:JJ.ij^^ 


Throng  the  daj  thy  lov«  luw  ipind  u;  Vow  wt  laj  u  down  to^     XMt,  Thxoiifli  tho  d-loat  watolMB  gnird  u, 


Let    BO  iM  oar  peaflomo  -    loot;        Je-nu!  tlioa oar  OurdiaA  be; 


Sweet    it    U    to  tmit  in       thoe. 


kRfFff 


198  «bai{nfl  Crust 

Through  the  day  thy  love  has  spared  us ; 

Now  we  lay  us  down  to  rest, 
Through  the  silent  watches  guard  us, 

Let  no  foe  our  peace  molest; 
Jesus !  thou  our  Guardian  be ; 
Sweet  it  is  to  trust  in  thee. 

KUBIXL.    8e,  7i,  7b. 


2  Pilgrims  here  on  earth,  and  strangers, 
Dwelling  in  the  midst  of  foes, 

Us  and  ours  preserve  from  dangers ; 
In  thine  arms  may  we  repose, 

And  when  life's  short  day  is  past 

Rest  with  thee  in  heaven  at  last. 

Thomas  Kelly. 


C.  Gounod. 


Saviour,  now  the  day  in    endinif,  And  the  ■hadeo  of  evening  fall,  Let  thy   Ho -ly  Dove  descending. 


l^nffffiffi 


^NiH/:jjiJi 


Bring  thy  mer-cy  to    ua     all;     Set  thy  seal  on    every  heart,    Je^ouo,  bleu  uo  ere  we      parti 


199  Vartinfl  ibieinfl. 

Saviour,  now  the  day  is  ending, 
And  the  shades  of  evening  fall, 

Let  thy  Holy  Dove  descending. 
Bring  thy  mercy  to  us  all ; 

Set  thy  seal  on  every  heart, 

Jesus,  bless  us  ere  we  part ! 

2  Comfort  those  in  pain  or  sorrow. 

Watch  each  sleeping  child  of  thine ; 
Let  us  all  arise  to-morrow, 


Strengthened  by  thy  grace  divine ; 
Set  thy  seal  on  every  heart, 
Jesus,  bless  us  ere  we  part ! 

3  Pardon  thou  each  deed  unholy ; 

Lord,  forgive  each  sinful  thought ; 
Make  us  contrite,  pure,  and  lowly^ 

By  thy  great  example  taught : 
Set  thy  seal  on  every  heart, 
Jesus,  bless  us  ere  we  part ! 

Sanh  Doudney. 


J 


Close  of  Service. 


ILLBBTQIV.    lOs. 


£.  J.  Hopkins. 
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IVe     rite  to  bleu  thee  ere  our  worship  cease,  And  oow,  de  -  part  '[ing,  wait  thy  word  of  peace. 


^^|f  tifffP 


200  "Safnpeitt." 

SAYiouBy  again  to  thy  dear  name  we  raise 
With  one  accord  our  parting  hymn  of  praise; 
We  rise  to  bless  thee  ere  our  worship  cease, 
And  now,  departing,  wait  thy  word  of 
X>eace. 

2  Grant  ns  thy  peace  npon  our  homeward 

way; 
With  thee  began,  with  thee  shall  end  the  day; 
Gnard  thou  the  lips  from  sin,  the  hearts 

from  shame. 
That  in  thishouse  have  called  uxK>n  thy  name. 


hulbt.  Ill,  lOi. 


3  Grant  us  thy  peace.  Lord,  through  the 

coming  night ; 
Turn  thou  for  us  its  darkness  into  light; 
fVom  harm  and  danger  keep  thy  children 

free. 
For  dark  and  light  are  both  alike  to  thee. 

4  Grant  us  thy  peace  throughout  our  earth- 

ly life. 
Our  balm  in  sorrow,  and  our  stay  in  strife; 
Then,  when  thy  voice  shall  bid  our  conflict 

cease, 
Call  us,  O  Lord,  to  thine  eternal  peace. 

John  Elleiton. 


LowKLL  Mason. 


lUliar !  in  tliy  ajstsriaos  prwesiea  ImMlinf,  YUn  weald  ovr  Mais  Ibel  an  thy  Uiid 

D.B.— Of  tmfltysnd  ftr«iiffth,aiid  oalnuiMs  from  abort.  [rovtaliiif 


h'  Mm  W 


SOI  "  Cttist,  ftrmgtfi,  calrnnffs.** 

Father  !  in  thy  mysterious  presence  kneel- 

Fain  would  our  souls  feel  all  thy  kind- 
-    ling  love ; 
For  we  are  weak,  and  need  some  deep  re- 
vealing 
Of  trust,    and   strength,  and   calmness 
from  above. 

2  Lord !  we  have  wandered  forth  through 
doubt  and  sorrow. 
And  thou  hast  made  each  step  an  on- 
ward one ; 


And  we  will  ever  trust  each  unknown  mor- 
row; 
Thou  wilt  sustain   us   till   its  work  is 
done. 

3  Now,  Father!  now  in  thy  dear  presence 
kneeUng, 
Our  spirits  yearn   to  feel  thy  kindling 
love; 
Now  make  us  stroilg;    we  need  thy  deep 
revealing 
Of  trust,   and   strength,    and    calmness 
from  above. 

Samoel  Johnson. 
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Close  of  Service. 


AHATOLIUS.    7s,6t.86. 


J.  B.  DviCBS. 


ver;      All  thanks,  O  Lord!  to     thee;   We  pray  thee  now  that  tin  •  less 


\\\[  [I- f\r\r  if^fUm 


The  hours  of  dark  may  be;        O     Je  -  susi  keep  us  in  thy  sight,  And  save  us  thro^he  com  -ing  night. 


202     **  *««'f'»  «"*  »^-" 

Thb  day  is  past  and  over ; 

All  thanks,  0  Lord !  to  thee ; 
We  pray  thee  now  that  sinless 

The  hours  of  dark  may  be ; 
O  Jesus !  keep  us  in  thy  sight, 
And  save  us  through  the  coming  night. 

2  The  joys  of  day  are  over; 

We  lift  our  hearts  to  thee ; 
And  ask  thee  that  offenceless 

The  hours  of  dark  may  be ; 
O  Jesus !  make  their  darkness  light, 
And  save  us  through  the  coming  night. 


COLUMBA.  p.  M. 


:i[iffrnfffinf[^^ 


3  The  toils  of  day  are^over; 
We  raise  our  hymn  to  thee ; 

And  ask  that  free  from  peril 
The  hours  of  dark  may  be ; 
0  Jesus !  keep  us  in  thy  sight, 
And  guard  us  through  the  coming  night. 

4  Be  thou  our  souls^  preserver, 
O  God !  for  thou  dost  know 

How  many  are  the  perils 

Through  which  we  have  to  go ; 
O  loving  Jesus!  hear  our  call. 
And  guard  and  save  us  from  them  all. 

J.  M.  Neale.  tr. 


H.  S.  Irons. 


The  son  is  sink-ing  fast,  The  daylight  dies;  Let  love  awake,  and  pay 


evening  sac-ri  -  fice. 

A. 2 


203    "intotfiatiantif!" 

The  sun  is  sinking  fast. 

The  daylight  dies ; 
Let  love  awake,  and  pay 

Her  evening  sacrifice. 

2  As  Christ  upon  the  cross 
His  head  inclined, 

And  to  his  Father^s  hands 
His  parting  soul  resigned ; — 

3  So  now  herself  my  soul 
Would  wholly  give 


Into  his  sacred  charge. 
In  whom  all  spirits  live. 

4  Thus  would  I  live ;  yet  now 
Not  I,  but  he 

In  all  his  power  and  love 
Henceforth  alive  in  me. 

5  One  sacred  Trinity ! 
One  Lord  divine! 

May  I  be  ever  his. 
And  he  for  ever  mine. 

Edward  Caswall,  tr. 


Close  of  Service. 


HIOHTPALL    111,6. 


J.  Barnby. 
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pot  -  ing,     And  'neath  hit  shad  -  ow  here     to  rest  we  yield     ui;      For  he 


204  "  *^n^  rberlutinfl." 

Now  God  be  with  us,  for  the  night  is  clos- 
ing, 
The  light  and  darkness  are  of  his  disposing ; 
And  'neath  his  shadow  here  to  rest  we  yield 


us; 


For  he  will  shield  us. 
2  Let  evil  thoughts  and  spirits  flee  before 


us. 


Till  morning  cometh,  watch,  O  Father !  o'er 


us; 


In  soul  and  body  thou  from  harm  defend  us. 
Thine  angels  send  us. 


GLQIBTIBS.    Us,  6. 


3  Let  pious  thoughts  be  ours  when  sleep  over- 

takes us ; 
Our  earliest  thoughts  be  thine  when  morning 

wakes  us ; 
All  sick  and  mourners,  we  to  thee  commend 

them, 
Do  thou  befriend  them. 

4  We  have  no  refuge,  none  on  earth  to  aid  us, 
Save  thee,  O  Father!  who  thine  own  hast 

made  us; 
But  thy  dear  presence  will  not  leave  them 
lonely 
Who  seek  thee  only.  c.  wini««rth.  tr. 


J.  Barnby. 


Father,  thy  name  be  praiBed,thy  kingdom  giv*n ;  Thy  will  be  done  on  earth  aa  *tia  in       heaven; 


oe  praiaea, 


Keep   ua      in       life ;    for  -  give     our  aina;  de   -   liv  -   er 


Ua    now  and     ev 


er. 


bmpj  r '"r  '\^^m 


f^ 


^ 


205  IMa«  antt  ipraisf .  2  Praise  be  to  thee  through  Jesus  our  sal- 

Father,  thy  name  be  praised,  thy  kingdom  vation, 

given ;  God,  three  in  one,  the  Ruler  of  creation. 

Thy  will  be  done  on  earth  as 't  is  in  heaven ;   High  throned,  o'er  all  thine  eye  of  mercy 
Keep  us  in  life ;  forgive  our  sins ;  deliver  casting, 

Us  now  and  ever.  Lord  everlasting !  c.  winkworth.  tr. 
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Close  of  Service. 


DIVHIS.    8.  IL 


Arr.  fir.  H.  G.  Nacsu. 


206  **»miami^ttr 

Still,  still  with  thee,  my  God, 

I  would  desire  to  be : 
By  day,  by  night,  at  home,  abroad, 

I  would  be  still  with  thee. 

2  With  thee,  when  dawn  comes  in. 
And  calls  me  back  to  care, 

Each  day  returning  to  begin 
With  thee,  my  God,  in  prayer. 

3  With  thee,  when  day  is  done, 
And  evening  cahns  the  mind ; 

The  setting,  as  the  rising,  sun 
With  thee  my  heart  would  find. 

4  With  thee,  in  thee,  by  faith 
Abiding  I  would  be; 

By  day,  by  night,  in  life,  in  death, 
I  would  be  still  with  thee. 


James  D.  Burns. 


HIALI.    8.  X. 


207         "Htfattm." 

How  GENTLE  God's  commands! 

How  kind  his  precepts  are ! 
Come,  cast  your  burdens  on  the  Lord, 

And  trust  his  constant  care. 

2  Beneath  his  watchful  eye 
His  saints  securely  dwell ; 

That  hand  which  bears  creation  up 
Shall  guard  his  children  well. 

3  Why  should  this  anidous  load 
Press  down  your  weary  mind  t 

Haste  to  your  heavenly  Father's  throne, 
And  sweet  refreshment  find. 

4  Hb  goodness  stands  approved. 
Unchanged  from  day  to  day : 

I  '11  drop  my  burden  at  his  feet. 
And  bear  a  song  away. 

PhiUp  Doddridge. 
J.  Barnbv. 


Tb«  day  of  prdM  if  dons;  The 


■hadowi  flOl;  TetptM 


208  XufAa^  tnHeH. 

The  day  of  praise  is  done ; 

The  evening  shadows  fall ; 
Yet  pass  not  from  us  with  the  sun. 

True  Light  that  lightenest  all ! 

2  Around  thy  throne  on  high, 
Where  night  can  never  be, 

The  white-robed  harpers  of  the  sky 
Bring  ceaseless  hymns  to  thee. 


^prf 


IM  not  frott  w  id^  the  Bnn,  Troa  Idffht tlwt  licbtniMt  aU! 


3  Too  faint  our  anthems  here ; 
Too  soon  of  praise  we  tire ; 

But  oh,  the  strains  how  full  and  clear 
Of  that  eternal  choir ! 

4  Shine  thou  within  us,  then, 
A  day  that  knows  no  end. 

Till  songs  of  angels  and  of  men 
In  perfect  praise  shall  blend. 

John  EtlettOB. 


CIO0e  of  Setvice. 
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R.  Schumann. 
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Once  more,  before  we  part, 
Oh,  bless  the  Saviour's  name ! 

Let  every  tongae  and  every  heart 
Adore  and  praise  the  same. 

2  Lord,  in  thy  grace  we  came, 
That  blessing  still  impart; 

We  met  in  Jesus'  sacred  name, 
In  Jesus'  name  we  part. 

3  Still  on  thy  holy  word 
Help  us  to  feed,  and  grow. 

Still  to  go  on  to  know  the  Lord, 
And  practice  what  we  know. 

4  Now,  Lord,  before  we  part. 
Help  us  to  bless  thy  name : 

Let  every  tongue  and  every  heart 
Adore  and  praise  the  same. 

Joseph  Hart. 
ULASD.    8.  M. 


210  Bbeniitfl. 

The  swift  declining  day. 

How  fast  its  moments  fly ! 
While  evening's  broad  and  gloomy  shade 

Ghkins  on  the  western  sky. 

2  Ye  mortals,  mark  its  pace. 
And  use  the  hours  of  light; 

And  know,  its  Maker  can  command 
At  once  eternal  night. 

3  Give  glory  to  the  Lord, 

Who  rules  the  whirling  sphere ; 
Submissive  at  his  footstool  bow. 
And  seek  salvation  there. 

4  Then  shall  new  luster  break 
Through  death's  impending  gloom, 

And  lead  you  to  unchanging  light. 
In  your  celestial  home. 

Philip  Doddridge. 
L.  M.  FOSBBRY. 
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The  day  is  past  and  gone, 
The  evening  shades  appear ; 

Oh,  may  we  all  remember  well 
The  night  of  death  draws  near ! 

2  We  lay  our  garments  by, 
Upon  our  beds  to  rest ; 

So  death  will  soon  disrobe  us  all 
Of  what  we  here  possessed. 

3  Lord,  keep  us  safe  this  night, 
Secure  from  all  our  fears ; 


May  angels  gfuard  us  while  we  sleep, 
Till  morning  light  appears. 

4  And  when  we  early  rise. 
And  view  the  unwearied  sun. 

May  we  set  out  to  win  the  prize. 
And  after  glory  run. 

5  And  when  our  days  are  past, 
And  we  from  time  remove. 

Oh,  may  we  in  thy  bosom  rest. 
The  bosom  of  thy  love ! 

John  Lcland. 
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212  "It  is  i." 

„,      .  ,,      .*         .         ,  Come,  Lord,  in  lonesome  days,  when  storms 

The  day  is  gently  smkmg  to  a  close,  assail 

Fainter  and  yet  more  faint  the  sunlight  And  earthly  hopes  and  human  succors  fail : 

^  ^  .  S^^^^ '    «  ,     T,    ,     ,     1  ,  When  all  is  dark,  may  we  behold  thee  nigh, 

O  Brightness  of  thy  Father's  glory,  thou,  ^^^  ^^  ^y^    ^^^      u  pear  not,  for  it  is  I." 
Eternal  Light  of  light,  be  with  us  now ; 

Where  thou  art  present,  darkness  cannot  3  The  weary  world  is  mouldering  to  decay, 

be :  ite  glories  wane,  its  pageants  fade  away ; 

Midnight  is  glorious  noon,  O  Lord,  with  In  that  last  sunset,   when  the  stars  shall 

thee.  faUj 

^,  ,     .     ,    ,  „  .       ,.  -,  May  we  arise,  awakened  by  thy  call, 

2  Thou,  who  in  darkness  walking  didst  ap-  ^-^^^  ^y^^^^  q  Lord,  for  ever  to  abide 

pear  ,.    .  ,       ,  In  that  blest  day  which  has  no  eventide. 

Upon  the  waves,  and  thy  disciples  cheer,  c.  wocdsworth. 


HATDV.    s.  M. 


Arr.  fir.  Haydn. 


Lord,  at  this  cloaing  hour,         Bs-tab-liah  evsrj  hsart    Upon  thy  word  of  truth  and  power,  To  keop  no  whsn  w«  part. 


mi  r  U.  r  r  rirr  Liij^p 


213         *•  Closing  IftouT." 

Lord,  at  this  closing  hour, 

Establish  every  heart 
Upon  thy  word  of  truth  and  power, 

To  keep  us  when  we  part. 

2  Peace  to  our  brethren  give ; 

Fill  all  our  hearts  with  love ; 
In  faith  and  patience  may  we  live. 

And  seek  our  rest  above. 


3  Through  changes,  bright  or  drear. 
We  would  thy  will  pursue ; 

And  toil  to  spread  thy  kingdom  here. 
Till  we  its  glory  view. 

4  To  God,  the  only  wise. 
In  every  age  adored. 

Let  glory  from  the  church  arise 
Through  Jesus  Christ  our  Lord ! 

E.  T.  Fitch. 


Close  of  Service. 
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Arr.  fr.  Costa. 
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^  X  4:  ^^'  f  bcnin0  fiour. 

Father,  by  thy  love  and  power, 
Comes  again  the  evening  hour :  * 
Light  has  vanished,  labors  cease. 
Weary  creatures  rest  in  peace ; 
Thou,  whose  genial  dews  distill 

On  the  lowliest  weed  that  grows. 
Father,  guard  our  couch  from  ill. 

Grant  thy  children  sweet  repose : 
We  to  thee  ourselves  resign, 
Let  our  latest  thoughts  be  thine. 


2  Blessed  Trinity,  be  near 
Through  the  hours  of  darkness  drear ; 
Then,  when  shrinks  the  lonely  heart, 
Thou,  O  God,  most  present  art. 
Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 

Watch  o'er  our  defenceless  head ; 
Let  thy  angels'  guardian  host 

Keep  all  evil  from  our  bed ; 
Till  the  flood  of  morning  rays 
Wake  us  to  a  song  of  praise. 

Joseph  Anstice. 


215  ^^    Tone—HATDH. 

God  of  the  prophets'  power! 

God  of  the  gospel's  sound! 
Move  glorious  on, — ^send  out  thy  voice 

To  all  the  nations  round. 

2  With  hearts  and  lips  imf  eigned. 
We  bless  thee  for  thy  word  j 

We  praise  thee  for  the  joyful  news. 
Which  our  glad  ears  have  heard. 

3  Oh,  may  we  treasure  well 
The  counsels  that  we  hear. 


Till  righteousness  and  holy  joy 
In  all  our  hearts  appear. 

4  Water  the  sacred  seed, 
And  give  it  large  increase  ^ 

May  neither  fowls,  nor  rocks,  nor  thorns^ 
Prevent  the  fruits  of  peace. 

5  And  though  we  sow  in  tears, 
Our  souls  at  last  shall  come. 

And  gather  in  our  sheaves  with  joy 
At  heaven's  great  harvest-home. 

J.  Cenniclc. 


go 


Close  of  Service. 


HUTTBlAa,    L.  IL    OL 


W.  H.  Monk. 
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216  "Ewfargo.- 

Sweet  Savioar,  bless  us  ere  we  go : 
Thy  word  into  our  minds  instill : 

And  make  our  lukewarm  hearts  to  glow 
With  lowly  love  and  fervent  will. 

Rbf. — Through  life's  long  day, 
And  death's  dark  night, 
O  gentle  Jesus,  be  our  light. 

2  The  day  is  gone,  its  hours  have  run, 
And  thou  hast  taken  count  of  all, 

HOLLBT.    7b. 


The  scanty  triumphs  grace  hath  won. 
The  broken  vow,  the  frequent  fall. — Eep. 

3  Do  more  than  pardon ;  give  us  joy, 
Sweet  fear,  and  sober  liberty. 

And  simple  hearts  without  alloy 
That  only  long  to  be  like  thee. — Ref. 

4  For  all  we  love,  the  poor,  the  sad. 
The  sinful  unto  thee  we  call ; 

Oh,  let  thy  mercy  make  us  glad; 
Thou  art  our  Jesus,  and  our  all. — ^Ref. 

Frederick  W.  Faber. 
Gbo.  Hews. 


317  iScpflTfltion. 

For  a  season  called  to  part, 
Let  us  now  ourselves  commend 

To  the  gracious  eye  and  heart 
Of  our  ever  present  Friend. 

2  Jesus,  hear  our  humble  prayer; 
Tender  Shepherd  of  thy  sheep ! 

Let  thy  mercy  and  thy  care 
All  our  souls  in  safety  keep. 

3  In  thy  strength  may  we  be  strong;. 
Sweeten  every  cross  and  pain : 

Give  us,  if  we  live,  ere  long 
Here  to  meet  in  peace  again. 

John  Newton. 


S 1 0  l^smn  at  Iparting. 

Thou,  from  whom  we  never  part, 
Thou,  whose  love  is  everywhere, 

Thou,  who  seest  every  heart. 
Listen  to  our  evening  prayer. 

2  Father,  fill  our  hearts  with  love, 
Love  unfailing,  full  and  free ; 

Love  that  no  alarm  can  move, 
Love  that  ever  rests  on  thee. 

3  Heavenly  Father !  through  the  ni^ht 
Keep  us  safe  from  every  ill ; 

Cheerful  as  the  morning  Ught, 
May  we  wake  to  do  thy  will. 

EUxa  Lee  Follea. 


smnuB.  71. 


Close  of  Service. 
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219  Sbntins. 

Softly  now  the  light  of  day 
Fades  upon  my  sight  away; 
Free  from  care,  from  labor  free, 
Lord,  I  would  commune  with  thee. 

2  Thou,  whose  all-pervading  eye 
Naught  escapes  without,  within, 
Pardon  each  infirmity, 

Open  fault,  and  secret  sin. 

3  Soon,  for  me,  the  light  of  day 
Shall  for  ever  pass  away; 
Then,  from  sin  and  sorrow  free, 
Take  me.  Lord,  to  dwell  with  thee. 

4  Thou  who,  sinless,  yet  hast  known 
All  of  man's  infirmity ; 

Then  from  thine  eternal  throne, 
Jesus,  look  with  pitying  eye. 


G.  W.  Doane. 


220         Aabbfltf)  Cbtnfnfl. 

For  the  mercies  of  the  day, 
For  this  rest  upon  our  way, 
Thanks  to  thee  alone  be  given. 
Lord  of  earth  and  King  of  heaven! 

2  Cold  our  services  have  been. 
Mingled  every  prayer  with  sin : 
But  thou  canst  and  wilt  forgive ; 
By  thy  grace  alone  we  Uve. 

3  While  this  thorny  path  we  tread, 
May  thy  love  our  footsteps  lead ; 
When  our  journey  here  is  past, 
May  we  rest  with  thee  at  last. 

4  Let  these  earthly  Sabbaths  prove 
Foretastes  of  our  joys  above; 
While  their  steps  thy  children  bend 
To  the  rest  which  knows  no  end. 

"O.  p."— Miarionaiy  Minitrel.  ifti6. 
BbISTOL  COLLBCTION. 
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221  Clflfinfl  VrnrTifrtion. 

Now  ICAT  he  who  from  the  dead 
Brought  the  Shepherd  of  the  sheep, 

Jesus  Christ,  our  King  and  Head, 
All  our  souls  in  safety  keep. 

2  May  he  teach  us  to  fulfill 
What  is  pleasing  in  his  sight ; 

Perfect  us  in  all  his  will. 
And  preserve  us  day  and  night. 

JohiiN 


Newton. 


222  Soioloss. 

Praise  the  God  of  our  salvation ; 

Praise  the  Father's  boundless  love ; 
Praise  the  Lamb,  our  expiation ; 

Praise  the  Spirit  from  above  :— 

2  Author  of  the  new  creation. 
Him  by  whom  our  spirits  Uve;— 

Undivided  adoration 
To  the  one  Jehovah  give ! 

Josiah  Couder. 
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223  Cte  9fIST<m. 

Gently,  Lord,  oh,  gently  lead  us, 
Through  this  lonely  vale  of  tears ; 

Through  the  changes  thou  'st  decreed  us, 
Till  our  last  great  change  appears. 

2  When  temptation's  darts  assail  us. 
When  in  devious  paths  we  stray, 

Let  thy  goodness  never  fail  us. 
Lead  us  in  thy  perfect  way. 

VX8FEB  HYlOr.    81,  7s.    D. 


I 


3  In  the  hour  of  pain  and  anguish, 

In  the  hour  when  death  draws  near, 
Suffer  not  our  hearts  to  languish. 
Suffer  not  our  souls  to  fear. 

4  And  when  mortal  life  is  ended. 
Bid  us  in  thine  arms  to  rest. 

Till,  by  angel  bands  attended, 
We  awake  among  the  blest. 

Thomas  HaatinKS. 
Arr.  by  L.  Mason. 
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Saviour,  breathe  an  evening  blessing. 

Ere  repose  our  spirits  seal; 
Sin  and  want  we  come  confessing; 

Thou  canst  save,  and  thou  canst  heal. 
Though  destruction  walk  around  us, 

Though  the  arrow  near  us  fly. 
Angel  guards  from  thee  surround  us, 

We  are  safe  if  thou  art  nigh. 


2  Though  the  night  be  dark  and  dreary. 

Darkness  cannot  hide  from  thee ; 
Thou  art  he  who,  never  weary, 

Watcheth  where  thy  people  be. 
Should  swift  death  this  night  o'ertake  us. 

And  our  couch  become  our  tomb. 
May  the  morn  in  heaven  awake  us, 

Clad  in  light  and  deathless  bloom. 

James  Edmestocu 


VEL80V.    8i,7i,4f. 
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God  of  our  salvation!  hear  us;  Bless,oh,bless  us,ere  we  go;  When  we  join  the  world,be  near  us, 
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Lest  we  cold  and  careless  grow.  Saviourl  keep  us;  Saviour!  keep  us;  Keep  us  safe  from  every  foe. 
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God  of  our  salvation !  hear  us ; 

Bless,  ohy  bless  us,  ere  we  go ; 
When  we  join  the  world,  be  near  us, 

Lest  we  cold  and  careless  grow. 
Saviour!  keep  us; 

Keep  us  safe  from  every  foe. 
2  As  our  steps  are  drawing  nearer 

To  our  everlasting^home. 
May  our  view  of  heaven  grow  clearer, 

Hope  more  bright  of  joys  to  come; 
And,  when  dying. 

May  thy  presence  cheer  the  gloom. 

Thomas  Kelly. 
8i,  7iy  4i. 
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Keep  us.  Lord,  oh,  keep  us  ever : 

Vain  our  hope,  if  left  by  thee ; 
We  are  thine ;  oh,  leave  us  never. 

Till  thy  glorious  face  we  see ; 
Then  to  praise  thee 

Through  a  bright  eternity. 
2  Precious  is  thy  word  of  promise, 

Precious  to  thy  people  here; 
Never  take  thy  presence  from  us, 

Jesus,  Saviour,  still  be  near: 
Living,  dying. 

May  thy  name  our  spirits  cheer. 


Thomas  Kelly. 

J.  J.  Rousseau. 

td.  D.c. 
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227  9ismit§al 

Lord,  dismiss  us  with  thy  blessing. 

Fill  our  hearts  with  joy  and  peace ; 
Let  us  each,  thy  love  possessing, 

Triumph  in  redeeming  grace ; 
Oh,  refresh  us. 

Traveling  through  this  wilderness. 
2  Thanks  we  give,  and  adoration. 

For  thy  gospel's  joyful  sound. 
May  the  fruits  of  thy  salvation 


In  our  hearts  and  lives  abound; 

May  thy  presence 
With  us  evermore  be  foimd. 
3  So,  whene'er  the  signal 's  given. 

Us  from  earth  to  call  away ; 
Borne  on  angels'  wings  to  heaven. 
Glad  to  leave  our  cumbrous  clay. 

May  we,  ready. 
Rise  and  reign  in  endless  day. 

John  Fawcett. 
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228  Bbenfnu  IPniBfT. 

Hear  my  prayer,  0  heavenly  Father, 
Ere  I  lay  me  down  to  sleep: 

Bid  thine  angels,  pure  and  holy, 
Bound  my  bed  their  vigil  keep. 

2  Great  my  sins  are,  but  thy  mercy 
Far  outweighs  them  every  one; 

Down  before  thy  cross  I  cast  them, 
Trusting  in  thy  help  alone. 

3  Keep  me,  through  this  night  of  peril, 
Underneath  its  boundless  shade ; 

Take  me  to  thy  rest,  I  pray  thee, 
When  my  pilgrimage  is  made. 

4  None  shall  measure  out  thy  patience 
By  the  span  of  human  thought; 

None  shall  bound  the  tender  mercies 
Which  thy  holy  Son  has  brought. 

5  Pardon  all  my  past  transgressions ; 
Give  me  strength  for  days  to  come ; 

Guide  and  guard  me  with  thy  blessing. 
Till  thine  angels  bid  me  home. 

Harriet  Parr. 

229  "  ^«n«  «*'  •  *«»^-*' 

HEAVENiiY  Father,  grant  thy  blessing 
On  the  teaching  of  this  day; 

That  our  hearts,  thy  fear  possessing, 
May  from  sin  be  turned  away. 

2  Have  we  wandered  t  oh,  forgive  us. 
Have  we  wished  from  truth  to  rove  t 

Turn,  oh,  turn  us,  and  receive  us. 
And  incline  us  thee  to  love. 

Anon..  1835. 


230  "fftioudesrrft" 

Lord  !  in  love  and  mercy  save  us. 

For  our  trust  is  all  in  tiiee : 
In  that  cleansing  fountain  lave  us, 

Which  alone  can  make  us  free ! 

2  Weary,  life's  rough  billows  breasting, 
Through  the  long  lone  dismal  night. 

Grant  that  calmly,  on  thee  resting. 
We  may  wait  for  morning  light. 

3  Lord!  we  pray,  and  know  thou  hearest, 
For  thy  promises  are  true : 

Grant  the  heart- wish  that  is  dearest ; 
He  who  knows  can  also  do ! 

A.  J.  SymJngtoa. 
^31  VUSfitlfl  Mttjlflt. 

Gracious  Saviour,  thus  before  thee 
With  our  varied  want  and  care ; 

For  a  blessing  we  implore  thee. 
Listen  to  our  evening  prayer ! 

2  By  thy  favor  safely  living, 
With  a  grateful  heart  we  raise 

Songs  of  jubilant  thanksgiving; 
Listen  to  our  evening  praise. 

3  Through  the  day.  Lord,  thou  hast  given 
Strength  sufi&cient  for  our  need; 

Cheered  us  with  sweet  hopes  of  heaven, 
Helped  and  comforted  indeed. 

4  Lord,  we  thank  thee,  and  adore  thee, 
For  the  solace  of  thy  love ; 

And  rejoicing  thus  before  thee, 
Wait  thy  blessing  from  above! 

Henry  Batcaan. 


Cloec  ot  Service. 


cAxmmT.  1U19S. 


W,  J.  FOXKLL. 
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^^ 


SaviooTi  to     tliM      wt     xaiMoorhyaBof  gladiuM ;     Om0  mortat  •Tttiag'ilioar wt  look  tolkoaT^a  -  boro : 


Sayioub,  to  thee  we  raise  our  hymn  of  glad-  ended, 

^®S8  5  Close  thouy  0  Lord,  our  weary  eyes  in 

Once  more  at  evening's  hour  we  look  to  eentle  sleep  • 

heaven  above :                , ,    ,  .,       ^  So  may  we  ever  be  by  thee  defended— 

Par,  far  behmd  to  leave  earth's  toil  and  q^^  ^^y  thy  guardian  angels  round  us 

sadness—                                   [love.  ^^  ^       , 

So  resting  only  on  thy  great  redeemmg 

^       , .    _     ,     .                      ,         „ ,  4  Our  souls  restore,  renew  our  powers,  and 

2  May  this  day's  sins,  we  pray  thee,  all  be  make  us 

pardoned  5                    ^  Strong  in  thy  strength  to  rise  and  greet 

Grant  us  thy  absolution,  give  thy  grace  ^^  morning  Ught ; 

to  cheer  5             ^     .    ^,      ,       ,  And  at  the  last,  0  blessed  Saviour,  take  us 

Oh,  never  let  our  hearts  by  sm  be  hardened,  rp^  ^^^^  ^^^  ^^^  ^  ^^lAt  glad  land  which 

Bat  keep  our  conscience  tender,  give  us  knows  no  night ! 

holy  fear.  w.  j.  Foxeii. 


ffr.  SXLV18T1B.    8i,  7s. 
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J.  B.  Dykss. 
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Cloee  ot  Service, 


TBimngTiAR.    Ot,  5i. 


J.  Barnbv. 


S33  Saais^bfT. 

Now  THE  day  is  over, 
Night  is  drawing  nigh, 

Shadows  of  the  evening 
Steal  across  the  sky. 

2  Jesus,  give  the  weary 
Calm  and  sweet  repose ; 

With  thy  tenderest  blessing 
May  our  eyelids  close. 

3  Grant  to  little  children 
Visions  bright  of  thee ; 

8T0CKWILL.    8i,7i. 


Shadows  of  tlio  •▼oning  Steal  a-  eron 


■ky 


Guard  the  sailor  tossing 
On  the  deep  blue  sea. 

4  Through  the  long  night-watches, 
May  thine  angels  spread 

Their  white  wingfs  above  me, 
Watching  round  my  bed. 

5  When  the  morning  wakens, 
Then  may  I  arise, 

Pure  and  fresh  and  sinless 
In  thy  holy  eyes. 

S.  Bariiy-Could. 


D.  £.  JoNRS. 


S  3  4  Vrnrtiidion. 

May  the  grace  of  Christ  our  Saviour, 
And  the  Father's  boimdless  love, 

With  the  Holy  Spirit's  favor. 
Rest  upon  us  from  above. 

2  Thus  may  we  abide  in  union 
With  each  other  and  the  Lord, 

And  possess,  in  sweet  communion, 
Joys  which  earth  cannot  afford. 

John  Newton. 

236  ««n«rt. 

Lo,  THE  day  of  rest  declineth, 
Gather  fast  the  shades  of  night ; 

May  the  Sun  which  ever  shineth, 
Fill  our  souls  with  heavenly  light ! 

2  While  thine  ear  of  love  addressing 
Thus  our  parting  hymn  we  sing, 

Father,  grant  thine  evening  blessing. 
Fold  us  safe  beneath  thy  wing ! 


Chandler  Robbins. 


236  1PsaIm23:2. 

Heavenly  Shepherd,  guide  us,  feed  us, 
Through  our  pilgrimage  below. 

And  beside  the  waters  lead  us, 
Where  thy  flock  rejoicing  go. 

2  Lord,  thy  guardian  presence  ever. 
Meekly  bending,  we  implore ; 

We  have  foimd  thee,  and  would  never. 
Never  wander  from  thee  more. 

J.  BIckenteth,  alt. 

237  SifmtfMl. 

Lord,  dismiss  us  with  thy  blessing ; 

Bid  us  now  depart  in  peace ; 
Still  on  heavenly  manna  feeding, 

Let  our  faith  and  love  increase. 

2  Fill  each  breast  with  consolation ; 

Up  to  thee  our  hearts  we  raise ; 
When  we  reach  our  blissful  station, 

Then  we  '11  give  thee  nobler  praise. 

Robert  Hawker. 


aiO0e  ot  Service. 


xncFLi.  p.  K. 


E.  J.  Hopkins. 
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Qod,  that  BUhdMiMrthaBdliMTtntDftrkiiMi  and  light;  Who  tht  day  te  toil  hMtfiTUf    for  roit  tho  night;  Kajthiaoaiifol- 


guffdodo-itad  Of,    nnmbor  fwoitthy  mer-oy  Mnd    ni,     Ho  •  ly  drtomt  and  hopM  attond   na,    This  liTO-long  night 


238  "Hfrpua,  lort." 

God,  that  madest  earth  and  heaven , 

Darkness  and  light; 
Who  the  day  for  toil  hast  given, 

For  rest  the  night ; 
May  thine  angel-guards  defend  us, 
Slumber  sweet  thy  mercy  send  us, 
Holy  dreams  and  hopes  attend  us, 

This  livelong  night. 

BUAS  or  UFB.    6i,  4f. 


2  Guard  us  waking,  guard  us  sleeping, 

And  when  we  die, 
May  we  in  thy  mighty  keeping 

All  peaceful  lie : 
When  the  last  dread  call  shall  wake  us, 
Do  not  thou  our  God  forsake  us, 
But  to  reign  in  glory  take  us 

With  thee  on  high. 

R.  Heber:  R.  Whately. 
W.  F.  Shbrwin. 


Bnak  thontho  hroad  of   lift,      Doar    Lord,  to     mo, 

^ m-^ — I — I -iS — ^    m  ,CL 


As     thon  didflt  break  tholoavoo  Bo  •  tido  tho     ooa; 


«>- 


I 


21 


I      aookthooi  Lord;     My     ipir-it    panto Ibr  thoo»    0       liv- ing  Word! 


T=^ 


239        "»a«iaa*e.- 

Break  thou  the  bread  of  life. 

Dear  Lord,  to  me, 
As  thou  didst  break  the  loaves 

Beside  the  sea ; 
Beyond  the  sacred  page 

I  seek  thee,  Lord; 
My  spirit  pants  for  thee, 

0  living  Word! 
7 


2  Bless  thou  the  truth,  dear  Lord, 

To  me — to  me — 
As  thou  didst  bless  the  bread 

By  Galilee ; 
Then  shall  all  bondage  cease, 

All  fetters  fall ; 
And  I  shall  find  my  peace. 

My  All-in- All! 

Mary  A.  Lathbury. 
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Air.  by  Emmklar. 


240  OKftofCSoti. 

Book  of  grace,  and  book  of  glory! 

Gift  of  God  to  age  and  youth, 
Wondrous  is  thy  saored  story, 

Bright,  bright  with  truth. 

2  Book  of  love !  in  accents  tender 
Speaking  unto  such  as  we; 

May  it  lead  us.  Lord,  to  render 
All,  all  to  thee. 


3  Book  of  hope !  the  spirit,  sighing, 
Sweetest  comfort  finds  in  thee, 

As  it  hears  the  Saviour  crying, 
"  Come,  come  to  me ! " 

4  Book  of  life,  when  we,  reposing, 
Bid  farewell  to  friends  we  love, 

Give  us,  for  the  life  then  closing. 
Life,  life  above. 

Thomas  Mackellar. 


UZBBIDOS.    L.  M. 


Lowell  Mason. 


241  ysalml9. 

The  heavens  declare  thy  glory,  Lord  I 
In  every  star  thy  wisdom  shines ; 

But,  when  our  eyes  behold  thy  word. 
We  read  thy  name  in  fairer  lines. 


242  »Mi»n  w. 

Great  Sun  of  Righteousness,  arise ! 

Oh,  bless  the  world  with  heavenly  light ! 
Thy  gospel  makes  the  simple  wise : 

Thy  laws  are  pure,  thy  judgments  right. 


^        „.  -      -        .      ,.  w  2  Thy  noblest  wonders  here  we  view, 

2  The  rollmg  sun  the  changing  hght,  j^  ^^^  renewed  and  sins  forgiven  :- 

And  nights  and  days  thy  power  confess ;  ^ord,  cleanse  my  sins,  my  soul  renew, 
But  the  blest  volume  thou  hast  wnt  ^^  ^^^^  ^^ly  word  my  guide  to  heaven. 

Reveals  thy  justice  and  thy  grace.  isaac  watt». 


3  Sun,  moon,  and  stars  convey  thy  praise 
Round  the  whole  earth,  and  never  stand; 

So,  when  thy  truth  began  its  race. 
It  touched  and  glanced  on  every  land. 

4  Nor  shall  thy  spreading  gospel  rest, 

Till  through  the  world  thy  truth  has  run, 
Till  Christ  has  all  the  nations  blessed, 
That  see  the  light,  or  feel  the  sun. . 

Isaac  Watts. 


L 


243  »«!«» w- 

Almighty  Lord,  the  sun  shall  fail, 
The  moon  forget  her  nightly  tale, 
And  deepest  silence  hush  on  high, 
The  radiant  chorus  of  the  sky ; — 

2  But  fixed  for  everlasting  years, 
Unmoved,  amid  the  wreck  of  sphered. 
Thy  word  shall  shine  in  cloudless  day. 
When  heaven  and  earth  have  passed  away^ 

RobettGnat  fl    ^ 


ITbe  Scriptures* 
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F.  W.  WlLUAMS. 
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liaes,  And    truth  is    drawn    in       fair  •  est     lines. 


^^ 


€iit  SofprI  CSorti. 

GoDy  in  the  gospel  of  his  Son, 
Makes  his  eternal  counsels  known : 
Where  love  in  all  its  glory  shines, 
And  truth  is  drawn  in  &irest  lines. 

2  Here  sinners,  of  an  humble  frame, 
May  taste  his  grace,  and  learn  his  name ; 
May  read,  in  characters  of  blood. 
The  wisdom,  power,  and  grace  of  God. 

CAPILLa    L.  K. 


3  Here  faith  reveals  to  mortal  eyes 
A  brighter  world  beyond  the  skies ; 

Here  shines  the  light  which  guides  our  way 
From  earth  to  realms  of  endless  day. 

4  Oh,  grant  us  gprace.  Almighty  Lord, 
To  read  and  mark  thy  holy  word; 

Its  truth  with  meekness  to  receive, 
And  by  its  holy  precepts  live. 

B«\|aniin  Bcddome. 
R.  Krbutzbk. 


I  iJiJjLJIiiJJj.i 


Up  •    on       the   Qos   •  pel's     sa    •  cred  page     The  gathered  beams    of      a    •   ges  shine; 


;.'j.i.ii;:ni.ifii  r;n 


it    hast  -  ens,    ev    -    ery  age 


But    makes  its    bright-ness  more  di  -  vine. 


fhn\lAnf\<i!\\\mi 


3  More  glorious,  still,  as  centuries  roll. 
New  regions  blest,  new  powers  unfurled. 

Expanding  with  the  expanding  soul, 
Its  radiance  shall  overflow  the  world — 


345  christian  Sbibrna. 

Upon  the  Gospel's  sacred  page 

The  gathered  beams  of  ages  shine  *, 

And,  as  it  hastens,  every  age 

But  makes  its  brightness  more  divine.  ^ 

4  Flow  to  restore,  but  not  destroy; 
2  On  mightier  wing,  in  loftier  flight,  ^g  ^j^^^  ^^e  cloudless  lamp  of  day 

Prom  year  to  year  does  knowledge  soar ;   p^^^^^  ^^^  i^  A^^  ^£  li^j^^  ^^  j^y^ 

And,  as  it  soars,  the  Gospel  light  j^^  sweeps  the  lingering  mists  away. 

Becomes  effulgent  more  and  more.  john 


ICX> 


80UTHWILL.    C.  K. 


pJiJJ^I^il^ll^JJ 
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The  Spirit  brMtiiMnp<mt]i0werd,lBdbri]igitkt  troth  to  light  :FnetpUA^  af-ford  ▲     nnetify-i&f  light 
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246  ^nimtld. 

The  Spirit  breathes  upon  the  word, 
And  brings  the  truth  to  sight; 

Precepts  and  promises  afford 
A  sanctifying  light. 

2  A  glory  g^ds  the  sacred  page, 
Majestic,  like  the  sun ; 

It  gives  a  light  to  every  age ; — 
It  gives,  but  borrows  none. 

3  The  hand,  that  gave  it,  still  supplies 
The  gracious  light  and  heat ; 

Its  truths  upon  the  nations  rise, — 
They  rise,  but  never  set. 

4  Let  everlasting  thanks  be  thine. 
For  such  a  bright  display, 

As  makes  a  world  of  darkness  shine 
With  beams  of  heavenly  day. 

5  My  soul  rejoices  to  pursue 
The  steps  of  him  I  love. 

Till  glory  breaks  upon  my  view, 
In  brighter  worlds  above. 

William  Cowper. 
XVOZ.    C.  K. 


247  9Bahntt». 

How  SHALL  the  young  secure  their  hearts, 
And  guard  their  lives  from  sin  f 

Thy  word  the  choicest  rules  imparts 
To  keep  the  conscience  clean. 

2  When  once  it  enters  to  the  mind. 
It  spreads  such  light  abroad ; 

The  meanest  souls  instruction  find, 
And  raise  their  thoughts  to  Ood. 

3  'T  is  like  the  sun,  a  heavenly  light, 
That  guides  us  all  the  day ; 

And,  through  the  dangers  of  the  night, 
A  lamp  to  lead  our  way. 

4  Thy  precepts  make  me  truly  wise; 
I  hate  the  sinner's  road ; 

I  hate  my  own  vain  thoughts  that  rise. 
But  love  thy  law,  my  God! 

5  Thy  word  is  everlasting  truth; 
How  pure  is  every  page! 

That  holy  book  shall  guide  our  youth. 
And  well  support  our  age. 

Isaac  Watts. 
Fr.  Temple  Mblodibs. 


248  ^^^^  ^^^* 

How  PRECIOUS  is  the  book  divine. 

By  inspiration  given ! 
Bright  as  a  lamp  its  doctrines  shine. 

To  guide  our  souls  to  heaven. 

2  O'er  all  the  strait  and  narrow  way 
Its  radiant  beams  are  cast; 

A  light  whose  never  weary  ray 
Grows  brightest  at  the  last. 


3  It  sweetly  cheers  our  drooping  hearts, 
In  this  dark  vale  of  tears ; 

Life,  light,  and  joy,  it  still  imparts, 
And  quells  our  rising  fears. 

4  This  lamp,  through  all  the  tedious  night 
Of  life,  shall  guide  our  way. 

Till  we  behold  a  clearer  light 
Of  an  eternal  day. 

John  Fawcctt 


Zbc  Scripturcd. 
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J.  B.  Dykbs. 
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Qkthaml  lovathj  ho-lylsir!  Tia  dai-ly  my    da  -  llfht;  AndthflnetmyiBtditatioiu  4nw  Di-riiM ad-Tiot  by  ni^t. 


349  i^bntld. 

Oh,  how  I  love  thy  holy  law ! 

Tis  daily  my  delight; 
And  thence  my  meditations  draw 

Divine  advice  by  night. 

2  How  doth  thy  word  my  heart  engage ! 
How  well  employ  my  tongue! 

And  in  my  tiresome  pilgrimage 
Yields  me  a  heavenly  song. 

3  Am  I  a  stranger,  or  at  home, 
Tis  my  perpetual  feast: 

Not  honey  dropping  from  the  comb. 
So  much  allures  the  taste. 

4  No  treasures  so  enrich  the  mind, 
Nor  shall  thy  word  be  sold 

For  loads  of  silver  well-refined. 
Nor  heaps  of  choicest  gold. 

5  When  nature  sinks,  and  spirits  droop, 
Thy  promises  of  grace 

Are  pillars  to  support  my  hope. 
And  there  I  write  thy  praise. 


Isaac  Watts. 


TOBX.    a  K. 


250  "SiAIcifalaTB.'* 

Father  of  mercies!  in  thy  word 

What  endless  glory  shines ! 
For  ever  be  thy  name  adored, 

For  these  eelestial  lines. 

2  Here,  the  fair  tree  of  knowledge  g^ws, 
And  yields  a  free  repast; 

Sublimer  sweets  than  nature  knows 
Invite  the  longing  taste. 

3  Here,  the  Redeemer's  welcome  voice 
Spreads  heavenly  peace  around ; 

And  life  and  everlasting  joys 
Attend  tJie  blissful  sound. 

4  Oh,  may  these  heavenly  pages  be 
My  ever  dear  delight ; 

And  still  new  beauties  may  I  see. 
And  still  increasing  light. 

5  Divine  Instructor,  gracious  Lord ! 
Be  thou  for  ever  near; 

Teach  me  to  love  thy  saored  word, 
And  view  my  Saviour  there. 

Anne  Steele. 
Scotch  Psalter. 


Oft,  thAt  tka  Lord  woidd  fvida  xay  ways  To  Iraap  hla  atotataa  itiU :  Oh»that  my  Ctod  wimld  grant  na  gr^ 


251  i^Imlld. 

Oh,  that  the  Lord  would  guide  my  ways 

To  keep  his  statutes  still : 
Oh,  that  my  God  would  grant  me  grace 

To  know  and  do  his  will. 

2  Oh,  send  thy  Spirit  down,  to  write 

Thy  law  upon  my  heart; 
Nor  let  my  tongue  indulge  deceit. 

Or  act  the  liar's  part. 


^^^^^ 


3  Order  my  footsteps  by  thy  word. 
And  make  my  heart  sincere ; 

Let  sin  have  no  dominion,  Lord! 
But  keep  my  conscience  clear. 

4  Make  me  to  walk  in  thy  commands — 
'Tis  a  delightful  road; 

Nor  let  my  head,  or  heart,  or  hands. 
Offend  against  my  God. 

Isaac  Watts. 
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Zbc  Scrfptitte0. 
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T.  R.  Matthbws. 
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chang-ing,        O    Lic^ht     of    our     dark     sky! 
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praise  thee  for    the       ra  •  diance    That 


^ififfTfif-T^in 


from  the    hallowed    page,    A     Ian- tern     to     our      footsteps,  Shines  on    from  age     to      age. 


352       ^^  C^urr(*i  ffift. 

0  WORD  of  God  incarnate, 

0  Wisdom  from  on  high, 
0  Truth  unchanged,  unchanging, 

O  Light  of  our  dark  sky! 
We  praise  thee  for  the  radiance 

That  from  the  hallowed  page, 
A  lantern  to  our  footsteps. 

Shines  on  from  age  to  age. 

2  The  Church  from  her  dear  Master 
Received  the  gift  divine. 

And  still  that  light  she  lifteth 

O'er  all  the  earth  to  shine. 
It  is  the  golden  casket 

Where  gems  of  truth  are  stored. 
It  is  the  heaven-drawn  picture 

Of  Christ  the  Uving  Word. 

3  Oh,  make  thy  Church,  dear  Saviour, 
A  lamp  of  burnished  gold, 

To  bear  before  the  nations 

Thy  true  light  as  of  old ; 
Oh,  teach  thy  wandering  pilgrims 

By  this  their  path  to  trace. 
Till,  clouds  and  darkness  ended. 

They  see  thee  face  to  face. 

WiUiam  W.  How. 


253  «Mlml9. 

The  heavens  declare  thy  glor>', 

The  firmament  thy  power; 
Day  unto  day  the  story 

Repeats  from  hour  to  hour : 
Night  unto  night  replying. 

Proclaims  in  every  land, 
0  Lord,  with  voice  undying 

The  wonders  of  thy  hand. 

2  How  perfect,  just,  and  holy 
The  precepts  tiiou  hast  given ; 

Still  making  wise  the  lowly. 
They  lift  the  thoughts  to  heaven: 

How  pure,  how  soul-restoring, 
Thy  gospel's  heavenly  ray, 

A  brighter  radiance  pouring 
Than  noon  of  brightest  day! 

3  All  heaven  on  high  rejoices 
To  do  its  Maker's  will; 

The  stars  with  solemn  voices 

Resound  thy  praises  still: 
So  let  my  whole  behavior. 

Thoughts,  words,  and  actions  be, 
0  Lord,  my  strength,  my  Saviour, 

One  ceaseless  song  to  thee. 

Thomai  Rawsoa  Btrks. 
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J.  p.  HOLBROOK. 
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O    God,  the  Rock  of     A  •   ges,  Wbo    ev  -  er-more  hast  been.   What  time  the  tempest  ra  •  ges, 

D.  8 — To    ead-less  gen-er  -  a  •  tions, 


FIMB. 


D.S. 


Our  dwelling-place  se  •  rene :        Be  •  fore  t^y  first  ere  -    a  -  tions,      O    Lord,  the  same  as  now. 


254    BknUurtiiii.~9«- M- 

O  Gk)Dy  the  Rock  of  Ages, 

Who  evermore  hast  been. 
What  time  the  tempest  rages, 

Our  dwelling-place  serene : 
Before  thy  first  creations, 

O  Lord,  the  same  as  now, 
To  endless  generations, 

The  Everlasting  thou! 

2  Our  years  are  like  the  shadows 
On  sunny  hills  that  lie. 

Or  grasses  in  the  meadows 
That  blossom  but  to  die : 

A  sleep,  a  dream,  a  story. 
By  strangers  quickly  told, 

An  imremaining  glory 

Of  things  that  soon  are  old. 

3  O  thou  who  canst  not  slumber, 
Whose  light  grows  never  pale. 

Teach  us  aright  to  number 
Our  years  before  they  fail! 

On  us  thy  mercy  lighten. 
On  us  thy  goodness  rest. 

And  let  thy  Spirit  brighten 
The  hearts  thyself  hast  blessed! 


E.  H.  Bickefsteth. 


S3o  #mnifTrfrnt. 

On  mountains  and  in  valleys 
Where'er  we  go  is  God; 

The  cottage  and  the  palace, 
Alike  are  his  abode. 


With  watchful  eye  abiding 

Upon  us  with  delight; 
Our  souls,  in  him  confiding. 

He  keeps  both  day  and  night. 

2  Above  me  and  beside  me. 

My  God  is  ever  near. 
To  watch,  protect,  and  guide  me. 

Whatever  ills  appear. 
Though  other  friends  may  fail  me; 

In  sorrow's  dark  abode. 
Though  death  itself  assail  me, 

I  'm  ever  safe  with  God. 

Tr.  fr.  the  Dutch. 

'T  IS  NOT  that  I  did  choose  thee. 

For,  Lord !  that  could  not  be ; 
This  heart  would  still  refuse  thee ; 

But  thou  hast  chosen  me ; — 
Hast,  from  the  sin  that  stained  me, 

Washed  me  and  set  me  free. 
And  to  this  end  ordained  me. 

That  I  should  live  to  thee. 

2  'T  was  sovereign  mercy  called  me, 

And  taught  my  opening  mind ; 
The  world  had  else  enthralled  me. 

To  heavenly  glories  blind. 
My  heart  owns  none  above  thee ; 

For  thy  rich  grace  I  thirst ; 
This  knowing,— if  I  love  thee. 

Thou  must  have  loved  me  first. 

Jotiah  Couder. 
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J.  B.  DVKBS. 
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Father  of  heaven,  whose  love  profound 
A  ransom  for  our  souls  hath  found, 
Before  thy  throne  we  sinners  bend ; 
To  us  thy  pardoning  love  extend. 

2  Almighty  Son — incarnate  Word — 
Our  Prophet,  Priest,  Redeemer,  Lord! 
Before  thy  throne  we  sinners  bend ; 
To  us  thy  saving  grace  extend. 

3  Eternal  Spirit !  by  whose  breath 
The  soul  is  raised  from  sin  and  death, — 
Before  thy  throne  we  sinners  bend ; 

To  us  thy  quickening  power  extend. 

4  Jehovah! — Father,  Spirit,  Son! 
Mysterious  Godhead ! — Three  in  One ! 
Before  thy  throne  we  sinners  bend  j 
Grace,  pardon,  life  to  us  extend. 

Edward  Cooper. 
3oS  SiurarrtiabUnfff. 

With  deepest  reverence  at  thy  throne, 
Jehovah,  peerless  and  unknown! 
Our  feeble  spirits  strive,  in  vain, 
A  glimpse  of  thee,  great  God !  to  gain. 

2  Who,  by  the  closest  search,  can  find 
The  eternal,  uncreated  Mind  ? 

Nor  men,  nor  angels  can  explore 

Thy  heights  of  love,  thy  depths  of  power. 

3  That  power  we  trace  on  every  side ; 
Oh,  may  thy  wisdom  be  our  guide ! 
And  while  we  live,  and  when  we  die, 
May  thine  almighty  love  be  nigh. 

Edmund  Butcher. 
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God  of  my  life,  to  thee  belong 
The  grateful  heart,  the  joyful  song ; 
Touched  by  thy  love,  each  tuneful  chord 
Resounds  the  goodness  of  the  Lord. 

2  Yet  why,  dear  Lord,  this  tender  care  T 
Why  doth  thy  hand  so  kindly  rear 

A  useless  cumberer  of  the  ground, 
On  which  so  little  fruit  is  found  f 

3  Still  let  the  barren  fig-tree  stand 
Upheld  and  fostered  by  thy  hand; 
And  let  its  fruit  and  verdure  be 

A  grateful  tribute.  Lord,  to  thee. 

EUnbeth  Scon. 

260  JBastns. 

Wait,  0  my  soul !  thy  Maker^s  will; 
Tumultuous  passions,  all  be  still ! 
Nor  let  a  murmuring  thought  arise ; 
His  ways  are  just,  his  counsels  wise. 

2  He  in  the  thickest  darkness  dwells, 
Performs  his  work,  the  cause  conceals ; 
But,  though  his  methods  are  unknown. 
Judgment  and  truth  support  his  throne. 

3  In  heaven,  and  earth,  and  air,  and  seas, 
He  executes  his  firm  decrees ; 

And  by  his  saints  it  stands  confessed. 
That  what  he  does  is  ever  best. 

4  Wait,  then,  my  soul !  submissive  wait, 
Prostrate  before  his  awful  seat ; 

And,  'mid  the  terrors  of  his  rod. 
Trust  in  a  wise  and  gracious  God. 

Beqjamin  Beddooie. 
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Od   thee  we  cast  each  earth-born    care,        We    smile  at     pain,  while  thou  art      near. 


iv7f[:}Pf  i[;fpif  ff^fif  f  f"ii 


261  "fl^eairtiuar.'' 

O  Love  Divine !  that  stooped  to  share 
Our  sharpest  pang,  our  bitterest  tear. 

On  thee  we  cast  each  earth-bom  care, 
We  smile  at  pain,  while  thou  art  near. 


263  ^<  Cdnita. 

Blest  Trinity !  from  mortal  sight 
Vailed  in  thine  own  eternal  light ! 
We  thee  confess,  in  thee  believe ; 
To  thee  with  loving  hearts  we  cleave. 


2  Though  long  the  weary  way  we  tread,       2  0  Father!  thou  most  holy  One ! 

And  sorrow  crown  each  lin^ring  year,     O  God  of  God !  Eternal  Son! 
No  path  we  shun,  no  darkness  dread,  0  Holy  Ghost !  thou  Love  Divine ! 

Our  hearts  still  whispering,  thou  art  near.  To  join  them  both  is  ever  thine. 


3  When  drooping  pleasure  turns  to  grief. 
And  trembling  faith  is  changed  to  fear, 

The  murmuring  wind,  the  quivering  leaf, 
Shall  softly  tell  us  thou  art  near. 

4  On  thee  we  fling  our  burdening  woe, 
0  Love  Divine,  for  ever  dear; 

Content  to  suffer  while  we  know, 
Living  or  dying,  thou  art  near! 

O.  W.  Holmn. 
362  Sifetiu  IpTobftnur. 

60D  of  the  world !  thy  glories  shine, 
Through  earth  and  heaven  with  rays  divine ; 
Thy  smile  gives  beauty  to  the  flower. 
Thine  anger  to  the  tempest  power. 

2  God  of  eternal  life !  thy  love 
Doth  every  stain  of  sin  remove ; 

The  cross,  the  cross, — its  hallowed  light 
Shall  drive  from  earth  her  cheerless  night. 

3  God  of  all  goodness !  to  the  skies 
Our  hearts  in  grateful  anthems  rise ; 
And  to  thy  service  shall  be  given 
The  rest  of  life,  the  whole  of  heaven. 

S.  S.  Cuttiiv. 


3  Eternal  Father !  thee  we  praise ; 
To  thee,  0  Son !  our  hymns  we  raise ; 
0  Holy  Ghost !  we  thee  adore! 
One  mighty  God  for  evermore. 

Heary  W.  Baker. 
264  ffoti  our  lifltit. 

All  holy,  everliving  One ! 

With  uncreated  splendor  bright ! 
Darkness  may  blot  from  heaven  the  sun, 

Thou  art  my  everlasting  light. 

2  Let  every  star  withold  its  ray ; 

Clouds  hide  the  earth  and  sky  from  sight ; 
Fearless  I  still  pursue  my  way 
Toward  thee,  my  everlasting  light. 

3  Thou  art  the  only  source  of  day ; 
Forgetting  thee  alone  is  night ; 

All  thingfs  for  which  we  hope  or  pray 
Flow  from  thine  everlasting  light. 

4  Still  nearer  thee  my  soul  would  rise ; 
Thus  she  attains  her  highest  flight, 

And,  as  the  eagle  sunward  flies, 
Seeks  thee,  her  everlasting  light. 

Thomas  HUU 
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Samuel  Pakkman  Tucicbkmam. 


Lord!  thou  hast  searched  and  seen  me    through;  Thine  eye  com-mands, with  pierc  -  ing    view. 
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My     ris  •  ing,      and  my    rest   -  ing    hours.    My    heart  and  flesh      with    all       their  powers. 
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Lord  !  thou  hast  searched  and  seen  me  thro'; 
Thine  eye  commands,  with  piercing  view, 
My  rising,  and  my  resting  hoars, 
My  heart  and  fle&Ji,  with  all  their  powers. 

2  My  thoughts,  before  they  are  my  own. 
Are  to  my  God  distinctly  known ; 

He  knows  the  words  I  mean  to  speak. 
Ere  from  my  opening  lips  they  break. 

3  Within  thy  circling  power  I  stand ; 
On  every  side  I  find  thy  hand ; 
Awake,  asleep,  at  home,  abroad, 
I  am  surrounded  still  with  God. 

4  Amazing  knowledge,  vast  and  great ! 
What  large  extent !  what  lofty  height ! 


mLOOKBl.    L.  K. 


My  soul,  with  all  the  powers  I  boast 
Is  in  the  boundless  prospect  lost. 

5  Oh,  may  these  thoughts  possess  my  breast, 
Where'er  I  rove,  where'er  I  rest; 
Nor  let  my  weaker  passions  dare 
Consent  to  sin,  for  God  is  there. 

Isaac  Watts. 

•w  I)  O  Jsitt  f ulntas. 

Oh,  for  a  strong,  a  lasting  faith 
To  credit  what  the  Almighty  saith ! 
To  embrace  the  message  of  his  Son ! 
And  call  the  joys  of  heaven  our  own ! 

2  Then,  should  the  earth's  old  pillars  shake, 
And  all  the  wheels  of  nature  break, 
Our  steady  souls  should  fear  no  more 
Than  solid  rocks  when  billows  roar. 

InacWam. 


S.  Wbbbk. 
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Bless,  0  my  soul !  the  living  God ; 
Call  home  thy  thoughts  that  rove  abroad ; 
Let  all  the  powers,  within  me,  join 
In  work  and  worship  so  divine. 

2  Bless,  0  my  soul !  the  God  of  grace ; 
His  favors  claim  thy  highest  praise : 
Why  should  the  wonders  he  hath  wrought 
Be  lost  in  silence,  and  forgot  f 


3  'T  is  he,  my  soul !  that  sent  his  Son, 
To  die  for  crimes  which  thou  hast  done : 
He  owns  the  ransom,  and  forgives 
The  hourly  follies  of  our  lives. 

4  Let  the  whole  earth  his  power  confess. 
Let  the  whole  earth  adore  his  grace : 
The  Gentile  with  the  Jew  shall  join,  f 

I«acWaMfcp^ 


In  work  and  worship  so  divine. 
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But,    oh.  what  tongue  can  speak    his      fame  ?    What  mortal    verse    can     reach  the    theme  ? 


36S  Cot's  Blotg.  SfO  Cootiuss. 

CoMSy  O  my  soul !  in  sacred  lays  Triumphant  Lord,  thy  goodness  reigns 

Attempt  thy  great  Creator's  praise :  Through  all  the  wide  celestial  plains; 

Buty  oh,  what  tongue  can  speak  his  fame  ?  And  its  full  streams  unceasing  flow 

What  mortal  verse  can  reach  the  theme  t  Down  to  the  abodes  of  men  below. 


2  Enthroned  amid  the  radiant  spheres, 
He  glory  like  a  garment  wears ; 

To  form  a  robe  of  light  divine, 

Ten  thousand  suns  around  him  shine. 

3  In  all  our  Maker's  grand  designs, 
Almighty  power  with  wisdom  shines ; 

His  works  through  all  this  wondrous  frame 
Declare  the  glory  of  his  name. 

4  Raised  on  devotion's  lofty  wing, 
Do  thou,  my  soul,  his  glories  sing  \ 
And  let  his  praise  employ  thy  tongue, 
Tin  listening  worlds  shall  join  the  song ! 

Thomas  BlackJock. 

«69  ftnsnirr^ablmrss. 

What  finite  power,  with  ceaseless  toil. 
Can  fathom  the  eternal  Mind  f 

[Or  who  th'  almighty  Three  in  One 
By  searching,  to  perfection  find  t 


2  Through  nature's  work  its  glories  shine ; 
The  cares  of  providence  are  thine ; 

And  grace  erects  our  ruined  frame 
A  fairer  temple  to  thy  name. 

3  Oh,  give  to  every  human  heart 

To  taste,  and  feel  how  good  thou  art ; 
With  grateful  love  and  reverent  fear. 
To  know  how  blest  thy  children  are. 

Philip  Doddridcrc. 

271  9wlin2d. 

Give  to  the  Lord,  ye  sons  of  fame. 
Give  to  the  Lord  renown  and  power ; 

Ascribe  due  honors  to  his  name. 
And  his  eternal  might  adore. 

2  The  Lord  proclaims  his  power  aloud, 
O'er  all  the  ocean  and  the  land ; 

His  voice  divides  the  watery  cloud. 
And  lightnings  blaze  at  his  command. 


[2  Angels  and  men  in  vain  may  raise,  3  The  Lord  sits  Sovereign  on  the  flood ; 

Harmonious  their  adoring  songs ;  The  Thunderer  reigns  for  ever  King ; 

|!he  laboring  thought  sinks  down,  opprest.  But  makes  his  church  his  blest  abode, 

And  praises  die  upon  their  tongues.  Where  we  his  awful  glories  sing. 


Tet  would  I  lift  my  trembling  voice 
A  portion  of  his  ways  to  sing ; 
id  mingling  with  his  meanest  works, 
My  humble,  grateful  tribute  bring. 


4  In  gentler  language,  there  the  Lord 
The  counsels  of  his  grace  imparts ; 

Amid  the  raging  storm,  his  word 
Speaks  peace  and  courage  to  our  hearts. 


Elizabeth  Scott. 


Isaac  Wmtts. 
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(The  spacious  firm  -  a- ment  on    high,    with  all    the    blue  e  -  the  -  real    sky,      ) 

I  And  spangled  heav*ns,a  shin-ing   frame,  Their  great  O  •  rig  •  i  •    nal  (OmU. ) )  pro-claim: 
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un-wearied  sun,  from  day     to     day,      Does    his    _    Cre  •  a     ■_    tor*s  power    dis-play; 
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The  spacious  firmament  on  lugh, 

With  all  the  blue  ethereal  sky, 

And  spangled  heavens,  a  shining  frame, 

Their  great  Original  proclaim : 

The  unwearied  sun,  from  day  to  day, 

Does  his  Creator's  power  display ; 

And  publishes  to  every  land 

The  work  of  an  almighty  hand. 

2  Soon  as  the  evening  shades  prevail, 
The  moon  takes  up  the  wondrous  tale ; 
And  nightly,  to  the  listening  earth. 
Repeats  the  story  of  her  birth ; 

While  all  the  stars  that  round  her  bum. 
And  all  the  planets  in  their  turn, 
Confirm  the  tidings  as  they  roll. 
And  spread  the  truth  from  pole  to  pole. 

3  What  though  in  solemn  silence,  all 
Move  round  the  dark  terrestrial  ball, — 
What  though  no  real  voice  nor  sound 
Amid  their  radiant  orbs  be  found, — 
In  reason's  ear  they  all  rejoice, 

And  utter  forth  a  glorious  voice. 
For  ever  singing  as  they  shine, — 
"  The  hand  that  made  us  is  divine." 

Joseph  Addison. 


£§0  In  tt)r  JSrosons. 

Eternal  Source  of  every  joy. 

Well  may  thy  praise  our  lips  employ. 

While  in  thy  temple  we  appear. 

To  hail  thee,  sovereign  of  the  year ! 

Wide  as  the  wheels  of  nature  roll. 

Thy  hand  supports  and  guides  the  whole, 

The  sun  is  taught  by  thee  to  rise, 

And  darkness  when  to  vail  the  skies. 

2  The  fiowery  spring  at  thy  command, 
Perfumes  the  air,  adorns  the  land ; 
The  summer  rays  with  vigor  shine, 
To  raise  the  com,  to  cheer  the  vine. 
Thy  hand,  in  autumn,  richly  pours, 
Through  all  our  coasts  redundant  stores : 
And  winters,  softened  by  thy  care, 
No  more  the  face  of  horror  wear. 

4  Seasons  and  months,  and  weeks  and  days, 
Demand  successive  songs  of  praise ; 
And  be  the  grateful  homage  paid. 
With  morning  light  and  evening  shade. 
Here  in  thy  house  let  incense  rise, 
And  circling  Sabbaths  bless  our  eyes, 
Till  to  those  lofty  heights  we  soar, 
Where  days  and  years  revolve  no  more, 

Philip  Doddridge. 
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)  of  all  being;  throned  afar, 
^lory  flames  from  snn  and  star; 
3r  and  soul  of  every  sphere, 
o  each  loving  heart  how  near ! 

n  of  our  life,  thy  quickening  ray 
s  on  our  path  the  glow  of  day; 
of  our  hope,  thy  softened  light 
rs  the  long  watches  of  the  night. 

T  midnight  is  thy  smile  withdrawn ; 
Qoontide  is  thy  gracious  dawn ; 
rainbow  arch  thy  mercy's  sign ; 
save  the  clouds  of  sin,  are  thine ! 

rd  of  all  life,  below,  above, " 

se  light  is  truth,  whose  warmth  is  love, 

re  thy  ever-blazing  throne 

isk  no  luster  of  our  own. 

smt  us  thy  truth  to  make  us  free, 
kindling  hearts  that  bum  for  thee, 
,11  thy  living  altars  claim 
loly  light,  one  heavenly  flame ! 

Oliver  Wendell  Holmes. 

►,  how  mysterious  are  thy  ways ! 
blind  are  we,  how  mean  our  praise ! 
steps  no  mortal  eyes  explore ; 
ours  to  wonder  and  adore. 

;at  God !  I  do  not  ask  to  see 
:  in  futurity  shall  be ; 
L^ht  and  bliss  attend  my  days, 
then  my  future  hours  be  praise. 


3  Are  darkness  and  distress  my  share  t 
Give  me  to  trust  thy  guardian  care ; 
Enough  for  me,  if  love  divine 

At  length  through  every  cloud  shall  shine. 

4  Yet  this  my  soid  desires  to  know. 
Be  this  my  only  wish  below ; 

That  Christ  is  mine ! — this  great  request. 
Grant,  bounteous  God,  and  I  am  blest. 

Anne  Steele. 

5  7  U  JSobrrr^snto. 

Lord,  my  weak  thought  in  vain  would  climb 
To  search  the  starry  vault  profound ; 

In  vain  would  wing  her  flight  sublime. 
To  find  creation's  outmost  bound. 

2  But  weaker  yet  that  thought  must  prove 
To  search  thy  great  eternal  plan, — 

Thy  sovereign  counsels,  bom  of  love 
Long  ages  ere  the  world  began. 

3  When  my  dim  reason  would  demand 
Why  that,  or  this,  thou  dost  ordain. 

By  some  vast  deep  I  seem  to  stand. 
Whose  secrets  I  must  ask  in  vain. 

4  When  doubts  disturb  my  troubled  breast, 
And  all  is  dark  as  night  to  me. 

Here,  as  on  solid  rock,  I  rest  j 
That  so  it  seemeth  good  to  thee. 

5  Be  this  my  joy,  that  evermore 
Thou  rulest  all  things  at  thy  will : 

Thy  sovereign  wisdom  I  adore, 
And  calmly,  sweetly,  trust  thee  still. 

Ray  Palmer. 
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J.  B.  Dykbs. 
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O  God  !  we  praise  thee,  and  confess 

That  thoa  the  only  Lord 
And  everlasting  Father  art. 

By  all  the  earth  adored. 

2  To  thee  all  angels  cry  aloud; 
To  thee  the  powers  on  high. 

Both  cherubim  and  seraphim, 
Continually  do  cry : — 

3  O  holy,  holy,  holy  Lord, 
Whom  heavenly  hosts  obey, 

ST.  Anra.  c.  K. 


The  world  is  with  the  glory  filled 
Of  thy  majestic  sway ! 

4  The  apostles'  glorious  company. 
And  prophets  crowned  with  light, 

With  all  the  martyrs'  noble  host, 
Thy  constant  praise  recite. 

5  The  holy  church  throughout  the  world, 
O  Lord,  confesses  thee. 

That  thou  the  eternal  Father  art. 
Of  boundless  majesty. 

N.  Tate,  tr. 

W.  Croft. 
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Keep  silence,  all  created  things ! 

And  wait  your  Maker's  nod ; 
My  soul  stands  trembling,  while  she  sings 

The  honors  of  her  God. 

2  Life,  death,  and  hell,  and  worlds  unknown, 
Hang  on  his  firm  decree ; 

He  sits  on  no  precarious  throne. 
Nor  borrows  leave  to  be. 

3  His  providence  unfolds  the  book, 
And  makes  his  counsels  shine ; 


Elach  opening  leaf,  and  every  stroke. 
Fulfills  some  deep  design. 

4  My  God !  I  would  not  long  to  see 
My  fate  with  curious  eyes — 

What  gloomy  lines  are  writ  for  me. 
Or  what  bright  scenes  may  rise. 

5  In  thy  fair  book  of  life  and  grace. 
Oh,  may  I  find  my  name 

Recorded  in  some  humble  place. 
Beneath  my  Lord,  the  Lamb. 

Isaac  Watts. 
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The  Lord,  our  God,  is  fall  of  might, 

The  winds  obey  his  will ; 
He  speaks, — and,  in  his  heavenly  height. 

The  rolling  snn  stands  still. 

2  Rebel,  ye  waves,  and  o'er  the  land 
With  threatening  aspect  roar ; 

The  Lord  uplifts  his  awful  hand, 
And  chains  you  to  the  shore. 

3  Howl,  winds  of  night,  your  force  combine ; 
Without  his  high  behest, 

SnJUIHOLD.    c.  M. 


Ye  shall  not,  in  the  mountain  pine. 
Disturb  the  sparrow's  nest. 

4  His  voice  sublime  is  heard  afar, 
In  distant  peals  it  dies ; 

He  yokes  the  whirlwind  to  his  car, 
And  sweeps  the  howling  skies. 

5  Ye  nations,  bend — in  reverence  bend  j 
Ye  monarchs,  wait  his  nod. 

And  bid  the  choral  song  ascend 
To  celebrate  your  God. 

Hewy  Kirke  White. 

C.  Stkggall. 
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The  Lord  descended  from  above, 
And  bowed  the  heavens  most  high : 

And  underneath  his  feet  he  cast 
The  darkness  of  the  sky. 

2  On  cherub  and  on  cherubim 
Full  royally  he  rode ; 

And  on  the  wings  of  mighty  winds 
Came  flying  all  abroad. 

3  He  sat  serene  upon  the  floods, 
Their  fury  to  restrain ; 


And  he,  as  sovereign  Lord  and  King, 
For  evermore  shall  reign. 

4  The  Lord  will  give  his  people  strength, 
Whereby  they  shall  increase ; 

And  he  will  bless  his  chosen  flock 
With  everlasting  peace. 

5  Give  glory  to  his  awful  name, 
And  honor  him  alone ; 

Give  worship  to  his  majesty. 
Upon  his  holy  throne. 

Thomas  Sternhold. 
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While  thee  I  seek,  protecting  Power ! 

Be  my  vain  wishes  stilled ; 
And  may  this  consecrated  hour . 

With  better  hopes  be  filled; 
Thy  love  the  power  of  thought  bestowed ; 

To  thee  my  thoughts  would  soar : 
Thy  mercy  o'er  my  life  has  flowed ; 

That  mercy  I  adore. 

2  In  each  event  of  life  how  clear 
Thy  ruling  hand  I  see ! 

Each  blessing  to  my  soul  more  dear 

Because  conferred  by  thee. 
In  every  joy  that  crowns  my  days. 

In  every  pain  I  bear, 
My  heart  shall  find  delight  in  praise 

Or  seek  relief  in  prayer. 

3  When  gladness  wings  my  favored  hour, 
Thy  love  my  thoughts  shall  fill; 

Resigned,  when  storms  of  sorrow  lower, 
My  soul  shall  meet  thy  will. 


My  lifted  eye,  without  a  tear, 
The  gathering  storm  shall  see ; 

My  steadfast  heart  shall  know  no  fear ; 
That  heart  will  rest  on  thee. 

Helen  M.  WUliamt. 
283  9salmlt0. 

What  shall  I  render  to  my  God, 

For  all  his  kindness  shown  t 
My  feet  shall  visit  thine  abode. 

My  songs  address  thy  throne. 

2  Among  the  saints  that  £01  thine  house, 
My  offering  shall  be  paid; 

There  shall  my  zeal  perform  the  vows. 
My  soul  in  anguish  made. 

3  How  much  is  mercy  thy  delight. 
Thou  ever  blessed  God ! 

How  dear  thy  servants  in  thy  sight ! 
How  precious  is  their  blood ! 

4  How  happy  all  thy  servants  are ! 
How  great  thy  grace  to  me ! 

My  life,  which  thou  hast  made  thy  care. 
Lord,  I  devote  to  thee. 

Isaac  Watts. 
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When  all  thy  mercies,  O  my  God ! 

My  rising  soul  surveys. 
Transported  with  the  view,  I  'm  lost 

In  wonder,  love,  and  praise. 
Unnumbered  comforts,  to  my  soul, 

Thy  tender  care  bestowed. 
Before  my  infant  heart  conceived 

From  whom  those  comforts  flowed. 

2  When,  in  the  slippery  paths  of  youth, 

With  heedless  steps,  I  ran. 
Thine  arm,  unseen,  conveyed  me  safe. 

And  led  me  up  to  man. 

Down,  a  It 


Ten  thousand,  thousand  precious  gifts 

My  daOy  thanks  employ ; 
Nor  is  the  least  a  cheerful  heart. 

That  tastes  those  gifts  with  joy. 

3  Through  every  period  of  my  life, 

'Hiy  goodness  I  '11  pursue ; 
And  after  death,  in  distant  worlds. 

The  glorious  theme  renew. 
Through  all  eternity,  to  thee 

A  joyful  song  I  '11  raise ; 
For,  oh,  eternity 's  too  short 

To  utter  all  thy  praise ! 

Joseph  Addison. 
LowsLL  Mason. 
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CouEf  ye  that  know  and  fear  the  Lord, 
And  raise  your  thoughts  above : 

Let  every  heart  and  voice  accord, 
To  sing  that  "  God  is  love." 

2  This  precious  truth  his  word  declares. 

And  all  his  mercies  prove ; 
Jesus,  the  gift  of  gifts,  appears, 

To  show  that  "  God  is  love." 
8 


3  Behold  his  patience,  bearing  long 
With  those  who  from  him  rove ; 

Till  mighty  grace  their  heart  subdues, 
To  teach  them—"  God  is  love." 

4  Oh,  may  we  all,  while  here  below. 
This  best  of  blessings  prove ; 

Till  warmer  hearts,  in  brighter  worlds, 
Proclaim  that  "  God  is  love." 

CMCorge  Burder. 
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My  God,  how  wonderful  thotl  art, 

Thy  majesty  how  bright ! 
How  glorious  is  thy  mercy-seat, 

In  depths  of  burning  light ! 

2  How  dread  are  thine  eternal  years, 
O  everlasting  Lord ! 

By  prostrate  spirits  day  and  night 
Incessantly  adored. 

3  Oh,  how  I  fear  thee,  living  God, 
With  deepest,  tenderest  fears, 

AUDin.  a  K.  D. 

Slowly.     Voices  in  Uniion. 


And  worship  thee  with  trembling  hope, 
And  penitential  tears. 

4  Yet  I  may  love  thee  too,  O  Lord, 
Almighty  as  thou  art. 

For  thou  hast  stooped  to  ask  of  me 
The  love  of  my  poor  heart. 

5  No  earthly  father  loves  like  thee, 
No  mother  half  so  mild 

Bears  and  forbears,  as  thou  hast  done 
With  me,  thy  sinful  child. 

Frederick  W.  Faber. 
A.  S.  SULUVAK. 
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Our  God,  our  help  in  ages  past. 

Our  hope  for  years  to  come ; 
Our  shelter  from  the  stormy  blast. 

And  our  eternal  home ! 
Under  the  shadow  of  thy  throne 

Thy  saints  have  dwelt  secure ; 
Sufficient  is  thine  arm  alone. 

And  our  defence  is  sure. 

2  Before  the  hills  in  order  stood, 
Or  earth  received  her  frame, 

From  everlasting  thou  art  God 
To  endless  years  the  same. 


A  thousand  ages,  in  thy  sight. 

Are  like  an  evening  gone ; 
Short  as  the  watch  that  ends  the  night, 

Before  the  rising  sun. 

3  Time,  like  an  ever-rolling  stream 

Bears  all  its  sons  away ; 
They  fly,  forgotten,  as  a  dream 

Dies  at  the  opening  day. 
Our  God,  our  help  in  ages  past. 

Our  hope  for  years  to  come, 
Be  thou  our  guard  while  troubles  last, 

And  our  eternal  home. 

Isaac  Watt^ 
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SEB !  how  wide  thy  glory  shines ! 

ow  high  thy  wonders  rise ! 

wn  through  the  earth  by  thousand  signs, 

T  thousand  through  the  skies. 

ie  mighty,  orbs  proclaim  thy  power, 

leir  motions  speak  thy  skill ; 

on  the  wings  of  every  hour, 

e  read  thy  patience  still, 

it,  ^when  we  view  thy  strange  design 
•  save  rebellious  worms, 
re  vengeance  and  compassion  join 
their  divinest  forms, — 
the  whole  Deity  is  known  -, 
>r  dares  a  creature  guess 
di  of  the  glories  brightest  shown, 
e  justice,  or  the  grace. 

»w  the  full  glories  of  the  Lamb 

lorn  the  heavenly  plains  \ 

tit  seraphs  learn  ImmanuePs  name, 

id  try  their  choicest  strains. 

nay  I  bear  some  humble  part, 

that  immortal  song ; 

der  and  joy  shall  tune  my  heart, 

id  love  command  my  tongue. 

Isaac  Watts. 
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There  is  a  book,  who  runs  may  read, 

Which  heavenly  truth  imparts. 
And  all  the  lore  its  scholars  need, 

Pure  eyes  and  Christian  hearts. 
The  works  of  God  above,  below, 

Within  us  and  around. 
Are  pages  in  that  book,  to  show 

How  God  himself  is  found. 

2  The  glorious  sky,  embracing  all. 
Is  like  the  Maker's  love. 

Wherewith  encompassed,  g^reat  and  small 

In  peace  and  order  move. 
The  Moon  above,  the  Church  below, 

A  wondrous  race  they  run. 
But  all  their  radiance,  all  their  glow, 

Each  borrows  of  its  Sun. 

3  Two  worlds  are  ours :  't  is  only  sin 
Forbids  us  to  descry 

The  mystic  heaven  and  earth  within, 

Plain  as  the  sea  and  sky. 
Thou,  who  hast  given  me  eyes  to  see 

And  love  this  sight  so  fair. 
Give  me  a  heart  to  find  out  thee, 

And  read  thee  every  where. 

John  Keble. 
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The  mercies  of  my  God  and  King 

My  tongae  shall  still  pursue : 
Oh,  happy  they,  who,  while  they  sing 

Those  mercies,  share  them  too ! 
As  bright  and  lasting  as  the  sun, 

As  lofty  as  the  sky, 
From  age  to  age  thy  word  shall  run, 

And  chance  and  change  defy. 

2  The  covenant  of  the  King  of  kings 

Shall  stand  for  ever  sure ; 
Beneath  the  shadow  of  thy  wings 

Thy  saints  repose  secure. 
In  earth  below,  in  heaven  above, 

Who,  who  is  Lord  like  thee  t 
Oh,  spread  the  gospel  of  thy  love. 

Till  all  thy  glories  see ! 

Henry  F.  Ljrte. 
290  Csobnrss.-^i.  tJ^. 

SwBET  is  the  memory  of  thy  grace. 

My  God,  my  heavenly  King ; 
Let  age  to  age  thy  righteousness 

In  sounds  of  glory  sing. 
God  reigns  on  high ;  but  ne'er  confines 

His  goodness  to  the  skies : 
Through  the  whole  earth  his  bounty  shines 

And  every  want  supplies. 


2  With  longing  eyes  thy  creatures  wait 

On  thee  for  daily  food ; 
Thy  liberal  hand  provides  their  meat, 

And  fills  their  mouth  with  good. 
How  kind  are  thy  compassions,  Lord ! 

How  slow  thine  anger  moves ! 
But  soon  he  sends  his  pardoning  word 

To  cheer  the  souls  he  loves. 

Isaac  Watts. 
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Thy  way,  O  Lord,  is  in  the  sea ; 

Thy  paths  I  cannot  trace. 
Nor  comprehend  the  mystery 

Of  thine  unbounded  grace. 
As  through  a  glass,  I  dimly  see 

The  wonders  of  thy  love  ; 
How  little  do  I  know  of  thee, 

Or  of  the  joys  above ! 

2  'T  is  but  in  part  I  know  thy  will ; 

I  bless  thee  for  the  sight : 
When  will  thy  love  the  rest  reveal. 

In  glory's  clearer  light  t 
With  rapture  shall  I  tlien  survey 

Thy  providence  and  grace ; 
And  spend  an  everlasting  day. 

In  wonder,  love  and  praise. 

John  Fawcett.% 
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Ik  all  my  vast  concerns  with  thee. 
In  vain  my  soul  would  try 

To  shun  thy  presence,  Lord !  or  flee 
The  notice  of  thine  eye. 

2  Thine  aU-surrounding  sight  surveys 
My  rising  and  my  rest, 

My  public  walks,  my  private  ways. 
And  secrets  of  my  breast. 

3  My  thoughts  lie  open  to  the  Lord, 
Before  they  're  formed  within ; 

DUVDH.    c.  K. 


And,  ere  my  lips  pronounce  the  word. 
He  knows  the  sense  I  mean. 

4  Oh,  wondrous  knowledge,  deep  and  high. 
Where  can  a  creature  hide  f 

Within  thy  circling  arms  I  lie. 
Enclosed  on  every  side. 

5  So  let  thy  grace  surround  me  still, 
And  like  a  bulwark  prove. 

To  guard  my  soul  from  every  ill. 
Secured  by  sovereign  love. 

Isaac  Watts. 
G.  Franc. 
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Qbeat  God !  how  infinite  art  thou ! 

What  worthless  worms  are  we ! 
Let  the  whole  race  of  creatures  bow. 

And  pay  their  praise  to  thee. 

2  Thy  throne  eternal  ages  stood, 
Kre  seas  or  stars  were  made : 

Thou  art  the  ever-living  God, 
Were  all  the  nations  dead. 

3  Eternity,  with  all  its  years. 
Stands  present  in  thy  view ; 


To  thee  there 's  nothing  old  appears — 
Great  God !  there 's  nothing  new. 

4  Our  lives  through  various  scenes  are  drawn, 
And  vexed  with  trifling  cares ; 

WhDe  thine  eternal  thought  moves  on 
Thine  undisturbed  affairs. 

5  Great  God!  how  inflnite  art  thou! 
What  worthless  worms  are  we ! 

Let  the  whole  race  of  creatures  bow, 
And  pay  their  praise  to  thee. 

Isaac  Watts. 
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O      Qod,  thy  power  is      won-der-ful,     Thy  glo  -  ry    pasa-ing  bright;    Thy    wisdom,  with  its 
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0  God,  thy  power  is  wonderful, 
Thy  glory  passing  bright; 

Thy  wisdom,  with  its  deep  on  deep, 
A  rapture  to  the  sight. 

1  see  thee  in  the  eternal  years 
In  glory  all  alone, 

Ere  round  thine  uncreated  fires 
Created  light  had  shone. 

2  I  see  thee  walk  in  Eden's  shade, 
I  see  thee  all  through  time; 

Thy  patience  and  compassion  seem 

New  attributes  sublime. 
I  see  thee  when  the  doom  is  o'er, 

And  outworn  time  is  done. 
Still,  still  incomprehensible, 

O  God,  yet  not  alone. 

3  Angelic  spirits,  countless  souls. 
Of  thee  have  drunk  their  flU ; 

And  to  eternity  will  drink 

Thy  joy  and  glory  still. 
0  little  heart  of  mine!  shall  pain 

Or  sorrow  make  thee  moan, 
When  all  this  God  is  all  for  thee, 

A  Father  all  thine  own  t 

Frederick  W.  Faber. 


a  -  ted    fires       Cre  •    a  •  ted  light  had  shone. 
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I  SING  the  almighty  power  of  Gk>d, 
That  made  the  mountains  rise, 

That  spread  the  flowing  seas  abroad, 
And  built  the  lofty  skies. 

1  sing  the  wisdom  that  ordained 
The  sun  to  rule  the  day ; 

The  moon  shines  full  at  his  command. 
And  all  the  stars  obey. 

2  I  sing  the  goodness  of  the  Lord, 
That  filled  the  earth  with  food ; 

He  formed  the  creatures  with  his  word. 
And  then  pronounced  them  good. 

Lord !  how  thy  wonders  are  displayed 
Where'er  I  turn  mine  eye ! 

If  I  survey  the  ground  I  tread, 
Or  gaze  upon  the  sky ! 

3  There 's  not  a  plant  or  flower  below 
But  makes  thy  glories  known ; 

And  clouds  arise,  and  tempests  blow. 

By  order  from  thy  throne. 
Creatures  that  borrow  life  from  thee 

Are  subject  to  thy  care ; 
There 's  not  a  place  where  we  can  flee, 

But  God  is  present  there. 


I 
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sake  his       ways;       And  leads  me,    for  his    mer-cy's  sake.    In    paths  of   truth  and      grace. 
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Mt  Shepherd  will  supply  my  need, 

Jehovah  is  his  name ; 
In  pastures  fresh  he  makes  me  feed, 

Beside  the  living  stream. 
He  brings  my  wandering  spirit  back, 

When  I  forsake  his  ways ; 
And  leads  me,  for  his  mercy's  sake, 

In  paths  of  truth  and  grace. 

2  When  I  walk  through  the  shades  of  death. 

Thy  presence  is  my  stay ; 
A  word  of  thy  supporting  breath, 

Drives  all  my  fears  away. 
Thy  hand,  in  sight  of  all  my  foes. 

Doth  still  my  table  spread ; 
My  cup  with  blessings  overflows. 

Thine  oil  anoints  my  head. 

3  The  sure  provisions  of  my  God 

Attend  me  all  my  days ; 
Oh,  may  thine  house  be  mine  abode, 

And  all  my  works  be  praise : 
There  would  I  find  a  settled  rest. 

While  others  go  and  come, — 
No  more  a  stranger,  or  a  guest. 

But  like  a  child  at  home. 

Isaac  Watts. 
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My  God,  my  Father !— blissful  name ! 

Oh,  may  I  call  thee  mine  f 
May  I,  with  sweet  assurance,  claim 

A  i>ortion  so  divine  f 
This  only  can  my  fears  control. 

And  bid  my  sorrows  fly : 
What  harm  can  ever  reach  my  soul. 

Beneath  my  Father's  eye  t 

2  Whatever  thy  providence  denies, 
I  calmly  would  resign ; 

For  thou  art  just,  and  good,  and  wise ; 

Oh,  bend  my  will  to  thine. 
Whate'er  thy  sacred  will  ordains. 

Oh,  give  me  strength  to  bear ; 
And  let  me  know  my  Father  reigns, 

And  trust  his  tender  care. 

3  If  pain  and  sickness  rend  this  frame. 
And  life  almost  depart, 

Is  not  thy  mercy  still  the  same. 
To  cheer  my  drooping  heart  T 

My  God,  my  Father !  be  thy  name 
My  solace  and  my  stay ; 

Oh,  wilt  thou  seal  my  humble  claim, 
And  drive  my  fears  away  f 

Anne  Steele. 
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Geo.  Kingslky. 
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Thou  grace  divine  encircling  all, 

A  soundless,  shoreless  sea! 
Wherein  at  last  our  souls  must  fall, 

0  Love  of  God  most  free ! 

2  And  though  we  turn  us  from  thy  face, 
And  wander  wide  and  long, 

Thou  hold'st  us  still  in  thine  embrace, 
O  Love  of  God  most  strong ! 

3  The  saddened  heart,  the  restless  soulj 
The  toil-worn  frame  and  mind, 

Alike  confess  thy  sweet  control, 
O  Love  ot  God  most  kind ! 

4  And  filled  and  quickened  by  thy  breath. 
Our  souls  are  strong  and  free 

To  rise  o'er  sin  and  fear  and  death, 
O  Love  of  God,  to  thee ! 


E1U«  Scttdd«r. 
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Lord,  when  my  raptured  thought  surveys 

Creation's  beauties  o'er. 
All  nature  joins  to  teach  thy  praise, 

And  bid  my  soul  adore. 

2  Where'er  I  turn  my  gazing  eyes, 
Thy  radiant  footsteps  shine ; 

Ten  diousand  pleasing  wonders  rise. 
And  speak  their  source  divine. 

3  On  me  thy  providence  has  shone 
With  gentle  smiling  rays ; 

Oh,  let  my  lips  and  life  make  known 
Thy  goodness  and  thy  praise. 

4  All-bounteous  Lord,  thy  grace  impart ! 
Oh,  teach  me  to  improve 

Thy  gifts  with  humble,  grateful  heart, 
And  crown  them  with  thy  love. 

Anne  Steele. 
F.  GlARDINI. 
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Come,  thou  Almighty  King, 
Help  us  thy  name  to  sing, 

Help  us  to  praise : 
Father!  all-glorious, 
O'er  all  victorious, 
Come,  and  reign  over  us. 

Ancient  of  Days ! 

2  Come,  thou  incarnate  Word, 
Gird  on  thy  mighty  sword ; 

Our  prayer  attend  j 
Come,  and  thy  people  bless. 
And  g^ve  thy  word  success, 
Spirit  of  holiness ! 

On  us  descend. 


3  Come,  holy  Comforter! 
Thy  sacred  witness  bear. 

In  this  glad  hour : 
Thou,  who  almighty  art, 
Now  rule  in  every  heart. 
And  ne'er  from  us  depart, 

Spirit  of  power ! 

4  To  the  great  One  in  Three, 
The  highest  praises  be. 

Hence  evermore ! 
His  sovereign  majesty 
May  we  in  glory  see, 
And  to  eternity 

Love  and  adore. 

Charles  Wesley. 
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Fr.  G.  Rossini. 
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Begin,  my  tongue,  some'heavenly  theme, 
And  speak  some  boundless  thing ; 

The  mighty  works,  or  mightier  name 
Of  our  eternal  King. 

2  Tell  of  his  wondrous  faithfulness, 
And  sound  his  power  abroad ; 

Sing  the  sweet  promise  of  his  grace, 
The  love  and  truth  of  God. 

3  His  very  word  of  grace  is  strong. 
As  that  which  built  the  skies ; 

The  voice  that  rolls  the  stars  along, 
Speaks  all  the  promises. 

4  Oh,  might  I  hear  thy  heavenly  tongue 
But  wWsper,  "  Thou  art  mine ! " 

Those  gentle  words  should  raise  my  song 
To  notes  almost  divine. 


Isaac  Wmtts. 


SOS  Vrobttrntr. 

God  moves  in  a  mysterious  way 

His  wonders  to  perform : 
He  plants  his  footsteps  in  the  sea. 

And  rides  ui>on  the  storm. 

2  Deep  in  unfathomable  mines 
Of  never-failing  skill. 

He  treasures  up  his  bright  designs, 
And  works  his  sovereign  will. 

3  Ye  fearful  saints,  fresh  courage  take ! 
The  clouds  ye  so  much  dread. 

Are  big  with  mercy,  and  will  break 
In  blessings  on  your  head. 


4  Judge  not  the  Lord  by  feeble  sense, 
But  trust  him  for  his  grace ; 

Behind  a  frowning  providence 
He  hides  a  smiling  face. 

5  His  purposes  wOl  ripen  fast. 
Unfolding  every  hour ; 

The  bud  may  have  a  bitter  taste, 
But  sweet  will  be  the  flower. 

6  Blind  unbelief  is  sure  to  err, 
And  scan  his  work  in  vain ; 

God  is  his  own  interpreter. 
And  he  will  make  it  plain. 

William  Cowper. 
303  Utoli'nrss. 

Holy  and  reverend  is  the  name 

Of  our  Eternal  King, 
Thrice  holy  Lord !  the  angels  cry ; 

Thrice  holy !  let  us  sing. 

2  The  deepest  reverence  of  the  mind. 
Pay,  O  my  soul !  to  God ; 

Lift  with  thy  hands  a  holy  heart 
To  his  sublime  abode. 

3  With  sacred  awe  pronounce  his  name, 
Whom  words  nor  thoughts  can  reach ; 

A  broken  heart  shall  please  him  more 
Than  the  best  forms  of  speech. 

4  Thou  holy  God !  preserve  our  souls 
Prom  all  pollution  free ; 

The  pure  in  heart  are  thy  delight. 
And  they  thy  face  shall  see. 

Joha  Needham. 
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Holy  Ikthtti  hear  my  cry;    Holy  Savioor,  bend  thine  ear;  Holy  Bpirit,ooraetlioa  nigh:  lather,8aTloar,  Bpir-it,  hear! 


lather,s»vemefrommyain;  SaTioor,    I    thy     mercy  eraye;OraeioaaBpirit,nuLke  me  clean:  Father,  8on»  and  Bjixlt,eaTe! 
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Holy  Father,  hear  my  cry ; 

Holy  Saviour,  bend  thine  ear ; 
Holy  Spirit,  come  thou  nigh : 

Father,  Saviour,  Spirit,  hear! 
Father,  save  me  from  my  sinj 

Saviour,  I  thy  mercy  crave ; 
Gracious  Spirit,  make  me  clean : 

Father,  Son,  and  Spirit,  save ! 

2  Father,  let  me  taste  thy  love ; 

Saviour,  fill  my  soul  with  peace ; 
Spirit,  come  my  heart  to  move : 

Father,  Son,  and  Spirit,  bless ! 
Father,  Son,  and  Spirit — thou 

One  Jehovah,  shed  abroad 
All  thy  grace  within  me  now ; 

Be  my  Father  and  my  God ! 

Horatius  Bonar. 

305  "1KolB.toIs.t)oIfi." 

Holy,  holy,  holy.  Lord 

God  of  Hosts !  when  heaven  and  earth. 
Out  of  darkness,  at  thy  word 

Issued  into  glorious  birth. 
All  thy  works  before  thee  stood, 
And  thine  eye  beheld  them  good, 
While  they  sung  with  sweet  accord. 
Holy,  holy,  holy  Lord ! 

2  Holy,  holy,  holy !  thee. 

One  Jehovah  evermore, 
Father,  Son,  and  Spirit !  we, 

Dust  and  ashes,  would  adore : 


Lightly  by  the  world  esteemed. 
From  that  world  by  thee  redeemed, 
Sing  we  here  with  glad  accord. 
Holy,  holy,  holy  Lord ! 

3  Holy,  holy,  holy!  all 

Heaven's  triumphant  choir  shall  sing, 
While  the  ransomed  nations  fall 

At  the  footstool  of  their  Eling: 
Then  shall  saints  and  seraphim, 
Harps  and  voices,  swell  one  hymn, 
Blending  in  sublime  accord, 
Holy,  holy,  holy  Lord ! 

James  Montgomery. 
30o  Oibt'nr  ^rrernrr. 

Lord  of  earth !  thy  forming  hand 
Well  this  beauteous  frame  hath  planned ; 
Woods  that  wave,  and  hills  that  tower, 
Ocean  rolling  in  his  power : 
Yet,  amid  this  scene  so  fair. 
Should  I  cease  thy  smile  to  share, 
What  were  all  its  joys  to  me  t 
Whom  have  I  on  earth  but  thee  t 

2  Lord  of  heaven  !  beyond  our  sight 
Shines  a  world  of  purer  light ; 
There  in  love's  unclouded  reign 
Parted  hands  shall  meet  again : 
Oh,  that  world  is  passing  fair ! 
Yet,  if  thou  wert  absent  there, 
What  were  all  its  joys  to  me  t 
Whom  have  T  in  heaven  but  thee  t 

Robert  Grant 
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Hath  blessed  us  on     our     way      With  countless  f ifts   of    love,       And  still    is  ours    to  •  day. 


307         Vounteous  Care. 

Now  THANK  we  all  our  God, 

With  hearty  and  hands,  and  voices, 
Who  wondrons  things  hath  done, 

In  whom  the  world  rejoices  j 
Who  from  our  mother's  arms 

Hath  blessed  us  on  our  way 
With  countless  gifts  of  love. 

And  still  is  ours  to-day. 

2  Oh,  may  this  bounteous  God 

Through  all  our  life  be  near  us, 
With  ever  joyful  hearts 

And  blessed  peace  to  cheer  us ; 
To  keep  us  in  his  grace. 

And  gniide  us  when  perplexed, 
And  free  us  from  all  ills 

In  this  world  and  the  next. 

C.  Winkwortfa,  tr. 

0  THOU  essential  Word, 

Who  wast  from  everlasting 
With  God,  for  thou  wast  God ; 

On  thee  our  burden  casting, 
0  Saviour  of  our  race. 

Welcome  indeed  thou  art. 
Redeemer,  Fount  of  Grace, 

To  this  my  longing  heart. 

2  Come,  self -existent  Word, 
And  speak  thou  in  my  spirit ; 

The  soul  where  thou  art  heard. 
Doth  endless  peace  inherit. 
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Thou  Light  that  lightenest  all, 
Abide  through  faith  in  me, 

Nor  let  me  from  thee  fall. 
Nor  seek  a  guide  but  thee, 

C.  Winkworth.  tr. 

309  IBtntfUtnct, 

To  THEE,  O  God,  we  raise 

Our  voice  in  choral  singing ; 
We  come  with  prayer  and  praise, 

Our  hearts'  oblations  bringing  j 
Thou  art  our  fathers'  God, 

And  ever  shalt  be  ours ; 
Our  lips  and  lives  shall  laud 

Thy  name,  with  aU  our  powers. 

2  Thy  goodness,  like  the  dew 
On  Hermon's  hill  descending, 

Is  every  morning  new, 
And  teUs  of  love  unending. 

We  bless  thy  tender  care 
That  led  our  wayward  feet, 

Past  every  fatal  snare. 
To  streams  and  pastures  sweet. 

3  We  bless  thy  Son,  who  bore 
The  cross,  for  sinners  dying ; 

Thy  Spirit  we  adore, 

The  precious  blood  applying. 
Let  work  and  worship  send 

Their  incense  unto  thee ; 
Till  song  and  service  blend. 

Beside  the  crystal  sea. 

Arthur  T.  Pieison. 
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Oh,  for  a  shout  of  joy, 

Worthy  the  theme  we  sing ; 
To  this  divine  employ 
Our  hearts  and  voices  bring ; 
Sound,  sound,  through  all  the  earth  abroad. 
The  love,  the  eternal  love  of  God. 

2  Unnumbered  myriads  stand. 
Of  seraphs  bright  and  fair, 

Or  bow  at  thy  right  hand. 
And  pay  their  homage  there ; 
But  strive  in  vain  with  loudest  chord, 
To  sound  thy  wondrous  love,  O  Lord. 

3  Yet  sinners  saved  by  grace. 
In  songs  of  lower  key. 

In  every  age  and  place, 
Have  sung  the  mystery,— 
Have  told  in  strains  of  sweet  accord, 
Thy  love,  thy  sovereign  love,  O  Lord. 

4  Though  earth  and  hell  assail. 
And  doubts  and  fears  arise. 

The  weakest  shall  prevail, 
And  grasp  the  heavenly  prize. 
And  through  an  endless  age  record 
Thy  love,  thy  changeless  love,  O  Lord. 

J.  Youn£. 

311  Coti'iCriU^. 

The  promises  I  sing. 

Which  sovereign  love  hath  spoke ; 
Nor  will  the  Eternal  King 
His  words  of  grace  revoke ; 
They  stand  secure  and  steadfast  still ; 
Not  Zion's  hill  abides  so  sure. 


2  The  mountains  melt  away 
When  once  the  Judge  appears. 

And  sun  and  moon  decay, 
That  measure  mortal  years ; 
But  still  the  same,  in  radiant  lines 
The  promise  shines  through  all  the  flame. 

3  Their  harmony  shall  sound 
Through  my  attentive  ears, 

When  thunders  cleave  the  ground 
And  dissipate  the  spheres ; 
Midst  all  the  shock  of  that  dread  scene, 
I  stand  serene,  thy  word  my  rock. 

PhUip  Doddridge. 

31 S  iSobrrcignts. 

To  HIM  that  chose  us  first, 
Before  the  world  began ; 
To  him  that  bore  the  curse 
To  save  rebellious  man ; 
To  him  that  formed  our  hearts  anew, 
Is  endless  praise  and  glory  due. 

2  The  Father's  love  shall  run 
Through  our  immortal  songs ; 

We  bring  to  God  the  Son 
Hosannas  on  our  tongues ; 
Our  lips  address  the  Spirit's  name 
With  equal  praise  and  zeal  the  same. 

3  Let  every  saint  above. 

And  angel  round  the  throne, 
For  ever  bless  and  love 
The  sacred  Three  in  One ; 
Thus  heaven  shall  raise  his  honors  high, 
When  earth  and  time  grow  old  and  die. 

Isaac  Wmtts. 
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W.  F.  Shbrwin. 
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Wk  give  immortal  praise 

For  God  the  Father's  love, 
For  all  our  comforts  here, 

And  better  hopes  above : 
He  sent  his  own  eternal  Son 
To  die  for  sins  that  we  had  done. 

2  To  God  the  Son  belongs 
Immortal  glory  too, 

Who  bought  us  with  his  blood 

From  everlasting  woe : 
And  now  he  lives,  and  now  he  reigns, 
And  sees  the  fruit  of  all  his  pains. 

3  To  God  the  Spirit's  name 
Immortal  worship  give, 

Whose  new-creating  power 

Makes  the  dead  sinner  live : 
His  work  completes  the  great  design. 
And  fills  the  soul  with  joy  divine. 

4  Almighty  God !  to  thee 
Be  endless  honors  done, 

The  undivided  Three, 

The  great  and  glorious  One : 
Where  reason  fails,  with  all  her  powers. 
There  faith  prevails  and  love  adores. 

Isaac  Watts. 
314  9«Im93. 

The  Lord  Jehovah  reigns ; 

His  throne  is  built  on  high ; 
The  garments  he  assumes 

Are  light  and  majesty ; 
His  glories  shine  with  beams  so  bright 
No  mortal  eye  can  bear  the  sight. 


2  The  thunders  of  his  hand 
Keep  the  wide  world  in  awe; 

His  wrath  and  justice  stand 

To  guard  his  holy  law ; 
And  where  his  love  resolves  to  bless. 
His  truth  confirms  and  seals  the  grace. 

3  And  can  this  mighty  King 
Of  glory  condescend. 

And  will  he  write  his  name, 
My  Father  and  my  Friend  t 

1  love  his  name,  I  love  his  word ; 

Join  all  my  powers,  and  praise  the  Lord  t 

Isaac  Watts. 

315  e^t  libing  Coti. 

The  Lord  Jehovah  lives, 

And  blessed  be  my  Rock ! 
Though  earth  her  bosom  heaves 

And  mountains  feel  the  shock. 
Though  oceans  rage  and  torrents  roar, 
He  is  the  same  for  evermore. 

2  The  Lord  Jehovah  lives, 
The  dying  sinner's  Friend ; 

How  freely  he  f orgfives 

The  follies  that  offend ! 
He  wipes  the  penitential  tear. 
Bids  faith  and  hope  the  spirit  cheer. 

3  The  Lord  Jehovah  lives 

To  hear  and  answer  prayer ; 
Whoe'er  in  him  believes 

And  trusts  his  guardian  care, 
A  Father's  tender  love  shall  know. 
Whence  living  streams  of  comfort  flow. 

Thomas  Hasdnj^. 


I 


126 


God  i—tCbe  fztbcu 
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Lord,  thy  glo  -  ry  fills  the  heav-en;  Earth  is  with    its  fullness  stored;  Un>to  thee     be  glo-ry 
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giv  •  en,      Ho  •  ly,    ho  -   ly,  ho  -  ly  Lord!  Heaven  is  still  with  anthems  ring:-  ing^;  Earth  takes 
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up     the  angels'     cry,        Ho-ly,    ho  -  ly,  ho- ly,  singing,  Lord  of  hosts,  thou  Lord  moat  hifh. 
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316  moltntss. 

LoRDy  thy  glory  fills  the  heaven; 

Earth  is  with  its  fullness  stored ; 
Unto  thee  be  glory  given, 

Holy,  holy,  holy  Lord ! 
Heaven  is  still  with  anthems  ringing ; 

Earth  takes  up  the  angels'  cry. 
Holy,  holy,  holy,  singing, 

Lord  of  hosts,  thou  Lord  most  high. 

2  Ever  thus  in  God's  high  praises, 
Brethren,  let  our  tongues  unite, 

While  our  thoughts  his  greatness  raises, 
And  our  love  his  gifts  excite ; 

With  his  seraph  train  before  him, 
With  his  holy  church  below, 

Thus  unite  we  to  adore  him. 
Bid  we  thus  our  anthem  flow. 

3  Lord,  thy  glory  fills  the  heaven  ; 
Earth  is  with  its  fullness  stored; 

Unto  thee  be  glory  given. 

Holy,  holy,  holy  Lord ! 
Thus  thy  glorious  name  confessing, 

We  adopt  the  angels'  cry. 
Holy,  holy,  holy,  blessing 

Thee,  the  Lord  our  God  most  high ! 

Richard  Mant 


317  «"»«• 

Lord,  with  glowing  heart  I  'd  praise  thee 

For  the  bliss  thy  love  bestows ; 
For  the  pardoning  grace  that  saves  me, 

And  the  peace  that  from  it  flows : 
Help,  O  God,  my  weak  endeavor. 

This  dull  soul  to  rapture  raise ; 
Thou  must  light  the  flame,  or  never 

Can  my  soul  be  warmed  to  praise. 

2  Praise,  my  soul,  the  God  that  sought  thee, 
Wretched  wanderer,  far  astray ; 

Foimd  thee  lost,  and  kindly  brought  thee 
From  the  paths  of  death  away ; 

Praise,  with  love's  devoutest  feeling. 
Him  who  saw  thy  guilt^bom  fear. 

And,  the  light  of  hope  revealing, 
Bade  the  blood-stained  cross  appear. 

3  Lord,  this  bosom's  ardent  feeling 
Vainly  would  my  lips  express : 

Low  before  thy  footstool  kneeling. 
Deign  thy  suppliant's  prayer  to  bless ; 

Let  thy  grace,  my  soul's  chief  treasure. 
Love's  pure  flame  within  me  raise ; 

And,  since  words  can  never  measure. 
Let  my  life  show  forth  thy  praise. 

Francu  S.  Key. 


Bttrilmte0« 


ABM9TB0TO.    8s,  7i.    D. 


Arr.  by  Emmblar. 
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31 S  ISab'a  nirlcomr. 

Thbbe  's  a  wideness  in  God's  mercy, 

Like  the  wideness  of  the  sea : 
There 's  a  kindness  in  his  justice, 

Which  is  more  than  liberty. 
There  is  welcome  for  the  sinner, 

And  more  graces  for  the  good; 
There  is  mercy  with  the  Saviour ; 

There  is  healing  in  his  blood. 

2  There  is  no  place  where  earth's  sorrows 
Are  more  felt  than  up  in  heaven ; 

There  is  no  place  where  earth's  failings 
Have  such  kindly  judgment  given. 


There  is  plentiful  redemption 
In  the  blood  that  has  been  shed ; 

There  is  joy  for  all  the  members 
In  the  sorrows  of  the  Head. 

3  For  the  love  of  God  is  broader 

Than  the  measure  of  man's  mind ; 
And  the  heart  of  the  Eternal 

Is  most  wonderfully  kind. 
If  our  love  were  but  more  simple, 

We  should  take  him  at  his  word ; 
And  our  lives  would  be  aU.  sunshine 

In  the  sweetness  of  our  Lord. 

Ffederick  W.  Fmber. 


IBn.    8a,  7b.    D. 


C.  C.  C0NVBR8B. 


Ood:— tbe  fatbet. 


Arr.  by  H.  Lamson. 
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319       iSciufftmt  SSffTumi. 

What  out  Father  does  is  well ; 
Blessed  truth  his  children  tell ! 
Though  he  send  for  plenty  want, 
Though  the  harvest  store  be  scant, 
Yet  we  rest  upon  his  love, 
Seeking  better  things  above. 

2  What  our  Father  does  is  well ; 
Shall  the  wilful  heart  rebel  1 
If  a  blessing  he  withhold 
In  the  field,  or  in  the  fold, 
Is  it  not  himself  to  be 
All  our  store  eternally  t 

8PAVI8H  ETMH.    It,  6L 


3  What  our  Father  does  is  well; 
May  the  thought  within  us  dwell ; 
Though  nor  milk  nor  honey  flow 
In  our  barren  Caanan  now, 

God  can  save  us  in  our  need, 
God  can  bless  us,  God  can  feed. 

4  Therefore  unto  him  we  raise 
Hymns  of  glory,  songs  of  praise ; 
To  the  Father,  and  the  Son, 
And  the  Spirit,  Three  in  One, 
Honor,  might,  and  glory  be, 
Now,  and  through  eternity ! 

Henry  W.  Baker,  tr. 
Spanish  Melody. 


I  FIKE 


Great  Crea-  tor  I  who  this  day  Prom  thv  perfect 
D.C. — Cares  of  earth  a-  side  be  thrown,This  day  ^  iven  to  heaven  alonej  V  Hallowed  be  its  hours  an'd  blesk. 


work  didst  rest,  V  &^  5.^®  souls  that  own  thy  swaj^  'N 
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3 SO  €fy[tt  in  9nt. 

Great  Creator!  who  this  day 
From  thy  perfect  work  didst  rest. 

By  the  souls  that  own  thy  sway 
Hallowed  be  its  hours  and  blest; 

Cares  of  earth  aside  be  thrown, 

This  day  given  to  heaven  alone. 

2  Saviour !  who  this  day  didst  break 

The  dark  prison  of  the  tomb. 
Bid  my  slumbering  soul  awake, 


Shine  through  all  its  sin  and  gloom ; 
Let  me,  from  my  bonds  set  free. 
Rise  from  sin,  and  live  to  thee. 

3  BlessM  Spirit!  Comforter! 

Sent  this  day  from  Christ  on  high, 
Lord,  on  me  thy  gifts  confer, 

Cleanse,  illumine,  sanctify ; 
All  thine  influence  shed  abroad; 
Lead  me  to  the  truth  of  God. 

Mrs.  JulU  Ann  ElUott 


Btttilntted. 
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[Ho*iyf  ho-lif    ha-ly  lord,  Ood of liofts,«*itr*]ud  King,  \ 

[  By  tlu  haaT*iiaa]id  Mrth  adortd;  Angels  and  ardumgoU  ling,  >  Chanting  rrer-lait-ing-ly     Tb  the  bloia-od  Tri-ni-ty. 
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1  "  €fit  SltM/b  erinits." 

jY,  holy,  holy  Lord, 

od  of  hosts,  eternal  King, 

the  heavens  and  earth  adored ; 

jigels  and  archangels  sing, 

uting  everlastingly 

the  blessed  Trinity. 

honsands,  tens  of  thousands  stand, 
pirits  blest,  before  the  throne, 
eding  thence  at  thy  command, 
jid,  when  thy  commands  are  done, 
ging  everlastingly 
the  blessed  Trinity. 

Iherubim  and  seraphim 

Tail  their  faces  with  their  wings ; 

es  of  angels  are  too  dim 

To  behold  the  King  of  kings, 

lile  they  sing  eternally 

the  blessed  Trinity. 

[hee  apostles,  prophets  thee, 

[hee  the  noble  martyr  band, 

use  with  solemn  jubilee, 

Thee,  the  church  in  every  land ; 

iging  everlastingly 

the  blessed  Trinity. 

iallelujah !  Lord,  to  thee, 
Pather,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost  j 
dhead  one,  and  Persons  three ; 
Foin  us  witii  the  heavenly  host, 
iging  everlastingly 
the  blessed  Trinity. 


C.Wordsworth. 


> 


12  Katttw'i  Iting. 

(,  give  thanks  to  him  who  made 
)ming  light  and  evening  shade ; 
QTce  and  giver  of  all  good, 
fhtly  sleep  and  daily  food  ; 
ickener  of  our  wearied  powers ; 
ard  of  our  unconscious  hours. 
)h,  give  thanks  to  nature's  King, 
10  made  every  breathing  thing: 
I,  our  warm  and  sentient  frame, 
9 


His,  the  mind's  immortal  flame. 
Oh,  how  close  the  ties  that  bind 
Spirits  to  the  Eternal  Mind ! 

3  Oh,  give  thanks  with  heart  and  lip, 
For  we  are  his  workmanship ; 

And  all  creatures  are  his  care : 
Not  a  bird  that  cleaves  the  air 
Falls  unnoticed ;  but  who  can 
Speak  the  Father's  love  to  man  f 

4  Oh,  give  thanks  to  him  that  came 
In  a  mortal,  suffering  frame— 
Temple  of  the  Deity — 

Came,  for  rebel  man  to  die ; 
In  the  path  himself  hath  trod. 
Leading  back  his  saints  to  God. 

Jofiiah  Coiider. 

As  WITH  gladness  men  of  old 
Did  the  guiding  star  behold. 
As  with  joy  they  hailed  its  light. 
Leading  onward,  beaming  bright ; 
So,  most  gracious  Lord,  may  we 
Evermore  be  led  to  thee. 

2  As  with  joyful  steps  they  sped. 
Saviour,  to  thy  manger  bed. 
There  to  bend  the  knee  before 
Thee  whom  heaven  and  earth  adore ; 
So  may  we  with  willing  feet 

Ever  seek  the  mercy-seat. 

3  As  they  offered  gifts  most  rare 
At  thy  cradle  rude  and  bare. 

So  may  we  with  holy  joy. 
Pure  and  free  from  sin's  alloy. 
All  our  costliest  treasures  bring, 
Christ,  to  thee  our  heavenly  King. 

4  Holy  Jesus,  every  day 
Keep  us  in  the  narrow  way; 
And,  when  earthly  things  are  past. 
Bring  our  ransomed  souls  at  last 
Where  they  need  no  star  to  guide, 
Where  no  clouds  thy  glory  hide. 

WtUlan  C.  Dix. 
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M.  Portugal. 


324         Vtitgti,  Sttitln, 

Oh,  come,  all  ye  faithful, 

Joyfully  triumphant, 
To  Bethlehem  hasten  now  with  ghul  accord ; 

Lo !  in  a  manger 

Lies  the  King  of  angels ; 
Oh,  come,  let  us  adore  him,  Christ  the  Lord. 

2  Raise,  raise,  choirs  of  angels. 
Songs  of  loudest  triumph. 
Through  heaven's  high  arches  be  your 
praises  poured : 

OSWALD.    8i,7i. 


Now  to  our  God  be 
Glory  in  the  highest ; 
Oh,  come,  let  us  adore  him,  Christ  the  Lord. 

3  Amen !  Lord,  we  bless  thee, 

Bom  for  our  salvation, 
O  Jesus!  for  ever  be  thy  name  adored ; 

Word  of  the  Father, 

Late  in  flesh  appearing; 
Oh,  come,  let  us  adore  him.  Christ  the  Lord. 

WiUUun  Mercer,  tr. 


Hark,  the  hosts  of  heaven  are  singing 

Praises  to  the  new-bom  Lord, 
Strains  of  sweetest  music  flinging. 

Not  a  note  or  word  unheard. 

2  On  this  night,  all  nights  excelling, 
God's  high  praises  soimded  forth. 

While  the  angels'  songs  were  telling 
Of  the  Lord's  mysterious  birth. 

3  Through  the  darkness,  strangely  splendid, 
Flashed  the  light  on  shepherds'  eyes; 


As  their  lowly  flocks  they  tended. 
Came  new  tidings  from  the  skies. 

4  All  the  hosts  of  heaven  are  chanting 
Songs  with  power  to  stir  and  thrill, 

And  the  universe  is  panting 
Joy's  deep  longings  to  fulfill. 

5  On  this  day  then  throilgh  creation 
Let  the  glorious  hymn  ring  out ; 

Let  men  hail  the  great  salvation, 
"  God  with  us,"  with  song  and  shout. 

E.  H.  Plmni 


" 


f  ncatnation  and  Xittb. 
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C.  Gounod. 
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is  born;  tall  flnt]i  hli  Aum!  (SirUt  fhmiliMT'n;hliloift]KroelAim;  Christ  on  earth;  tnlt  hit  i^^  Sing  to  the  Lord,  0 
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A-  tion;  Broak  forth  in  glad  thanksglTlnfttT-ery     na-tion;     for  ha  hath  trivmphod  glorioos-ly! 

rf.0  0    0ln»    /at 
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Christ  is  bom ;  tell  forth  his  fame ! 
Christ  from  heaven ;  his  love  proclaim ; 
Christ  on  earth;  exalt  his  name! 
Sing  to  the  Lord,  O  world,  with  exultation ; 
Break  forth  in  glad  thanksgiving,  every 
nation; 
For  he  hath  triamphed  gloriously! 

2  Man  in  God^s  own  image  made, 
Man,  by  Satan's  wiles  betrayed, 

CmO.    8s,  7b. 


Man,  on  whom  corruption  preyed. 
Shut  out  from  hope  of  life  and  of  salvation, 
To-day  Christ  maketh  him  a  new  creation ; 
For  he  hath  triumphed  gloriously! 

3  He,  the  Wisdom,  Word,  and  Might; 
God,  and  Son,  and  Light  of  Light ; 
Undiscovered  by  the  sight 
Of  earthly  monarch  or  infernal  spirit. 
Incarnate  was  that  we  should  heaven  inherit : 
For  he  hath  triumphed  gloriously! 

John  M.  Neale.  tr. 
Lowell  Mason. 


Haxk!  what  aaan  those  holy  ToieM,Bwostly  warbling  in  tho  shiest  Bars,  th'  sngslie  host  r^oicss— Loadsst  halleliOahs  riss. 
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Hark!  what  mean  those  holy  voices, 
Sweetly  warbling  in  the  skies  f 

|8iire,  the  angelic  host  rejoices — 
Loudest  hallelujahs  rise. 

Listen  to  the  wondrous  story. 
Which  they  chant  in  hymns  of  joy; — 
^ Glory  in  the  highest,  glory; 
Glory  be  to  God  most  high! 

"Peace  on  earth,  good-wDl  from  heaven. 
Beaching  far  as  man  is  found ; 


Souls  redeemed,  and  sins  forgiven ; — 
Loud  our  golden  harps  shall  sound. 

4  "  Christ  is  bom,  the  great  Anointed ; 
Heaven  and  earth  his  glory  sing: 

Glad,  receive  whom  God  appointed. 
For  your  Prophet,  Priest,  and  King. 

5  ^*  Hasten,  mortals!  to  adore  him. 
Learn  his  name  and  taste  his  joy ; 

Till  in  heaven  you  sing  before  him, — 
Glory  be  to  God  most  high!" 

John  Cawood. 
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J.  B.  Dykbs. 


Brightest  and  best  of  the  sons  of  the    morn*ing!    Dawn  on  our    darknessand  lend  us  thine  aid; 
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Star  of  the  East,  the  hor-  i  •    son  a  -  dorn-inf,  Guide  where  our  in>  fant  Re-decmer     is     laid. 


328  ••^tatoftfjcmast.'* 

Brightest  and  best  of  the  sons  of  the 
morning ! 
Dawn  on    our   darkness   and   lend  ns 
thine  aid ; 
Star  of  the  East^  the  horizon  adorning, 
Guide  where  our  infant  Redeemer  is  laid. 

2  Cold  on  his  cradle  the  dew-drops  are 

shining ; 
Low  lies  his  head  with  the  beasts  of  the 
stall: 
Angels  adore  him,  in  slumber  reclining, 
Maker,  and  Monarch,  and  Saviour  of  all! 

3  Say  shall  we  yield  him,  in  costly  de- 

votion. 
Odors  of  Edom,  and  offerings  divine  f 
Gems  of  the  mountains,  and  pearls  of  the 

ocean. 
Myrrh  from  the  forest,  or  gold  from  the 

mine! 

4  Vainly  we  offer  each  ample  oblation, 
Vainly  with  gold  would  his  favor  secure : 

Richer,  by  far,  is  the  heart's  adoration ; 
Dearer  to  God  are  the  prayers  of  the  poor. 

5  Brightest  and  best  of  the  sons  of  the 

morning ! 
Dawn  on    our   darkness   and   lend   us 
thine  aid ; 


Star  of  the  East,  the  horizon  adorning, 
Guide  where  our   infant    Redeemer    is 
laid. 

Regiaald  Heber. 
329  " Oaus^trr  of  Zfon !" 

Daughter  of  Zion!  awake  from  thy  sad- 
ness: 
Awake,  for  thy  foes  shall  oppress  thee 
no  more ; 
Bright  o'er  thy  hills  dawns  the  day-st&r 
of  gladness; 
Arise!    for  the  night  of  thy  sorrow  is 
o'er. 

2  Strong  were  thy  foes,  but  the  arm  tkal 

subdued  them, 

And  scattered  their  legions,  was  might-   : 

ier  far ;  *^  | 

They  fled  like  the  chaff  from  the  scourge  | 

that  pursued  them  j  -j 

For  vain  were  their  steeds    and   thei^:l 


chariots  of  war ! 

3  Daughter  of  Zion !  the  power  that  hai 
saved  thee, 
Extolled  with  the   harp  and   the 
brel  should  be : 
Shout!  for  the  foe  is  destroyed  that 
slaved  thee, 
The  oppressor  is  vanquished,  and  Zion 
free!  Anoo.. 
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AVIBOH.    llf,10t. 

CHOKUB. 


C.  AVISON. 


Shoot tlwgUd  ti-di]igi,ez-iilt-lnf -ly    liiif ;. 
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▼•l-ooi   ito-ry  iM  toll-lnfi    Tkt  Son    of  tlw  Highett,  how  low-ly   hli    birth;  Tho  brightoftarehangol  in 
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OloMe  with  l»i  Ohorut.       Ohorua  ajier  last  verte. 


^'Tj   ox-eol-ling,    Ho  itoopt  to    ro-deem  thoe,ho   reigno     np-on      oarth.  Bhont  tho  glad  tidingti  ox - 
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|tao.-Shout  the  glad  tidings,  exultingly  sing ; 
Jerosalem  triumphs,  Messiah  is  King. 
Zion,  the  marvelous  story  be  telling, 
TlieSon  of  the  Highest,  how  lowly  his 
birth; 
brightest  archangel  in  glory  excelling. 
He  stoops  to  redeem   thee,    he    reigns 
upon  earth. 
Cho. — Shout  the  glad  tidings,  etc. 

Cho. — Shout  the  glad  tidings,  etc. 
Tell  how  he  cometh ;  from  nation  to  nation, 
[fte  heart-cheering  news  let  the  earth 
echo  round; 


How  free  to  the  faithful  he  offers  salvation ! 
How  his  people  with  joy  everlasting  are 
crowned ! 
Cho. — Shout  the  glad  tidings,  etc. 

Cho. — Shout  the  glad  tidings,  etc. 
3  Mortals,    your    homage    be    gratefully 
bringing, 
And  sweet  let  the  gladsome    hosanna 
arise; 
Ye  angels,  the  full  hallelujah  be  singing ; 
One  chorus  resounds  through  the  earth 
and  the  skies. 
Cho. — Shout  the  glad  tidings,  etc. 

W.  A.  Muhlenbefg. 
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331  Sf)(  CtiilD  etirtst. 

All  praise  to  thee,  eternal  Lord, 
Clothed  in  a  garb  of  flesh  and  blood; 
Choosing  a  manger  for  thy  throne, 
While  worlds  on  worlds  are  thine  alone ! 

2  Once  did  the  skies  before  thee  bow ; 
A  virgin's  arms  contain  thee  now ; 
Angels,  who  did  in  thee  rejoice, 
Now  listen  for  thine  infant  voice. 

3  A  little  child,  thou  art  our  guest. 
That  weary  ones  in  thee  miay  rest; 
Forlorn  and  lowly  is  thy  birth, 

That  we  may  rise  to  heaven  from  earth. 

4  Thou  comest  in  the  darksome  night 
To  make  us  children  of  the  light; 

To  make  us,  in  the  realms  divine, 

Like  thine  own  angels  round  thee  shine. 

5  All  this  for  us  thy  love  hath  done: 
By  this  to  thee  our  love  is  won ; 
For  this  we  tune  our  cheerful  lays. 

And  shout  our  thanks  in  ceaseless  praise. 

Tr.  ft.  Mmrtin  Luther. 

332  incamition. 

Before  the  heavens  were  spread  abroad. 
From  everlasting  was  the  Word ; 

With  God  he  was,  the  Word  was  God! 
And  must  divinely  be  adored. 

2  Ere  sin  was  bom,  or  Satan  fell, 
He  led  the  host  of  morning  stars : 

His  generation  who  can  tell. 
Or  count  the  number  of  his  years  t 


3  But  lo,  he  leaves  those  heavenly  forms: 
The  Word  descends  and  dwells  in  clay, 

That  he  may  converse  hold  with  worms, 
Dressed  in  such  feeble  flesh  as  they. 

4  Mortals  with  joy  behold  his  face. 
The  eternal  Father's  only  Son : 

How  full  of  truth,  how  full  of  grace, 
When  in  his  eyes  the  Godhead  shone! 

5  Archangels  leave  their  high  abode. 
To  learn  new  mysteries  here,  and  tell 

The  love  of  our  descending  God, 
The  glories  of  Immanuel. 

Iiaac  Watts. 

333  "So^tofttiiRr.'* 

Eternal  Father,  when  to  thee. 
Beyond  all  worlds,  by  faith  I  soar. 

Before  thy  boundless  majesty 
I  stand  in  silence  and  adore. 

2  But,  Saviour,  thou  art  by  my  side; 
Thy  voice  I  hear,  thy  face  I  see : 

Thou  art  my  friend,  my  daily  guide; 
God  over  all,  yet  God  with  me! 

3  And  thou.  Great  Spirit,  in  my  heart 
Dost  make  thy  temple  day  by  day : 

Tlie  Holy  Ghost  of  God  thou  art. 
Yet  dwellest  in  this  house  of  clay. 

4  Blest  Trinity,  in  whom  alone 
All  things  created  move  or  rest. 

High  in  the  heavens  thou  hast  thy  tl 
Thou  hast  thy  throne  within  my  bi 

HenreyD. 
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Henry  Lahbs. 
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334  "SbrsaatotiirJStar.'' 

When,  marshaled  on  the  nightly  plain, 

The  glittering  host  bestud  the  sky, 
One  star  alone,  of  all  the  train, 

Can  fix  the  sinner^s  wandering  eye. 
Hark!  hark!  to  God  the  chorus  breaks 

From  every  host,  from  every  gem; 
Bat  one  alone  the  Saviour  speaks, — 

It  is  the  Star  of  Bethlehem. 

2  Once  on  the  raging  seas  I  rode, 

The  storm  was  loud,  the  night  was  dark, 
The  ocean  roared,  and  rudely  blowed 

The  wind  that  tossed  my  foundering  bark. 
Deep  horror  then  my  vitals  froze ; 

Death-struck,  I  ceased  the  tide  to  stem ; 
When  suddenly  a  star  arose. 

It  was  the  Star  of  Bethlehem ! 

3  It  was  my  guide,  my  light,  my  all; 

It  bade  niy  dark  forebodings  cease, 
And  through  the  storm  and  danger's  thrall 

It  led  me  to  the  port  of  peace. 
Now  safely  moored,  my  perils  o'er, 

I  '11  sing,  first  in  night's  diadem. 
For  ever  and  for  evermore, 

The  Star,  the  Star  of  Bethlehem ! 

Henry  Kirke  White. 


335  "Ipnnrrof^telrm." 

When  Jordan  hushed  his  waters  still, 

And  silence  slept  on  Zion's  hill ; 

When  Salem's  shepherds  through  the  night 

Watched  o'er  their  flocks  by  starry  light ; 

Hark !  from  the  midnight  hills  around, 

A  voice  of  more  than  mortal  sound 

In  distant  hallelujahs  stole. 

Wild  murmuring  o'er  the  raptured  soul. 

2  On  wheels  of  light,  on  wings  of  flame, 
The  glorious  hosts  of  Zion  came ; 

High  heaven  with  songs  of  triumph  rung, 

While  thus  they  struck  their  harps  and  sung : 

" 0  Zion!  lift  thy  raptured  eye; 

The  long-expected  hour  is  nigh: 

The  joys  of  nature  rise  again. 

The  Prince  of  Salem  comes  to  reign. 

3  "  He  comes  to  cheer  the  trembling  heart. 
Bids  Satan  and  his  host  depart ; 

Again  the  Daystar  gilds  the  gloom, 
Again  the  bowers  of  Eden  bloom." 
0  Zion !  lift  thy  raptured  eye ; 
The  long-expected  hour  is  nigh : 
The  joys  of  nature  rise  again. 
The  Prince  of  Salem  comes  to  reign. 

Thoina.s  Campbell. 
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CAROL,    a  IL  D. 


R.  S.  WiLus. 


It  came  up-on  the  midnight  clear,That  f  lorioua  sonf  of  old,    Prom  angfeU  bending  near  the  earth, 

D.s. — earth  in  solemn  stillneaa  lay. 


To  touch  their  harps  of  gold;  **  Peace  to  the  earth,  good>will  to  men,Prom  heaven's  all-gracious  King: 
To  hear  the  an -gels    sing. 


336  ^^'  flngrls'  J5on0. 

It  came  upon  the  midnight  clear, 

That  glorious  song  of  old, 
From  angels  bending  near  the  earth, 

To  touch  their  harps  of  gold ; 
"  Peace  to  the  earth,  good-will  to  men, 

Prom  heaven's  all-gracious  King:" 
The  earth  in  solemn  stillness  lay. 

To  hear  the  angels  sing. 

2  Still  through  the  cloven  skies  they  come. 

With  peaceful  wings  unfurled ; 
And  still  celestial  music  floats 

O'er  all  the  weary  world ; 
Above  its  sad  and  lowly  plains 

They  bend  on  heavenly  wing. 
And  ever  o'er  its  Babel  sounds, 

The  blessed  angels  sing. 

CHBISTMAS.    C.  IL 


3  0  ye,  beneath  life's  crushing  load, 
Whose  forms  are  bending  low. 

Who  toil  along  the  climbing  way, 
With  painful  steps  and  slow ; — 

Look  up !  for  glad  and  golden  hours 
Come  swiftly  on  the  wing; 

Oh,  rest  beside  the  weary  road. 
And  hear  the  angels  sing! 

4  For  lo !  the  days  are  hastening  on, 
By  prophet-bards  foretold, 

When  with  the  ever-circling  years 
Comes  round  the  age  of  gold! 

When  peace  shall  over  all  the  earth 
Its  filial  splendors  fling, 

And  the  whole  world  send  back  the  sonj 
Which  now  the  angels  sing! 


Edwin  H.  Sean. 


Arr.  fir.  Handbl. 
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VOIL    a  M.  o. 


Arr.  by  A.  S.  Sullivan. 
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While  shepherds  watched  their  flocks  by  night,  All  seated     on    the  ground;  The      an  -  gel    of    the 
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While  shepherds  watched  their  flocks  by 

All  seated  on  the  ground ;  [nighty 

The  angel  of  the  Lord  came  down, 

And  glory  shone  around. 
"Fear  not,"  said  he, — for  mighty  dread 

Had  seized  their  troubled  mind, — 
"Glad  tidings  of  great  joy  I  bring. 

To  you  and  all  mankind. 

2  "To  you,  in  David's  town  this  day. 
Is  bom  of  David's  line 

"Hie  Saviour,  who  is  Christ,  the  Lord, 

And  this  shall  be  the  sign : — 
The  heavenly  babe  you  there  shall  find 

^  meanly  wrapped  in  swathing  bands. 
And  in  a  manger  laid." 

3  Thus  spake  the  seraph — and  forthwith 
Appeared  a  shining  throng 

W  angels,  praising  God,  who  thus 
Addressed  their  joyful  song: — 

"All  glory  be  to  God  on  high, 
And  to  the  earth  be  peace ; 

food- will  henceforth  from  heaven  to  men 
Begin,  and  never  cease ! " 

Nahttin  Tate. 


33S  ttngtis'  iSusir. 

Calm  on  the  listening  ear  of  night 

Come  heaven's  melodious  strains. 
Where  wild  Judea  stretches  far 

Her  silver-mantled  plains. 
Celestial  choirs,  from  courts  above. 

Shed  sacred  glories  there, 
And  angels,  with  their  sparkling  lyres, 

Make  music  on  the  air. 

2  The  answering  hills  of  Palestine 
Send  back  the  glad  reply. 

And  greet  from  all  their  holy  heights 
The  Dayspring  from  on  high : 

O'er  the  blue  depths  of  Galilee 
There  comes  a  holier  calm ; 

And  Sharon  waves  in  solemn  praise 
Her  silent  groves  of  palm. 

3  "Glory  to  God!"  the  lofty  strain 
The  realms  of  ether  fills ; 

How  sweeps  the  song  of  solemn  joy 

O'er  Judah's  sacred  hills ! 
"Glory  to  God!"  the  sounding  skies 

Loud  with  their  anthems  ring: 
"  Peace  on  the  earth ;  good- will  to  men, 

From  heaven's  eternal  King." 

Edwin  H.  Scan. 
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Hark!  the  herald  angels  sing 
"  Glory  to  the  new-bom  King ; 
Peace  on  earth,  and  mercy  mild, 
God  and  sinners  reconciled ! " 
Joyful,  all  ye  nations,  rise. 
Join  the  triumph  of  the  skies ; 
With  the  angelic  host  proclaim, 
Christ  is  bom  in  Bethlehem ! 

2  Christ,  by  highest  heaven  adored ; 
Christ,  the  everlasting  Lord; 

Late  in  time  behold  him  come. 
Offspring  of  the  Virgin's  womb : 
Vailed  in  flesh  the  Godhead  see ; 
Hail  the  incarnate  Deity, 
Pleased  as  man  with  men  to  dwell ; 
Jesus,  our  Immanuel ! 

3  Hail !  the  heaven-born  Prince  of  Peace ! 
Hail  the  Sun  of  Righteousness ! 

Light  and  life  to  all  he  brings 
Risen  with  healing  in  his  wings : 
Mild  he  lays  his  glory  by. 
Bom  that  man  no  moi'e  may  die : 
Bom  to  raise  the  sons  of  earth, 
Bom  to  give  them  second  birth. 

Charles  Wesley. 


340     "  ^t)t  CfiTist  Of  eon." 

He  has  come !  the  Christ  of  God 
Left  for  us  his  glad  abode  \ 
Stooping  from  his  throne  of  bliss, 
To  this  darksome  wilderness. 
He  has  come !  the  Prince  of  Peace ; 
Come  to  bid  our  sorrows  cease ; 
Come  to  scatter  with  his  light 
All  the  shadows  of  our  night. 

2  He  the  mighty  King  has  come ! 
Making  this  poor  earth  his  home; 
Come  to  bear  our  sin's  sad  load ; 
Son  of  David,  Son  of  God! 

He  has  come,  whose  name  of  grace 
Speaks  deliverance  to  our  race ; 
Left  for  us  his  glad  abode  \ 
Son  of  Mary,  Son  of  God ! 

3  Unto  us  a  child  is  bom ! 
Ne'er  has  earth  beheld  a  morn. 
Among  all  the  moms  of  time. 
Half  so  glorious  in  its  prime. 
Unto  us  a  Son  is  given ! 

He  has  come  from  God's  own  heaven, 
Bringing  with  him  from  above 
Holy  peace  and  holy  love. 

Horatias  Bodbt. 
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And  heav'n  and  nature  sing.And  heav'n  and  nature  sing, 
341  9»^  00- 

Joy  to  the  world;  the  Lord  is  come!  3  No  more  let  sins  and  sorrows  grow, 
Let  earth  receive  her  King;  Nor  thorns  infest  the  ground; 

Let  every  heart  prepare  him  room,  He  comes  to  make  his  blessings  flow 
And  heaven  and  nature  sing.  Far  as  the  curse  is  found. 


2  Joy  to  the  earth ;  the  Saviour  reigns ; 

Let  men  their  songs  employ; 
Wbile  fields  and  floods,rocks,  hills  and  plains, 

Repeat  the  sounding  joy. 


4  He  rules  the  world  with  truth  and  grace, 
And  makes  the  nations  prove 

The  glories  of  his  righteousness. 
And  wonders  of  his  love. 

Isaac  Watts. 
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Hail  the  night,  all  hail  the  mom, 
When  the  Prince  of  Peace  was  bom! 
When,  amid  the  wakeful  fold. 
Tidings  good  the  angels  told. 
Now  our  solemn  chant  we  raise 
Duly  to  the  Saviour's  praise ; 
Now  with  carol  hymns  we  bless 
Christ  the  Lord,  our  righteousness. 

2  While  resounds  the  joyful  cry, 
"  Glory  be  to  God  on  high. 
Peace  on  earth,  good- will  to  men ! " 
Gladly  we  respond,  "  Amen ! " 
Thus  we  greet  this  holy  day. 
Pouring  forth  our  festive  lay; 
Thus  we  tell,  with  saintly  mirth. 
Of  ImmanuePs  wondrous  birth. 

Anon.,  1837* 


343     71.  O.    Tna^-HIBALD  AH0IL8. 

God  with  us !  oh,  glorious  name ! 
Let  it  shine  in  endless  fame ; 
God  and  man  in  Christ  unite ; 
Oh,  mysterious  depth  and  height ! 
God  with  us!  the  eternal  Son 
Took  our  soul,  our  flesh,  and  bone ; 
Now,  ye  saints,  his  grace  admire. 
Swell  the  song  with  holy  fire. 

2  God  with  us !  but  tainted  not 
With  the  first  transgressor's  blot ; 
Yet  did  he  our  sins  sustain, 
Bear  the  guilt,  the  curse,*  the  pain. 
God  with  us !  oh,  wondrous  grace ! 
Let  us  see  him  face  to  face ; 
That  we  may  Immanuel  sing, 
As  we  ought,  our  God  and  King! 

Sarah  Sliun. 
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H.  Smart. 


ft44         "  ^^'  nrtD^born  Ittng." 

Angels,  from  the  realms  of  glory, 
Wing  your  flight  o'er  all  the  earth ; 

Ye  who  sang  creation's  story, 
Now  proclaim  Messiah's  birth : 

Come  and  worship, — 
Worship  Christ,  the  new-bom  King. 

2  Shepherds  in  the  field  abiding, 
Watching  o'er  your  flocks  by  night, 

God  with  man  is  now  residing; 
Yonder  shines  the  infant  light : 

Come  and  worship, — 
Worship  Christ,  the  new-bom  King. 

3  Sages,  leave  your  contemplations, — 
Brighter  visions  beam  afar : 

Seek  the  great  Desire  of  nations : 


Ye  have  seen  his  natal  star : 

Come  and  worship, — 
Worship  Christ,  the  new-bom  King. 

4  Saints,  before  the  altar  bending, 
Watching  long  in  hope  and  fear, 

Suddenly  the  Lord,  descending. 
In  his  temple  shall  appear : 

Come  and  worship,— 
Worship  Christ,  the  new-bom  King. 

5  Sinners,  wrung  with  true  repentance, 
Doomed  for  guilt  to  endless  pains, 

Justice  now  revokes  the  sentence, — 
Mercy  calls  you, — break  your  chains: 

Come  and  worship, — 
Worship  Christ,  the  new-bom  King. 

James  MontgoiDery. 
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All    my  heart  this  night  re -joic  -  es,        As    I  hear,  far  and  near,  Sweetest  an -gel   voi-ces; 
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**  Christ    is  borni"  their  choirs  are  sing- ing,     Till  the  air     everywhere  Now  with  Joy  is    ring-ing 
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Of  the  Father's  love  begotten, 
Ere  the  worlds  began  to  be, 

He,  the  Alpha  and  Omega, 
He  the  source,  the  ending  he, 

Of  the  things  that  are,  that  have  been. 
And  that  future  years  shall  see. 
Evermore  and  evermore ! 

2  At  his  word  the  worlds  were  framed ; 
He  commanded ;  it  was  done : 

Heaven  and  earth  and  depths  of  ocean 
In  their  threefold  order  one ; 

All  that  grows  beneath  the  shining 
Of  the  moon  and  burning  sun, 
Evermore  and  evermore ! 

3  He  is  found  in  human  fashion, 
Death  and  sorrow  here  to  know. 

That  the  race  of  Adam's  children. 
Doomed  by  law  to  endless  woe, 

May  not  henceforth  die  and  perish 
In  the  dreadful  gulf  below. 
Evermore  and  evermore! 

J.  M.  Neale,  tr. 
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Hb  is  here,  whom  seers  in  old  time 

Chanted  of,  while  ages  ran ; 
Whom  the  writings  of  the  prophets 

Promised  since  the  world  began : 
Then  foretold,  now  manifested, 

To  receive  the  praise  of  man, 
Evermore  and  evermore ! 

2  Praise  him,  O  ye  heaven  of  heavens ! 
Praise  him,  angels  in  the  height ! 

Every  power  and  every  virtue, 
Sing  the  praise  of  God  aright : 

Let  no  tongue  of  man  be  silent. 
Let  each  heart  and  voice  unite. 
Evermore  and  evermore ! 

3  Thee  let  age,  and  thee  let  manhood, 
Thee  let  choirs  of  infants  sing ; 

Thee  the  matrons  and  the  virgins. 
And  the  children  answering : 

Let  their  modest  song  re-echo. 
And  their  heart  its  praises  bring, 
Evermore  and  evermore ! 

J.  M.  Neale.  tr. 


347  ^'^    Tune— BOW. 

All  my  heart  this  night  rejoices. 
As  I  hear,  far  and  near, 
Sweetest  angel  voices ; 
"  Christ  is  bom  ! "  their  choirs  are  singing, 
Till  the  air  everywhere 
Now  with  joy  is  ringing. 

2  For  it  dawns,  the  promised  morrow 
Of  his  birth,  who  the  earth 
Rescues  from  her  sorrow. 


God  to  wear  our  form  descendeth ; 
Of  his  grace  to  our  race 
Here  his  Son  he  lendeth. 

3  Come,  then,  let  us  hasten  yonder ; 
Here  let  all,  great  and  small, 
Kneel  in  awe  and  wonder. 
Love  him  who  with  love  is  yearning ; 
Hail  the  Star,  that  from  far 
Bright  with  hope  is  burning. 

C.  WInkwoith,  tr. 
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0  LITTLE  town  of  Bethlehem, 

How  still  we  see  thee  lie ! 
Above  thy  deep  and  dreamless  sleep, 

The  silent  stars  go  by ; 
Yet  in  thy  dark  streets  shineth 

The  everlasting  Light ; 
The  hopes  and  fears  of  all  the  years 

Are  met  in  thee  to-night. 

2  For  Christ  is  bom  of  Mary, 
And,  gathered  all  above, 

While  mortals  sleep,  the  angels  keep 
Their  watch  of  wondering  love. 

O  morning  stars,  together 
Proclaim  the  holy  birth ! 

And  praises  sing  to  God  the  King, 
And  peace  to  men  on  earth. 

3  How  silently,  how  silently. 
The  wondrous  gift  is  given ! 

So  God  imparts  to  human  hearts 
The  blessings  of  his  heaven. 

No  ear  may  hear  his  coming. 
But  in  this  world  of  sin. 

Where  meek  souls  will  receive  him  still, 
The  dear  Christ  enters  in. 


4  O  holy  child  of  Bethlehem ! 

Descend  to  us,  we  pray ; 
Cast  out  our  sin,  and  enter  in. 

Be  bom  in  us  to-day. 
We  hear  the  Christmas  angels 

The  great  glad  tidings  tell ; 
Oh,  come  to  us,  abide  with  us. 

Our  Lord  Immanuel ! 

Phillips  Brooks. 
349  »ctt)lrtltm  iStar. 

As  SHADOWS  cast  by  cloud  and  sun 

Flit  o'er  the  summer  grass, 
So,  in  thy  sight.  Almighty  One, 

Earth's  generations  pass. 
And  as  the  years,  an  endless  host, 

Come  swiftly  pressing  on, 
The  brightest  names  that  earth  can  boast 

Just  glisten  and  are  gone. 

2  Yet  doth  the  star  of  Bethlehem  shed 

A  luster  pure  and  sweet  j 
And  still  it  leads,  as  once  it  led. 

To  the  Messiah's  feet. 
0  Father,  may  that  holy  star 

Grow  every  year  more  bright, 
And  send  its  glorious  beams  afar 

To  fill  the  world  with  light. 

William  Cttllen  Brymnt. 
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We  march,  we  march  to      vie  -  to  -  ry,    With  the  croM   of     the  Lord  be  •  fore     us,  With  his 
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lov  •>  ing    eye   look-ing  down  from  the  sky,     And   his      ho    -    ly    arm  spread  o'er     us.      His 
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bo  -  ly    arm  spread  o*er    us.     o'er         us.  (1.  We       come   in     the  might  of  the  Lord    of  light, 

<  8.  Our       sword  is     the  Spfr  •  it    of    Qod    on  high, 
(  8.  And  the  choir  of an  -  gels  with  song   a  •  waits 
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His  arm  spread 
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With  ar  -  mor  briprht  to  meet  him; 
Our  hel  -  met  his  sal  -  va  •  tion; 
Our   march  to  the  gold -en        Zi  •>  on; 


And  we    put      to        flight    the  armies  of   night 

Our  ban  -  ner         the     cross        of  Cal-va  -  ry. 

For  our   Cap  •  tain        has    broken    the  braxen  gates, 
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That  the    sons     of    the    day  may   greet  him.     The     sons    of    the    day  may   greet  him.  )  We 
Our  watch -word —    the     In-car-na -tion.     Our  watch  word^-the   In  -  car  -  na  •  tion.  > 

And  burst    the  bars    of        i  -    ron.     And      burst         the   bars     of        i    •>  ron.    ) 
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Once  in    roy-al  David's  cit»y     Stood  a  low-ly  cat- tie  shed, Where  a  motb-cr  laid  her    Ba-by, 
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Once  in  royal  David's  city 

Stood  a  lowly  cattle  shed, 
Where  a  mother  laid  her  Baby, 

In  a  manger  for  his  bed : 
Mary  was  that  mother  mild, 
Jesus  Christ  her  little  child. 

2  He  came  down  to  earth  from  heaven 
Who  is  God  and  Lord  of  all, 

And  his  shelter  was  a  stable, 
And  his  cradle  was  a  stall ; 
With  the  lowly,  poor,  and  mean, 
Lived  on  earth  our  Saviour  then. 

3  And,  through  all  his  wondrous  childhood. 
He  would  honor  and  obey. 

Love,  and  watch  the  lowly  maiden 

In  whose  gentle  arms  he  lay : 
Christian  children  all  must  be 
Mild,  obedient,  good  as  he. 

4  Oh,  our  eyes  at  last  shall  see  him. 
Through  his  own  redeeming  love ; 

For  that  child  so  dear  and  gentle 

Is  our  God  in  heaven  above  j 
And  he  leads  his  children  on 
To  the  place  where  he  is  gone. 

5  Not  in  that  poor  lowly  stable. 
With  the  oxen  standing  by, 

We  shall  see  him ;  but  in  heaven, 

Set  at  God's  right  hand  on  high ; 
When  like  stars  his  children  crowned 
All  in  white  shall  wait  around. 

Mrs.  C.  F.  Alexander. 


352  *'iSlrsffblorD!'* 

Shout,  O  earth !  from  silence  waking. 
Tune  with  joy  thy  varied  tongue ; 

Shout !  as  when  from  chaos  breaking 
Sweetly  flowed  thy  natal  song : 

Shout !  for  thy  Creator's  love 

Sends  redemption  from  above. 

2  Downward  from  his  star-paved  dwelling 
Comes  the  incarnate  Son  of  God ; 

Countless  voices,  thrilling,  swelling. 

Tell  the  triumphs  of  his  blood : 
Shout !  he  comes  thy  tribes  to  bless 
With  his  spotless  righteousness. 

3  See  his  glowing  hand  uplifted ! 
Clustering  bounties  drop  around ; 

Rebels  ev'n  are  richly  gifted. 

Pardon,  peace,  and  joy  abound ! 
Shout,  0  earth !  and  let  thy  song 
Ring  the  vaulted  heavens  along. 

4  Call  him  blessed !  on  thy  mountains 
In  thy  wild  and  citied  plains ; 

Call  him  blessed !  where  thy  fountains 

Speak  in  softly  murmuring  strains. 
Let  thy  captives,  let  thy  kings 
Join  the  lyre  of  thousand  strings. 

5  Blessed  Lord,  and  Lord  of  blessing ! 
Pour  thy  quickening  gifts  abroad ; 

Raptured  tongues,  thy  love  confessing, 

Shall  extol  the  living  God. 
Blessed,  blessed,  blessed  Lord ! 
Heaven  shall  chant  no  other  word. 


Xite  anD  Cbaractec. 


KUBUL.    8t,  7t,  7i. 
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Oke  there  is,  above  all  others, 

Well  deserves  the  name  of  Friend  j 
His  is  love  beyond  a  brother's, 
Costly,  free,  and  knows  no  end : 
They  who  once  his  kindness  prove 
Find  it  everlasting  love. 

2  Which  of  all  our  friends,  to  save  us. 
Could  or  would  have  shed  his  blood  ! 

But  our  Jesus  died  to  have  us 
Reconciled  in  him  to  God : 
This  was  boundless  love  indeed ! 
Jesus  is  a  friend  in  need. 

3  When  he  lived  on  earth  abased, 
"  Friend  of  sinners  "  was  his  name ; 

^ow  above  all  glories  raised. 
He  rejoices  in  the  same ; 
Still  he  calls  them  brethren,  friends, 
And  to  all  their  wants  attends. 

4  Could  we  bear  from  one  another 
What  he  daily  bears  from  us  f 

Yet  this  glorious  Friend  and  Brother 
Loves  us  though  we  treat  him  thus : 
Though  for  good  we  render  ill. 
He  accounts  us  brethren  still. 

5  Oh,  for  grace  our  hearts  to  soften ! 
Teach  us.  Lord,  at  length  to  love ; 

^e,  alas !  forget  too  often 
What  a  Friend  we  have  above : 
But  when  home  our  souls  are  brought, 
We  will  love  thee  as  we  ought. 

John  Newton. 
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Thou  to  whom  the  sick  and  dying 

Ever  came,  nor  came  in  vain. 
Still  with  healing  word  replying 
To  the  weary  cry  of  pain ; 
Hear  us,  Jesus,  as  we  meet. 
Suppliants  at  thy  mercy-seat. 

2  Every  care  and  every  sorrow. 
Be  it  great,  or  be  it  small ; 

Yesterday,  to-day,  to-morrow, 
When,  where'er  it  may  befall ; 
Lay  we  humbly  at  thy  feet, 
Suppliants  round  thy  mercy-seat. 

3  Still  the  weary,  sick,  and  dying 
Need  a  brother's,  sister's  care ; 

On  thy  higher  help  relying. 
May  we  now  their  burden  share : 
Bringing  all  our  offerings  meet. 
Suppliants  to  thy  mercy-seat. 

4  May  each  child  of  thine  be  willing, 
Willing  both  in  hand  and  heart. 

Every  law  of  love  fulfilling, 
Every  comfort  to  impart : 
Ever  bringing  offerings  meet. 
Suppliants  at  thy  mercy-seat. 

5  Then  shall  sickness,  sin,  and  sadness 
To  thy  healing  powder  yield; 

Till  the  sick  and  sad  in  gladness, 
Rescued,  ransomed,  cleansed,  healed, 
Shall  the  saints  together  meet. 
Pardoned  at  thy  judgment-seat ! 

Cod£cey  ThrU4(. 
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How  sweetly  flowed  the  goepel  sound  From  lips  of  gentleness  and  grace,  When  listening  thousands 


gath-ered  round,  And  Joy  and  gladness  filled  the  place  t  And  joy  and  gladness  filled  the  place! 


IGfi^i^^ffiFfiFipipfi^.fir-Tf^i 
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How  SWEETLY  flowed  the  gospel  sound 
From  lips  of  gentleness  and  grace, 

When  listening  thousands  gathered  round, 
And  joy  and  gladness  filled  the  place ! 

2  From  heaven  he  came,  of  heaven  he  spoke, 
To  heaven  he  led  his  followers'  way ; 

Dark  clouds  of  gloomy  night  he  broke, 
Unvailing  an  immortal  day. 

3  "  Come,  wanderers,  to  my  Father's  home, 
Come,  all  ye  weary  ones,  and  rest : " 

Yes,  sacred  Teacher,  we  will  come. 
Obey  thee,  love  thee,  and  be  blest ! 

4  Decay  then,  tenements  of  dust ; 
Pillars  of  earthly  pride,  decay : 

A  nobler  mansion  waits  the  just. 
And  Jesus  has  prepared  the  way. 

John  Bowrins^. 

356  *•*»»»,  H«nnlr«." 

How  BEAUTEOUS  were  the  marks  divine. 
That  in  thy  meekness  used  to  shine. 
That  lit  thy  lonely  pathway,  trod 
In  wondrous  love,  O  Son  of  God ! 

2  Oh,  who  like  thee,  so  calm,  so  bright, 
So  pure,  so  made  to  live  in  light  ? 

Oh,  who  like  thee  did  ever  go 

So  patient  through  a  world  of  woe  t 

3  Oh,  who  like  thee  so  humbly  bore 
The  scorn,  the  scoffs  of  men,  before  ? 
So  meek,  forgiving,  godlike,  high. 
So  glorious  in  humility  ? 


4  Even  death,  which  sets  the  prisoner  free, 
Was  pang,  and  scoff,  and  scorn  to  thee ; 
Yet  love  through  all  thy  torture  glowed, 
And  mercy  with  thy  life-blood  flowed. 

5  Oh,  in  thy  light  be  mine  to  go. 
Illuming  all  my  way  of  woe ! 
And  give  me  ever  on  the  road 

To  trace  thy  footsteps.  Son  of  God, 

Arthur  C.  CiMie 

When,  like  a  stranger  on  our  sphere^ 
The  lowly  Jesus  wandered  here. 
Where'er  he  went,  affliction  fled. 
And  sickness  reared  her  fainting  head. 

2  The  eye  that  rolled  in  irksome  night. 
Beheld  his  face — for  God  is  light ; 
The  opening  ear,  the  loosened  tongue, 
His  precepts  heard,  his  praises  sung. 

3  With  bounding  steps  the  halt  and  lame. 
To  hail  their  great  Deliverer  came ; 

O'er  the  cold  grave  he  bowed  his  head. 
He  spake  the  word,  and  raised  the  dead. 

4  Despairing  madness,  dark  and  wild, 
In  his  inspiring  presence  smiled ; 
The  storm  of  horror  ceased  to  roll, 
And  reason  lightened  through  the  soul. 

5  Through  paths  of  loving-kindness  led, 
Where  Jesus  triumphed  we  would  tread ; 
To  all,  with  willing  hands  dispense 
The  gifts  of  our  benevolence. 

Jamn  Moittgomery. 
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Nor    from  those  bless  •  ed     foot-steps  swerve,  Which  lead    me      to       his     seat      a  -  hove  ? 
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How  SHALL  I  follow  him  I  serve  t 

How  shall  I  copy  him  I  love  t 
Nor  from  those  blessed  footsteps  swerve. 

Which  lead  me  to  his  seat  above  ? 

2  Lordyshould  my  path  through  suffering  lie. 
Forbid  it  I  should  e'er  repine ; 

Still  let  me  turn  to  Calvary, 

Nor  heed  my  griefs,  remembering  thine. 

3  Oh,  let  me  think  how  thou  didst  leave 
Untasted  every  pure  delight, 


To  fast,  to  faint,  to  watch,  to  grieve, 
The  toilsome  day,  the  homeless  night : — 

4  To  faint,  to  grieve,  to  die  for  me ! 
Thou  camest  not  thyself  to  please : 

And,  dear  as  earthly  comforts  be. 
Shall  I  not  love  thee  more  than  these  T 

5  Yes !  I  would  coimt  them  all  but  loss,. 
To  gain  the  notice  of  thine  eye : 

Flesh  shrinks  and  trembles  at  tiie  cross, 
But  thou  canst  give  the  victory. 

Jodah  Couder. 
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LowBLL  Mason. 
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Ht  dear  Redeemer,  and  my  Lord, 

1  read  my  duty  in  thy  word ; 
Bot  in  thy  life  the  law  appears. 
Drawn  out  in  living  characters. 

2  Such  was  thy  truth  and  such  thy  zeal, 
Soch  deference  to  thy  Father's  will, 
Saeh  love,  and  meekness  so  divine, 

1  would  transcribe  and  make  them  mine. 


3  Cold  mountains  and  the  midnight  air 
Witnessed  the  fervor  of  thy  prayer ; 
The  desert  thy  temptations  knew. 
Thy  conflict  and  thy  victory  too. 

4  Be  thou  my  pattern ;  make  me  bear 
More  of  thy  gracious  image  here ; 

Then  God,  the  Judge,  shall  own  my  name 
Among  the  followers  of  the  Lamb. 

Isaac  Watts. 
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A- wake,  and  heark-en,      for        he       brings  Qlad   ti- dings    of        the    King      of       kings. 


360  ^<'^"  ^^'  Saptist. 

On  Jordan's  bank  the  Baptist's  cry 
Announces  that  the  Lord  is  nigh  j 
Awake,  and  hearken,  for  he  brings 
Glad  tidings  of  the  King  of  kings. 

2  Then  cleansed  be  every  breast  from  sin ; 
Make  straight  the  way  for  God  within  j 
Prepare  we  in  our  hearts  a  home. 
Where  such  a  mighty  guest  may  come. 

3  For  thou  art  our  salvation,  Lord, 
Our  refuge,  and  our  great  reward; 
Without  thy  grace  we  waste  away, 
Like  flowers  that  wither  and  decay. 

4  To  heal  the  sick  stretch  out  thine  hand. 
And  bid  the  fallen  sinner  stand; 

Shine  forth,  and  let  thy  light  restore 
Earth's  own  true  loveliness  once  more. 

John  Chandler,  tr. 

361  Ci^t  £ntTS  (ntfl  Jrrusalrm. 

Ride  on !  ride  on  in  majesty ! 
In  lowly  pomp  ride  on  to  die : 
0  Christ,  thy  triumphs  now  begin 
O'er  captive  death  and  conquered  sin. 

2  Ride  on !  ride  on  in  majesty ! 
The  last  and  fiercest  strife  is  nigh : 
The  Father  on  his  sapphire  throne 
Awaits  liis  own  anointed  Son. 

3  Ride  on !  ride  on  in  majesty ! 
In  lowly  pomp  ride  on  to  die ; 
Bow  thy  meek  head  to  mortal  pain ; 
Then  take,  0  God,  thy  power,  and  reign. 

Henry  Hart  Milraan. 
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Oh,  love,  how  deep !  how  broad !  how  high ! 
It  fills  the  heart  with  ecstasy. 
That  God,  the  Son  of  God,  should  take 
Our  mortal  form,  for  mortals'  sake. 

2  For  us  he  prayed,  for  us  he  taught, 
For  us  his  daily  works  he  wrought, — 
By  words  and  signs  and  actions  thus 
Still  seeking,  not  himself,  but  us. 

3  To  him  whose  boundless  love  has  won 
Salvation  for  us  through  his  Son, 

To  God  the  Father  glory  be. 
Both  now  and  through  eternity. 

John  M.  Nealc,  tr. 
OUO  ^t)(  SraiuSfluration. 

Oh,  wondrous  type,  oh,  vision  fair, 
Of  glory  that  the  Church  shall  share, 
Which  Christ  upon  the  mountain  shows, 
Where  brighter  than  the  sun  he  glows ! 

2  With  shining  face  and  bright  array, 
Christ  deigns  to  manifest  to-day 
What  glory  shall  be  theirs  above, 
Who  joy  in  God  with  perfect  love. 

3  And  faithful  hearts  are  raised  on  high 
By  this  great  vision's  mystery ; 
For  which  in  joyful  strains  we  raise 
The  voice  of  prayer,  the  hymn  of  praise. 

4  0  Father,  with  the  Eternal  Son, 
And  Holy  Spirit,  ever  One, 
Vouchsafe  to  bring  us  by  thy  grace 
To  see  thy  glory  face  to  face. 

John  M.  Neale,  I 


i 


Xftc  atiD  Cbacacter* 


VIA  BOVA.    L.  K. 


J.  B.  Dykes. 
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O      Mas  -  ter,      let     me    walk    with  thee         In      low  •  ly       paths  of       serv  -  ice        free ; 
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Tell       me     thy    se  •  cret;     help   me    bear       The    strain  of      toil,    the       ret     of       care. 


364        ^^f'  '^  CSinning  iSoUIs. 

0  Master,  let  me  walk  with  thee 
In  lowly  paths  of  service  free ; 
Tell  me  thy  secret ;  help  me  bear 
The  strain  of  toil,  the  fret  of  care. 

2  Help  me  the  slow  of  heart  to  move 
By  some  clear  winning  word  of  love ; 
Teach  me  the  wayward  feet  to  stay, 
And  guide  them  in  the  homeward  way. 

CBUSADSSS'  HTlOr.    P.  K. 


3  Teach  me  thy  patience !  still  with  thee 
In  closer,  dearer  company, 

In  work  that  keeps  faith  sweet  and  strong. 
In  trust  that  triumphs  over  wrong. 

4  In  hope  that  sends  a  shining  ray 
Far  down  the  future's  broadening  way  j 
In  peace  that  only  thou  canst  give, 
With  thee,  0  Master,  let  me  live ! 

Washington  Gladden. 


Arr.  by  R.  S.  Willis. 


Fair  -  est  Lord  Je  -  sus  I  Ru 
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Thee    will   I 
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cher  -  ish,      thee  will   I     hon  -  or,  Thoul  my  soul's  glo  -  ry,  Joy,     and    crown. 
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'^^  '  Jesus  is  fairer!  Jesus  is  purer! 

Fairest  Lord  Jesus !  Ruler  of  all  nature !        wii/^  *««  v^a  \^^c.  w^f ni  1,001. 

0  thou  of  God  and  man  the  Son ! 

Thee  will  I  cherish,  thee  will  I  honor. 

Thou!  my  soul's  glory,  joy,  and  crown. 


I 


Who  makes  the  woeful  heart  to  sing. 

3  Fair  is  the    sunshine,  fairer    still    the 
moonlight. 


inou:  myM,iu«^iury,jujr,».x^vw.o.         And  the  twinkUng  starry  host ; 
2  Fair  are  the  meadows,  fairer  still  the  jesus  shines  brighter!  Jesus  shines  purer! 

Than  all  the  angels  heaven  can  boast. 


woodlands, 


Bobed  in  the  blooming  garb  of  spring  \ 


Richard  S.  Willis,  tr. 
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FLEHSBUBO.    C  K.  D. 


Arr.  fr.  L.  Spohr. 
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laendiuuneaeQmiaoiiwordOBtarUihtloTMtohcar;    There  if  no  bu^hs  -  ty  in  him  Which  loTomaj  not  coaBoaeaK. 


366        'Utaittfrauaf. 

Oh,  see  how  Jesus  trusts  himself 

Unto  our  childish  love ! 
As  though  by  his  free  ways  with  us 

Our  earnestness  to  prove. 
His  sacred  name  a  common  word 

On  earth  he  loves  to  hear ; 
There  is  no  majesty  in  him 

Which  love  may  not  come  near. 

ATHXV8.    a  K.  D. 


2  The  light  of  love  is  round  his  feet, 

His  paths  are  never  dim ; 
And  he  comes  nigh  to  us  when  we 

Dare  not  come  nigh  to  him. 
Let  us  be  simple  with  him  then, 

Not  backward,  stiff,  nor  cold, 
As  though  our  Bethlehem  could  be 

What  Sinai  was  of  old. 

Frederick  W.  Faber. 
Arr.  fr.  GlARDlNI. 


The  8aT-ioar!  oh,  whnt  ondlots  charnis  Ihrell  in     tho  bliis-ftd     loand!      Iti      inlhiiBCO  or  •  try 
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And  ipreadffweeteomlbrt    ronad.     Th'al  -  miriit-y  Fonn-«r       of     tho  akiot  Stooped  to   oar  Tile    a-    bodes 
hailed  thV 


And 


in-earmate     God. 


367  CftfWamfJffua." 

The  Saviour!  oh,  what  endless  charms 

Dwell  in  the  blissful  sound ! 
Its  influence  every  fear  disarms, 

And  spreads  sweet  comfort  round. 
The  almighty  Former  of  the  skies 

Stooped  to  our  vile  abode ; 
While  angels  viewed  with  wondering  eyes 

And  hailed  the  incarnate  God. 


2  Oh,  the  rich  depths  of  love  divine ! 

Of  bliss  a  boundless  store ! 
Dear  Saviour,  let  me  call  thee  mine ; 

I  cannot  wish  for  more. 
On  thee  alone  my  hope  relies. 

Beneath  thy  cross  I  fall ; 
My  Lord,  my  Life,  my  Sacrifice, 

My  Saviour,  and  my  All ! 

Anne  Steele. 


J 


Xite  anD  Cbaracter* 


vox  DILICn.    C.  K.  D. 


J.  B.  DVKBS. 
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one,  lay  down  Thy  head  up  •  on     my    breast ! " 
thirst-y  one,    Stoop  down,and  drink.and  live  I  '* 
morn  shall  rise.And  all    thy    day    be     bright!" 


I  came  to 
I  came  to 
I  Rooked  to 


-  sua    as      I    was, 
•  sua,  and    I  drank 

-  8U8,  and    1  found 


Of 

In 


^^ 


Weary,  and  worn,  and  sad;  I  found  in  him  a  rest  -  ing-place.  And  he  hath  made  me  elad. 
that  life  •  siv  •  ing  stream;  My  thirst  was  quench*d,my  aoulrevivedLAnd  now  I  live  in  him. 
him      my  Star,  my    Sun;    And  in  that  light  of      life    I '11  walk,  Till  all   my  journey  *8  done. 
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I  HEARD  the  voice  of  Jesus  say, — 

"Come  unto  me  and  rest; 
Lay  down,  thou  weary  one,  lay  down 

Thy  head  upon  my  breast!" 
I  came  to  Jesus  as  I  was. 

Weary,  and  worn,  and  sad ; 

1  found  in  him  a  resting-place, 
And  he  hath  made  me  glad. 

2  I  heard  the  voice  of  Jesus  say, — 
"Behold,  I  freely  g^ive 

The  living  water ;  thirsty  one, 
Stoop  down,  and  drink,  and  live ! " 

1  came  to  Jesus,  and  I  drank 
Of  that  life-giving  stream ; 

^y  thirst  was  quenched,  my  soul  revived. 
And  now  I  live  in  him. 

3 1  heard  the  voice  of  Jesus  say, — 
'4  am  this  dark  world's  light ; 

Look  unto  me,  thy  mom  shall  lise. 
And  all  thy  day  be  bright ! " 


1  looked  to  Jesus,  and  I  found 

In  him  my  Star,  my  Sun ; 
And  in  that  Hght  of  life  I  'U  walk, 
Till  all  my  journey 's  done. 

Hormtius  Bonar. 

369  ^'  9rrfrrt  ^attrm. 

Let  worldly  minds  the  world  pursue, 

It  has  no  charms  for  me ; 
Once  I  admired  its  trifles  too, 

But  grace  has  set  me  free. 
As  by  the  light  of  opening  day. 

The  stars  are  all  concealed ; 
So  earthly  pleasures  fade  away. 

When  Jesus  is  revealed. 

2  Creatures  no  more  divide  my  choice, 
I  bid  them  all  depart ; 

His  name,  and  love,  and  gracious  voice, 
Have  fixed  my  roving  heart. 

But  may  I  hope  that  thou  will  own 
A  worthless  worm  like  me  t 

Now,  Lord !  I  would  be  thine  alone, 
And  wholly  live  to  thee. 

John  Newton. 
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8SBSHITT.    C.  M. 


^be  Xord  Scene  Cbri0t 


Arr.  fr.  W.  V.  Wallace. 


e  nay  not  ellmb  the  liMvtiily  ftetpt  To  briiig  tli6  Lord  Chriit  down;  In  TiiA  wt  Much  t^ 


370  S^rtnuSrst. 

We  may  not  climb  the  heavenly  steeps 
To  bring  the  Lord  Christ  down ; 

In  vain  we  search  the  lowest  deeps, 
For  him  no  depths  can  drown. 

2  But  warm,  sweet,  tender,  even  yet 
A  present  help  is  he ; 

And  faith  has  yet  its  Olivet, 
And  love  its  Galilee. 

3  The  healing  of  the  seamless  dress 
Is  by  our  beds  of  pain ; 

ABIBL.    a  P.  M. 


We  touch  him  in  life's  throng  and  press. 
And  we  are  whole  again. 

4  Through  him  the  first  fond  prayers  are  said 
Our  lips  of  childhood  frame ; 

The  last  low  whispers  of  our  dead 
Are  burdened  with  his  name. 

5  0  Lord  and  Master  of  us  all, 
Whatever  our  name  or  sign, 

We  own  thy  sway,  we  hear  thy  call, 
We  test  our  lives  by  thine ! 

Jobn  G.  Whitdcr. 

LowBLL  Mason. 


Oh,    could  I     ipoftk  tho   autteh-loM  worth.    Oh,  eoold  I  lOfind  the  gkrieo  ftrth.  Which  in  my  SaTionr  thine! 
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notee  al  •  moot  di  -  vine,    In  notes  al  •  oMct       di  -  Tine. 
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Oh,  could  I  speak  the  matchless  worth. 
Oh,  could  I  sound  the  glories  forth. 
Which  in  my  Saviour  shine ! 

1  'd  soar  and  touch  the  heavenly  strings, 
And  vie  with  Gabriel  while  he  sings 

In  notes  almost  divine. 

2  Pd  sing  the  precious  blood  he  spilt, 
My  ransom  from  the  dreadful  guilt 

Of  sin  and  wrath  divine ! 
I  'd  sing  his  glorious  righteousness, 
In  which  all-perfect  heavenly  dress 

My  soul  shall  ever  shine. 


3  I  'd  sing  the  characters  he  bears, 
And  all  the  forms  of  love  he  wears. 

Exalted  on  his  throne : 
In  loftiest  songs  of  sweetest  praise, 
I  would  to  everlasting  days 

Make  all  his  glories  known. 

4  Well— the  delightful  day  will  come, 
When  my  dear  Lord  will  bring  me  home, 

And  I  shall  see  his  face : 
Then  with  my  Saviour,  Brother,  Friend, 
A  blest  eternity  1 11  spend, 

Triumphant  in  his  grace. 

Samuel  Medley 


Xite  and  Cbaracter. 


OBTOHVILLB.    a  M. 


T.  Hastings. 
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Ma  •  jes  •  tic  sweetness  sits  enthroned  Up  •  on    the  Saviour's    brow ;     His  head  with  radiant 
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glo-ries  crowned,  His      lips  with  ^race  o'er  -  flow,  His        lips  with  grace  o'er  -    flow. 


372  "  Wtofif tftrt  lobelfi.- 

Majestic  sweetness  sits  enthroned 

Upon  the  Saviour's  brow ; 
His  head  with  radiant  glories  crowned, 

His  lips  with  grace  o'erflow. 

2  No  mortal  can  with  him  compare. 
Among  the  sons  of  men ; 

Fairer  is  he  than  all  the  fair 
That  fill  the  heavenly  train. 

3  He  saw  me  plunged  in  deep  distress. 
He  flew  to  my  relief ; 

For  me  he  bore  the  shameful  cross, 
And  carried  all  my  grief. 


KEUIABVOCK.    C.  M. 


4  To  him  I  owe  my  life  and  breath. 
And  all  the  joys  I  have ; 

He  makes  me  triumph  over  death. 
He  saves  me  from  the  grave. 

5  To  heaven,  the  place  of  his  abode, 
He  brings  my  weary  feet ; 

Shows  me  the  glories  of  my  God, 
And  makes  my  joy  complete. 

6  Since  from  his  bounty  I  receive 
Such  proofs  of  love  divine, 

Had  I  a  thousand  hearts  to  give, 
Lord !  they  should  all  be  thine. 


Samuel  Stennett. 


N.  DOUGALL. 
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swMtoft  name  on  earth. 
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There  is  a  name  I  love  to  hear; 

I  love  to  sing  its  worth ; 
It  sounds  like  music  in  mine  ear — 

The  sweetest  name  on  earth. 

2  It  tells  me  of  a  Saviour's  love 
Who  died  to  set  me  free ; 

It  tells  me  of  his  precious  blood — 
The  sinner's  perfect  plea. 

3  It  tells  me  of  a  Father's  smile 
Beaming  upon  his  child ; 


It  cheers  me  through  this  "  little  while," 
Through  desert,  waste,  and  wild. 

4  It  tells  of  One  whose  loving  heart 
Can  feel  my  smallest  woe— 

Who  in  each  sorrow  bears  a  part 
That  none  can  bear  below. 

5  It  bids  my  trembling  soul  rejoice, 
And  dries  each  rising  tear ; 

It  tells  me  in  a  ''  still  small  voice," 
To  trust,  and  not  to  fear. 

Frederick  Whitfield. 
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CHUSCH.    C.  M. 


J.  P.  HOLBROOK. 
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Behold,  where,  in  a  mortal  form, 

Appears  each  grace  divine ! 
The  virtues,  all  in  Jesus  met, 

With  mildest  radiance  shine. 

2  To  spread  the  rays  of  heavenly  light, 
To  give  the  mourner  joy, 

To  preach  glad  tidings  to  the  poor. 
Was  his  divine  employ. 

3  'Mid  keen  reproach  and  cruel  scorn. 
He  meek  and  patient  stood ; 

His  foes,  ungrateful,  sought  his  life, 
Who  labored  for  their  good. 

4  In  the  last  hour  of  deep  distress. 
Before  his  Father's  throne, 

With  soul  resigned  he  bowed  and  said, — 
"Thy  will,  not  mine,  be  done!" 

5  Be  Christ  our  pattern,  and  our  guide. 
His  image  may  we  bear ; 

Oh,  may  we  tread  his  holy  steps, — 
His  joy  and  glory  share. 

William  Enfield. 

375  ^  ^nt\u  Eifr. 

A  PILGRIM  through  this  lonely  world. 

The  bless6d  Saviour  passed ; 
A  mourner  all  his  life  was  he, 

A  dying  Lamb  at  last. 

2  That  tender  heart  which  felt  for  all. 

For  all  its  life-blood  gave ; 
It  found  on  earth  no  resting-place. 

Save  only  in  the  grave. 


3  Such  was  our  Lord ;  and  shall  we  fear 
The  cross,  with  all  its  scorn  Y 

Or  love  a  faithless  evil  world 
That  wreathed  his  brow  with  thorn  Y 

4  No !  facing  all  its  frowns  or  smiles, 
Like  him,  obedient  still. 

We  homeward  press  through  storm  or  calm, 
To  Zion's  blessed  hill. 

Edward  Denny. 
37d  •^"^  ^^^  Szanqilr. 

What  grace,  0  Lord,  and  beauty  shone 

Around  thy  steps  below ; 
What  patient  love  was  seen  in  all 

Thy  life  and  death  of  woe. 

2  For  ever  on  thy  burdened  heart 
A  weight  of  sorrow  hung ; 

Yet  no  ungentle,  murmuring  word 
Escaped  thy  silent  tongue. 

3  Thy  foes  might  hate,  despise,  revile, 
Thy  friends  unfaithful  prove ; 

Unwearied  in  forgiveness  still. 
Thy  heart  could  only  love. 

4  Oh,  give  us  hearts  to  love  like  thee ! 
Like  thee,  O  Lord,  to  gfrieve 

Far  more  for  others'  sins,  than  all 
The  wrongs  that  we  receive. 

5  One  with  thyself,  may  every  eye, 
In  us,  thy  brethren,  see 

The  gentleness  and  grace  that  spring 
From  union.  Lord !  with  thee. 

Edwafd  Denny. 
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FAITH,    a  M. 
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J.  B.  Dykes. 
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Thou  art  the  Way :  to  thee  alone 
From  sin  and  death  we  flee ; 

And  he  who  would  the  Father  seek. 
Must  seek  him.  Lord,  by  thee. 

2  Thou  art  the  Truth :  thy  word  alone 

True  wisdom  can  impart  ] 
Thou  only  canst  inform  the  mind. 

And  purify  the  heart. 


HBLBVA.    C.  M. 
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3  Thou  art  the  Life :  the  rending  tomb 
Proclaims  thy  conquering  arm ; 

And  those  who  put  their  trust  in  thee 
Nor  death  nor  hell  shall  harm. 

4  Thou  art  the  Way,  the  Truth,  the  Life : 
Grant  us  that  Way  to  know ; 

That  Truth  to  keep,  that  Life  to  win, 
Whose  joys  eternal  flow. 

George  W.  Do&ne. 


W.  B.  Bradbury. 


LardfMtotbydMreroMWtfletfAadpnytobe  fer-giTen,     8o   Itt  thy  liib  our  patUrn  bt,  Aadfom  oar  Mali  for  hMTtn. 
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Lord,  as  to  thy  dear  cross  we  flee, 

And  pray  to  be  forgiven. 
So  let  thy  life  our  pattern  be. 

And  form  our  souls  for  heaven. 

2  Help  us,  through  good  report  and  ill, 
Our  daily  cross  to  bear ; 

Like  thee,  to  do  our  Father's  will. 
Our  brother's  gfriefs  to  share. 

3  Let  grace  our  selfishness  expel, 
Our  earthliness  refine ; 

And  kindness  in  our  bosoms  dwell 
As  free  and  true  as  thine. 

4  If  joy  shall  at  thy  bidding  fly. 
And  griefs  dark  day  come  on, 

We,  in  our  turn,  would  meekly  cry, 
"Father,  thy  will  be  done!" 

5  Kept  peaceful  in  the  midst  of  strife. 
Forgiving  and  forgiven, 

Oh,  may  we  lead  the  pilgrim's  life, 
And  follow  thee  to  heaven ! 

John  H.  Guraejr. 


379         "Aftantor/oTfift." 

Jesus!  thy  love  shall  we  forget, 

And  never  bring  to  mind 
The  grace  that  paid  our  hopeless  debt, 

And  bade  us  pardon  find  Y 

2  Shall  we  thy  life  of  grief  forget, 
Thy  fasting  and  thy  prayer ; 

Thy  locks  with  mountain  vapors  wet, 
To  save  us  from  despair  ? 

3  Gethsemane  can  we  forget — 
Thy  struggling  agony 

When  night  lay  dark  on  Olivet, 
And  none  to  watch  with  thee  ? 

4  Our  sorrows  and  our  sins  were  laid 
On  thee,  alone  on  thee ; 

Thy  precious  blood  our  ransom  paid  — 
Thine  all  the  glory  be ! 

5  Life's  brightest  joys  we  may  forget — 
Our  kindred  cease  to  love ; 

But  he  who  paid  our  hopeless  debt, 
Our  constancy  shall  prove. 

William  Mitchell. 
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Lord  Jetos!  when  I  think  of  thee.  Of  all  thy  lore  and  graee,  My  spirit  longs  andfida  woald  see  Thy  beauty,  fkoe  to  fkM. 
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Lord  Jesus!  when  I  think  of  thee. 

Of  all  thy  love  and  grace. 
My  spirit  longs  and  fain  would  see 

Thy  beauty,  face  to  face. 

2  And  though  the  wilderness  I  tread, 
A  barren,  thirsty  ground, 

With  thorns  and  briars  overspread. 
Where  foes  and  snares  abound; — 

3  Yet  in  thy  love  such  depths  I  see, 
My  soul  o'erflows  with  praise — 

Contents  itself,  while,  Lord,  to  thee 
A  joyful  song  I  raise. 

4  My  Lord,  my  Life,  my  Rest,  my  Shield, 
My  Rock,  my  Food,  my  Light ; 

Eaeh  thought  of  thee  doUi  constant  yield 
Unchanging,  fresh  delight. 

5  My  Saviour,  keep  my  spirit  stayed. 
Hard  following  after  thee ; 

Till  I,  in  robes  of  white  arrayed. 
Thy  face  in  glory  see. 

James  G.  Deck. 
RIOHL    C.  M. 
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O  Lord,  we  now  the  path  retrace 
Which  thou  on  earth  hast  trod. 

To  man  thy  wondrous  love  and  grace. 
Thy  faithfulness  to  God ! 

2  Thy  love,  by  man  so  sorely  tried. 
Proved  stronger  than  the  gfrave ; 

The  very  spear  that  pierced  thy  side 
Drew  forth  the  blood  to  save. 

3  Unmoved  by  Satan^s  subtle  wiles, 
Or  suffering,  shame,  or  loss, 

Thy  path  uncheered  by  earthly  smiles, 
Led  only  to  the  cross. 

4  0  Lord,  with  sorrow  and  with  shame, 
We  meekly  would  confess, 

How  little  we,  who  bear  thy  name. 
Thy  mind,  thy  ways,  express. 

5  Give  us  thy  meek,  thy  lowly  mind ; 
We  would  obedient  be, 

And  all  our  rest  and  pleasure  find 
In  fellowship  with  thee. 

James  C.  Deck. 
B.  Probst. 
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Jesus,  and  didst  thou  condescend. 
When  vailed  in  human  clay, 

To  heal  the  sick,  the  lame,  the  blind. 
And  drive  disease  away! 

2  Didst  thou,  regard  the  beggar's  cry. 
And  give  the  blind  to  see  f 

Jesus,  thou  Son  of  David,  hear — 
Have  mercy,  too,  on  me. 


3  And  didst  thou  pity  mortal  woe. 
And  sight  and  health  restore  T 

Then  pity.  Lord,  and  save  my  soul, 
Which  needs  thy  mercy  more. 

4  Didst  thou  regard  thy  servant's  cry, 
When  sinking  in  the  wavef 

I  perish,  Lord,  oh,  save  my  soul ! 
For  thou  alone  canst  save. 

Mn.  Amelia  WakcCoid.^- 
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Jesus  is  God !    The  glorious  bands 

Of  holy  angels  sing 
Songs  of  adoring  praise  to  him, 

Their  Maker  and  their  King. 
He  was  true  God  in  Bethlehem's  crib, 

On  Calvary's  cross  true  God, 
He  who  in  heaven  eternal  reigned, 

In  time  on  earth  abode. 

2  Jesus  is  God !    If  on  the  earth 
This  blessed  faith  decays, 

More  tender  must  our  love  become. 

More  plentiful  our  praise. 
We  are  not  angels,  but  we  may 

Down  in  earth's  corners  kneel. 
And  multiply  sweet  acts  of  love, 

And  murmur  what  we  feel. 

3  Jesus  is  God !    Let  sorrow  come, 
And  ]^in,  and  every  ill ; 

All  are  worth  while,  for  all  are  means 

His  glory  to  fulfill ; 
Worth  while  a  thousand  years  of  life. 

To  speak  one  little  word, 
If  only  by  our  faith  we  own 

The  Godhead  of  our  Lord ! 

F.  W.  Faber. 
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Oh,  where  is  he  that  trod  the  sea  ? 

Oh,  where  is  he  that  spake, — 
And  demons  from  their  victims  flee. 

The  dead  from  slumber  wake? 
The  palsied  rise  in  freedom  strong. 

The  dumb  men  talk  and  sing, 
And  from  blind  eyes,  benighted  long. 

Bright  beams  of  morning  spring. 

2  Oh,  where  is  he  that  trod  the  sea? 
'T  is  only  he  can  save ; 

To  thousands  hungering  wearily, 

A  wondrous  meal  he  gave : 
Full  soon,  celestially  fed. 

Their  plenteous  food  they  take  j 
'T  was  springtide  when  he  blest  the  bread, 

'T  was  harvest  when  he  brake. 

3  Oh,  where  is  he  that  trod  the  sea? 
My  soul !  the  Lord  is  here : 

Let  all  thy  fears  be  hushed  in  thee. 
And  leap,  and  look,  and  hear. 

Thy  utmost  needs  he  '11  satisfy : 
Art  thou  diseased  or  dumb  ? 

Or  dost  thou  in  thy  hunger  cry  ? 
Behold  thy  Helper  come ! 

T.  T.  Lynch. 
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O  Saviour,  precious  Saviour, 
Whom  yet  unseen  we  love, 
O  name  of  might  and  favor. 
All  other  names  above; 
Cho. — We  worship  thee,  we  bless  thee. 
To  thee  alone  we  sing ; 
We  praise  thee  and  confess  thee. 
Our  holy  Lord  and  King. 

2  O  Bringer  of  salvation. 

Who  wondrously  hast  wrought. 
Thyself  the  revelation 
Of  love  beyond  our  thought; — Cho. 

3  In  thee  all  fullness  dwelleth, 
All  grace  and  power  divine; 

The  glory  that  excelleth, 
O  Son  of  God,  is  thine; — Cho. 

4  Oh,  grant  the  consummation 
Of  this  our  song  above. 

In  endless  adoration 
And  everlasting  love; 
Cho.— We  worship  thee,  we  bless  thee. 
To  thee  alone  we  sing; 
We  praise  thee  and  confess  thee. 
Our  gracious  Lord  and  King. 

Frances  R.  Havergal. 
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All  glory,  laud,  and  honor 

To  thee.  Redeemer,  King! 
To  whom  the  lips  of  children 

Made  sweet  hosannas  ring. 
Thou  art  the  King  of  Israel, 

Thou  David's  royal  Son, 
Who  in  the  Lord's  name  comest, 

The  King  and  blessed  One. 

2  The  company  of  angels 
Are  praising  thee  on  high. 

And  mortal  men,  and  all  things 

Created  make  reply. 
The  people  of  the  Hebrews 

With  palms  before  thee  went, 
Our  praise  and  prayer  and  anthems 

Before  thee  we  present. 

3  To  thee  before  thy  passion 
They  sang  their  hymns  of  praise ; 

To  thee  now  high  exalted 

Our  melody  we  raise. 
Thou  didst  accept  their  praises; 

Accept  the  prayers  we  bring, 
Who  in  aU  good  delightest, 

Thou  good  and  gracious  King. 

J.  M.  Neale.  tr. 
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To  THEE,  my  God  and  Saviour! 

My  heart  exulting  sings, 
Rejoicing  in  thy  favor, 

Ahnighty  King  of  kings! 

1  '11  celebrate  thy  glory. 

With  all  thy  saints  above. 
And  tell  the  joyful  story 
Of  thy  redeeming  love. 

2  Soon  as  the  mom  with  roses 
Bedecks  the  dewy  east. 

And  when  the  sun  reposes 

Upon  the  ocean's  breast, 
My  voice,  in  supplication, 

Well-pleased  the  Lord  shall  hear: 
Oh,  grant  me  thy  salvation. 

And  to  my  soul  draw  near. 

3  By  thee,  through  life  supported, 
I  'U  pass  the  dangerous  road, 

With  heavenly  hosts  escorted. 

Up  to  thy  bright  abode; 
Then  cast  my  crown  before  thee, 

And,  all  my  conflicts  o'er. 
Unceasingly  adore  thee : — 

What  could  an  angel  more? 


3SS       CtltDiTrn'i  lltoMniuis. 

When,  his  salvation  bringing. 

To  Zion  Jesus  came. 
The  children  all  stood  singing 

Hosanna  to  his  name ; 
Nor  did  their  zeal  offend  him. 

But,  as  he  rode  along. 
He  let  them  still  attend  him, 

Well  pleased  to  hear  their  song. 

2  And  since  the  Lord  retaineth 
His  love  for  children  still, 

Though  now  as  King  he  reigneth 
On  Zion's  heavenly  hill. 

We  '11  flock  around  his  banner. 
Who  sits  upon  the  throne, 

And  raise  a  loud  hosanna. 
To  David's  royal  Son. 

3  For  should  we  fail  proclaiming 
Our  great  Redeemer's  praise. 

The  stones,  our  silence  shaming. 
Would  their  hosanna  raise. 

But  should  we  only  render 
The  tribute  of  our  words? 

No ;  while  our  hearts  are  tender. 
They,  too,  should  be  the  Lord's. 


Thomas  Haweis. 
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"  Come  unto  me,  ye  weary, 

And  I  will  give  you  rest." 
Oh,  blessed  voice  of  Jesus, 

Which  comes  to  hearts  opprest; 
It  tells  of  benediction, 

Of  pardon,  grace,  and  peace, 
Of  joy  that  hath  no  ending. 

Of  love  which  cannot  cease. 

2  "  Come  unto  me,  dear  children, 
And  I  will  give  you  light." 

Oh,  loving  voice  of  Jesus, 

Which  comes  to  cheer  the  night: 
Our  hearts  were  filled  with  sadness. 

And  we  had  lost  our  way, 
But  morning  brings  us  gladness. 

And  songs  the  break  of  day. 

3  "  Come  unto  me,  ye  fainting. 
And  I  will  give  you  life." 

Oh,  peaceful  voice  of  Jesus, 
Which  comes  to  end  our  strife : 

The  foe  is  stem  and  eager. 
The  fight  is  fierce  and  long; 

But  thou  hast  made  me  mighty, 
And  stronger  than  the  strong. 


4  "  And  whosoever  cometh 

I  will  not  cast  him  out." 
Oh,  patient  love  of  Jesus, 

WTiich  drives  away  our  doubt : 
Which  calls  us, — ^very  sinners. 

Unworthy  though  we  be 
Of  love  so  free  and  boundless, — 

To  come,  dear  Lord,  to  thee. 

William  C.  Dix. 
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1  BUILD  on  this  foundation, — 
That  Jesus  and  his  blood 

Alone  are  my  salvation, 

The  true  eternal  good. 
To  mine  his  Spirit  speaketh 

Sweet  words  of  soothing  power, 
How  God  to  him  that  seeketh 

For  rest,  hath  rest  in  store. 

2  My  merry  heart  is  springing, 
And  knows  not  how  to  pine : 

'T  is  full  of  joy  and  singing. 

And  radiancy  divine. 
The  sun  whose  smiles  so  cheer  me 

Is  Jesus  Christ  alone : 
To  have  him  always  near  me 

Is  heaven  itself  begun. 

Richard  Massie,  tt. 
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Qh,  how  shall  I  receive  thee, 

How  meet  thee  on  thy  way ; 
Blest  hope  of  every  nation. 

My  soul's  delight  and  stay  f 
O  Jesus,  Jesus,  give  me 

Now  by  thine  own  pure  light, 
To  know  whate'er  is  pleasing 

And  welcome  in  thy  sight. 

2  Thy  Zion  palms  is  strewing, 
And  branches  fresh  and  fair ; 

My  soul  in  praise  awaking, 
Her  anthem  shall  prepare. 

Perpetual  thanks  and  praises 

Forth  from  my  heart  shall  spring ; 

And  to  thy  name  the  service 
Of  all  my  powers  I  bring. 

3  Ye,  who  with  guilty  terror 
Are  trembling,  fear  no  more  : 

With  love  and  grace  the  Saviour 
Shall  you  to  hope  restore. 

He  comes,  who  contrite  sinners 
Will  with  the  children  place. 

The  children  of  his  Father, 
The  heirs  of  life  and  grace. 


11 


Arthur  T.  Russell,  tr. 
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My  Saviour,  I  would  own  thee 

Amid  the  world^s  proud  scorn, 
The  world  that  mocked  and  crowned  thee 

With  diadem  of  thorn; 
The  world  that  now  rejects  thee 

Makes  nothing  of  thy  love, 
Counts  not  the  grace  and  pity 

That  brought  thee  from  above. 

2  My  Lord,  my  Master,  help  me, 
To  walk  apart  with  thee 

Outside  the  camp,  where  only 

Thy  beauty  I  may  see : 
Far  from  the  world's  loud  turmoil, 

Far  from  its  busy  din. 
Far  from  its  praise  and  honor, 

Its  unbelief  and  sin. 

3  Oh,  keep  my  heart  at  leisure 
From  all  the  world  beside. 

In  close  communion,  ever 

Thus  with  thee  to  abide — 
So  all  thy  whispered  breathings 

Of  love  and  truth  to  hear ; 
And  hail  thee  with  rejoicing, 

When  thou  shalt  soon  appear. 

Mrs.  R.  H.  Taylor. 
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We  saw  thee  not  when  thou  didst  come 
To  this  poor  world  of  sin  and  death, 

Nor  e'er  beheld  thy  cottage  home 
In  that  despised  Nazareth ; 

But  we  believe  thy  footsteps  trod 

Its  streets  and  plains,  thou  Son  of  God. 

2  We  did  not  see  thee  lifted  high, 
Amid  that  wild  and  savage  crew ; 

Nor  heard  thy  meek,  imploring  cry, 

"  Forgive,  they  know  not  what  tiiey  do ! " 
Yet  we  believe  the  deed  was  done, 
Which  shook  the  earth,  and  vailed  the  sun. 

3  We  stood  not  by  the  empty  tomb, 
Wherein  thy  sacred  body  lay; 

Nor  sat  within  that  upper  room. 
Nor  met  thee  in  the  open  way; 
But  we  believe  that  angels  said, 
**  Why  seek  the  Hving  with  the  deadf " 

4  We  did  not  mark  the  chosen  few. 
When  thou  didst  thro'  the  clouds  ascend. 

First  lift  to  heaven  their  wondering  view. 

Then  to  the  earth  all  prostrate  bend ; 
Yet  we  believe  that  mortal  eyes 
Beheld  thee  taken  to  the  skies. 

5  And  now  that  thou  dost  reign  on  high. 
And  thence  thy  waiting  people  bless. 

No  ray  of  glory  from  the  sky 

Doth  shine  upon  our  wilderness ; 
But  we  believe  thy  faithful  word. 
And  trust  in  our  redeeming  Lord. 

J.  H.  Cumcy. 
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0  LIGHT,  whose  beams  iUumine  all 

From  twihght  dawn  till  perfect  day, 
Shine  thou  before  the  shadows  fall 

.  That  lead  our  wandering  feet  astray : 
At  mom  and  eve  thy  radiance  pour, 
That  youth  may  love  and  age  adore. 

2  0  Way,  through  whom  our  souls  draw 
To  yon  eternal  home  of  peace,  [near 

Where  perfect  love  shall  cast  out  fear, 

And  earth's  vain  toil  and  wandering  cease ; 
In  strength  or  weakness  may  we  see 
Our  heavenward  path,  O  Lord,  thro'  thee. 

3  O  Truth,  before  whose  shrine  we  bow, 
Thou  priceless  pearl  for  all  who  seek, 

To  thee  our  earliest  strength  we  vow. 

Thy  love  will  bless  the  pure  and  meek ; 
When  dreams  or  mists  beguile  our  sight. 
Turn  thou  our  darkness  into  light. 

4  0  Life,  the  well  that  ever  flows 

To  slake  the  thirst  of  those  who  faint, 
Thy  power  to  bless  what  seraph  knows  f 

Thy  joy  supreme  what  words  can  paint  f 
In  earth's  last  hour  of  fleeting  breath 
Be  thou  our  Conqueror  over  death. 

5  0  Light,  0  Way,  O  Truth,  O  Life, 
O  Jesus,  bom  mankind  to  save, 

Give  thou  thy  peace  in  deadliest  strife, 

Shed  thou  thy  calm  on  stormiest  wave ; 
Be  thou  our  Hope,  our  Joy,  our  Dread, 
Lord  of  the  living  and  the  dead. 

E.  H.  Pluiuptre. 
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As  OFT  with  .worn  and  weary  feet, 
We  tread  earth's  ragged  valley  o'er, 

The  thought,  how  comforting  and  sweet, 
Christ  trod  this  very  path  before ! 

Onr  wants  and  weaknesses  he  knows. 

From  life's  first  dawning  till  its  close. 

2  Does  sickness,  feebleness,  or  pain, 
Or  sorrow  in  our  path  appear  f 

The  recollection  will  remain. 

More  deeply  did  he  suffer  here ; 
His  life  how  truly  sad  and  brief. 
Filled  up  with  suffering  and  with  grief. 

3  If  Satan  tempt  our  hearts  to  stray, 
And  whisper  evU  things  within. 

So  did  he  in  the  desert  way 

Assail  our  Lord  with  thoughts  of  sin : 
When  worn,  and  in  a  feeble  hour. 
The  tempter  came  with  all  his  power. 

4  Just  such  as  I,  this  earth  he  trod, 
With  every  human  ill  but  sin ; 

And,  though  indeed  the  very  God, 

As  I  am  now,  so  he  has  been ; 
My  God,  my  Saviour,  look  on  me 
With  pity,  love,  and  sympathy. 

James  Edineston. 

J9o  Stfiinr  anti  lltunuin. 

0  LOVE,  who  f  ormedst  me  to  wear 
The  image  of  thy  iG^odhead  here ; 
Who  soughtest  me  with  tender  care 
Thro'  all  my  wanderings  wild  and  drear : 
O  Love,  I  give  myself  to  thee. 
Thine  ever,  only  thine  to  be. 


2  0  Love,  who  ere  life's  earliest  dawn 
On  me  thy  choice  has  gently  laid ; 

0  Love,  who  here  as  Man  wast  bom, 
And  like  to  us  in  all  things  made ; 
0  Love,  I  give  myself  to  thee, 
Thine  ever,  only  thine  to  be. 

3  O  Love,  who  once  in  time  wast  slain, 
Pierced  thro'  and  thro'  with  bitter  woe ; 

O  Love,  who  wrestling  thus  didst  gain 
That  we  eternal  joy  might  know ; 
O  Love,  I  give  myself  to  thee. 
Thine  ever,  only  thine  to  be. 

C.  Wlnkwofth,  ir. 

39  7  ^^'  ^"^^  i^tirpfirrb. 

The  Lord  my  pasture  shall  prepare, 
And  feed  me  with  a  shepherd's  care ; 
BLis  presence  shall  my  wants  supply. 
And  guard  me  with  a  watchful  eye : 
My  noon -day  walks  he  shall  attend. 
And  all  my  midnight  hours  defend. 

2  When  in  the  sultry  glebe  I  faint, 
Or  on  the  thirsty  mountain  pant, 
To  fertile  vales  and  dewy  meads. 
My  weaiy,  wandering  steps  he  leads, 
WTiere  peaceful  rivers,  soft  and  slow. 
Amid  the  verdant  landscape  flow. 

3  Though  in  a  bare  and  rugged  way. 
Through  devious,  lonely  wilds  I  stray, 
Thy  bounty  shall  my  pains  beguile. 
The  barren  wilderness  shall  smile, 

With  sudden  greens  and  herbage  crowned, 
And  streams  shall  murmur  all  around. 

Joseph  Addison. 
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F.  R.  Statham. 
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1398  "Jesus  ItSrpt." 

Jesus  wept !  those  tears  are  over, 

But  his  heart  is  still  the  same ; 
Kinsman,  Friend,  and  elder  Brother, 
Is  his  everlasting  name. 
Saviour,  who  can  love  like  thee, 
Gracious  One  of  Bethany  f 

2  When  the  pangs  of  trial  seize  us, 

When  the  waves  of  sorrow  roll, 
I  will  lay  my  head  on  Jesus, 
Pillow  of  the  troubled  soul. 
Surely,  none  can  feel  like  thee. 
Weeping  One  of  Bethany ! 


3  Jesus  wept !  and  still  in  glory, 

He  can  mark  each  mourner's  tear ; 
Living  to  retrace  the  story 

Of  the  hearts  he  solaced  here. 
Lord,  when  I  am  called  to  die. 
Let  me  think  of  Bethany. 

4  Jesus  wept !  that  tear  of  sorrow 
Is  a  legacy  of  love ; 

Yesterday,  to-day,  to-morrow, 
He  the  same  doth  ever  prove. 
Thou  art  all  in  all  to  me, 
Living  One  of  Bethany ! 

John  R.  MacdnfT. 


8TABAT  KATIE.    P.  M. 


Old  Melody. 
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399  "Keart^e  Cross." 

Near  the  cross  was  Mary  weeping. 
There  her  mournful  station  keeping. 

Gazing  on  her  dying  Son : 
There  in  speechless  ang^uish  groaning. 
Yearning,  trembling,  sighing,  moaning. 

Through  her  soul  the  sword  had  gone ! 

2  But  we  have  no  need  to  borrow 
Motives  from  the  mother's  sorrow. 

At  our  Saviour's  cross  to  mourn. 
^T  was  our  sins  brought  him  from  heaven. 
These  the  cruel  nails  had  driven : 

All  his  gfriefs  for  us  were  borne. 


3  When  no  eye  its  pity  gave  us. 
When  there  was  no  arm  to  save  ns, 

He  his  love  and  power  displayed ; 
By  his  stripes  he  wrought  our  healing, 
By  his  death,  our  life  revealing, 

He  for  us  the  ransom  paid. 

4  Jesus,  may  thy  love  constrain  us, 
That  from  sin  we  may  refrain  us, 

In  thy  gfriefs  may  deeply  grieve : 
Thee  our  best  affections  giving, 
To  thy  glory  ever  living, 

May  we  in  thy  glory  live. 

J.  W.  Alexander,  tr. 


Sutteringa  and  Deatb. 
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I.  CONKBY. 
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In       the    cross    of       Christ   I       glo  -  ry,         Towering      o*er    the    wrecks  of     time ; 


In  the  cross  of  Christ  I  glory, 
Towering  o'er  the  wrecks  of  time ; 

All  the  light  of  sacred  story 
Gathers  round  its  head  sublime. 

2  When  the  woes  of  life  o'ertake  me, 
Hopes  deceive,  and  fears  annoy, 

Never  shall  the  cross  forsake  me : 
Lo !  it  glows  with  peace  and  joy. 

3  When  the  son  of  bliss  is  beaming 
Light  and  love  upon  my  way, 

ABDUTHIA.    p.  M. 


From  the  cross  the  radiance,  streaming, 
Adds  more  luster  to  the  day. 

4  Bane  and  blessing,  pain  and  pleasure, 
By  the  cross  are  sanctified ; 

Peace  is  there  that  knows  no  measure, 
Joys  that  through  all  time  abide. 

5  In  the  cross  of  Christ  I  glory. 
Towering  o'er  the  wrecks  of  time ; 

All  the  light  of  sacred  story 
Gathers  round  its  head  sublime. 

John  Bowrriag^. 
J.  B.  Calkin. 
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401  3«nu  in  tt)e  Cirabr. 

So  BEST,  our  Rest,  thou  ever  blest, 
Thy  grave  with  sinners  making : 

By  thy  precious  death,  from  sin 
Our  dead  souls  awaking. 

2  Here  hast  thou  lain  after  much  pain. 
Life  of  our  life,  reposing : 

Bound  thee  now  a  rock-hewn  grave. 
Bock  of  Ages,  closing. 

3  Breath  of  all  breath !  we  know  from  death 
Thou  wilt  our  dust  awaken ; 

Wherefore  should  we  dread  the  grave. 
Or  our  faith  be  shaken  ? 


4  To  us  the  tomb  is  but  a  room 
Where  we  lie  down  on  roses : 

He,  who  dying  conquered  death, 
Sweetly  there  reposes. 

5  The  body  dies — naught  else — and  lies 
In  dust  until  victorious 

From  the  grave  it  shall  arise 
Beautiful  and  glorious. 

6  Meantime  we  will,  0  Jesus,  still 
Deep  in  remembrance  lay  thee, 

Musing  on  thy  death ;  in  death 
Be  with  us,  we  pray  thee. 

Richard  Massie,  tr. 
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W.  B.  Bradbukv. 
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40S  0irt<isniuine. 

'T  IS  midnight ;  and  on  Olive's  brow 
The  star  is  dimmed  that  lately  shone : 

'T  is  midnight ;  in  the  garden,  now 
The  suffering  Saviour  prays  alone. 

2  'T  is  midnight ;  and  from  all  removed, 
The  Saviour  wrestles  lone  with  fears; 

Ev'n  that  disciple  whom  he  loved 
Heeds  not  his  Master's  gfrief  and  tears. 

3  'T  is  midnight ;  and  for  others'  guilt 
The  Man  of  Sorrows  weeps  in  blood ; 

Yet  he  that  hath  in  anguish  knelt 
Is  not  forsaken  by  his  God. 

4  'T  is  midnight ;  and  from  ether-plains 
Is  borne  the  song  that  angels  know ; 

Unheard  by  mortals  are  the  strains 
That  sweetly  soothe  the  Saviour's  woe. 

WiUuun  B.  Tappan. 


403  "'CisJtiHsfirb!*' 

"  'T  IS  finished !  "—so  the  Saviour  cried. 
And  meekly  bowed  his  head  and  died : 
"  'T  is  finished  ! " — yes,  the  race  is  run. 
The  battle  fought,  the  victory  won. 

2  'T  is  finished ! — all  that  heaven  foretold 
By  prophets  in  the  days  of  old ; 

And  truths  are  opened  to  our  view 
That  kings  and  prophets  never  knew. 

3  'T  is  finished !  Son  of  God,  thy  power 
Hath  triumphed  in  this  awful  hour ; 
And  yet  our  eyes  with  sorrow  see 
That  life  to  us  was  death  to  thee. 

4  'T  is  finished ! — let  the  jo)rful  sound 
Be  heard  through  all  the  nations  round : 
'T  is  finished ! — let  the  triumph  rise. 
And  swell  the  chorus  of  the  skies. 

Samtiel  Stennett. 


v.  C.  Taylor. 
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*T  is  mid  -  night ;  in  the    gar    •  den,    now      The   suffering  Sav  •  iour   praya  a  -  loot. 
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HAMBUBO.    L.  M. 


Arr.  by  L.  Mason. 
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My      rich-est    gain 


I     count       but     loss,    And    pour  contempt    on        all         my     pride. 
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404  "  ^^'  CSoiOiTotM  Croju." 

When  I  survey  the  wondrous  cross, 
On  which  the  Prince  of  glory  died, 

My  richest  gain  I  count  but  loss. 
And  pour  contempt  on  all  my  pride. 

2  Forbid  it.  Lord !  that  I  should  boast. 
Save  in  the  death  of  Christ,  my  God ; 

AH  the  vain  things  that  charm  me  most 
I  sacrifice  them  to  his  blood. 

3  See,  from  his  head,  his  hands,  his  feet, 
Sorrow  and  love  flow  mingled  down ; 

Did  e'er  such  love  and  sorrow  meet, 
Or  thorns  compose  so  rich  a  crown  T 

4  His  dying  crimson,  like  a  robe. 
Spreads  o'er  his  body  on  the  tree ; 

Then  I  am  dead  to  all  the  globe. 
And  all  the  globe  is  dead  to  me. 

}  Were  the  whole  realm  of  nature  mine. 
That  were  a  present  far  too  small ; 

Love  80  amazing,  so  divine. 
Demands  my  soul,  my  life,  my  all. 

Isaac  Watts. 


405  "fotmtr 

Jesus,  whom  angel  hosts  adore. 
Became  a  man  of  griefs  for  me ; 

In  love,  though  rich,  becoming  poor, 
That  I  through  him  enriched  might  be. 

2  Though  Lord  of  all,  above,  below. 
He  went  to  Olivet  for  me ; 

There  drank  my  cup  of  wrath  and  woe, 
When  bleeding  in  Gethsemane. 

3  The  ever-blessed  Son  of  God 
Went  up  to  Calvary  for  me ; 

There  paid  my  debt,  there  bore  my  load. 
In  his  own  body  on  the  tree. 

4  Jesus,  whose  dwelling  is  the  skies. 
Went  down  into  the  grave  for  me  j 

There  overcame  my  enemies. 
There  won  the  glorious  victory. 

5  'T  is  finished  all :  the  vail  is  rent, 
The  welcome  sure,  the  access  free : — 

Now  then,  we  leave  our  banishment, 
0  Father,  to  return  to  thee ! 

Horatius  Bonar. 


n.  CS0B8.  L.  M. 


J.  B.  Dykes. 
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406     "  ^^^  ttic  Cross." 

O  Jesus,  we  adore  thee, 

Upon  the  cross,  our  King : 
We  bow  our  hearts  before  thee ; 

Thy  gracious  Name  we  sing : 
That  Name  hath  brought  salvation^ 

That  Name,  in  life  our  stay ; 
Our  peace,  our  consolation 

When  life  shall  fade  away. 

2  Yet  doth  the  world  disdain  thee, 
Still  pressing  by  thy  cross : 

Lord,  may  our  hearts  retain  thee ; — 
All  else  we  count  but  loss. 

The  grief  thy  soul  endured. 
Who  can  that  grief  declare  ? 

Thy  pains  have  thus  assured 
That  thou  thy  foes  wilt  spare. 

3  Ah,  Lord,  our  sins  arraigned  thee, 
And  nailed  thee  to  the  tree : 

Our  pride,  O  Lord,  disdained  thee ; — 

Yet  deign  our  hope  to  be. 
0  glorious  King,  we  bless  thee, 

No  longer  pass  thee  by ; 
0  Jesus,  we  confess  thee 

Our  Lord  enthroned  on  high. 


Arthur  T.  Russell. 


407        fft)r  I'Smb  Of  ffoD. 

O  Lamb  of  €k>d !  still  keep  me 

Near  to  thy  wounded  side ; 
'T  is  only  there  in  safety 

And  peace  I  can  abide ! 
What  foes  and  snares  surround  me, 

What  doubts  and  fears  within ! 
The  grace  that  sought  and  found  me« 

Alone  can  keep  me  clean. 

2  'T  is  only  in  thee  hiding 
I  know  my  life  secure — 

Only  in  thee  abiding. 

The  conflict  can  endure : 
Thine  arm  the  victory  gaineth 

O'er  every  hateful  foe ; 
Thy  love  my  heart  sustaineth 

In  all  its  care  and  woe. 

3  Soon  shall  my  eyes  behold  thee^ 
With  rapture,  face  to  face ; 

One  half  hath  not  been  told  me 
Of  all  thy  power  and  grace : 

Thy  beauty.  Lord,  and  glory. 
The  wonders  of  thy  love, 

Shall  be  the  endless  story 
Of  all  the  saints  above. 

James  G.  Deck. 
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J.  P.  HOLBROOK. 
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408       ^  ^'  ^^<^* 

O  SACRED  Head,  now  wounded^ 

With  grief  and  shame  weighed  down. 
Now  scornfully  surrounded 

With  thomsy  thine  only  crown ; 
O  sacred  Head,  what  glory, 

What  bliss,  till  now  was  thine ! 
Yet,  though  despised  and  gory, 

I  joy  to  call  thee  mine. 

2  What  thou,  my  Lord,  hast  suffered 

Was  all  for  sinners'  gain : 
Mine,  mine  was  the  transgression. 

But  thine  the  deadly  pain ; 
Lo,  here  I  fall,  my  Saviour ! 

'T  is  I  deserved  thy  place ; 
Look  on  me  with  thy  favor. 

Vouchsafe  to  me  thy  grace. 

3  What  language  shall  I  borrow, 
To  thank  thee,  dearest  Friend, 

For  this,  thy  dying  sorrow. 

Thy  pity  without  end  f 
Lord,  make  me  thine  for  ever. 

Nor  let  me  faithless  prove  : 
Oh,  let  me  never,  never. 

Abuse  such  dying  love. 

4  Be  near  when  I  am  dying, 
Oh,  show  thy  cross  to  me ! 

And  for  my  succor  flying. 
Come,  Lord,  and  set  me  free ! 


These  eyes,  new  faith  receiving. 
From  Jesus  shall  not  move ; 

For  he  who  dies  believing, 
Dies  safely — through  thy  love. 

J.  W.  Alexander,  tr. 
409  "«l.JiK|iiWnB!" 

Life  of  the  world !  I  hail  thee ; 

Hail,  Jesus,  Saviour  dear ! 
I  to  thy  cross  could  yield  me, 

Might  I  to  thee  be  near. 
Thyself,  in  all  thy  fullness, 

My  Lord,  to  me  impart : 
To  thee  I  come  as  with  me. 

Yea,  And  thee  in  my  heart. 

3  Look  on  me,  AU-Forgiving  ? 

Low  at  thy  feet  I  bow : 
Oh,  all-divine  thou  seemest, 

As  I  behold  thee  now ! 
I  clasp  with  tender  passion, 

Thy  feet,  so  pierced  for  us, 
The  cruel  wounds  deep  graven. 

Overwhelmed  to  see  thee  thus! 

3  While  here  with  thee  I  linger, 

Take  me,  dear  Saviour  mine ! 
Oh,  draw  me  to  thee  closer. 

And  make  me  wholly  thine ; 
Say,  "Be  thou  saved,  O  sinner!" 

And  gladly  at  thy  call. 
On  thy  sure  word  relying, 

To  thee  I  give  my  all. 

Rajr  Palmer,  tr. 
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410  Calbarg. 

There  is  a  green  hill  far  away, 

Without  a  city  wall, 
Where  the  dear  Lord  was  crucified, 

Who  died  to  save  us  all. 
We  may  not  know,  we  cannot  tell 

What  pains  he  had  to  bear ; 
But  we  believe  it  was  for  us 

He  hung  and  suffered  there. 

2  He  died  that  we  might  be  forgiven, 

He  died  to  make  us  g^od. 
That  we  might  go  at  last  to  heaven. 

Saved  by  his  precious  blood. 

COVOOHl.    c  M.  D. 


There  was  no  other  good  enough 

To  pay  the  price  of  sin ; 
He  only  could  unlock  the  gate 

Of  heaven,  and  let  us  in. 

3  Oh,  dearly,  dearly,  has  he  loved, 

And  we  must  love  him  too. 
And  trust  in  his  redeeming  blood, 

And  try  his  works  to  do. 
For  there 's  a  green  hill  far  away, 

Without  a  city  wall, 
Where  the  dear  Lord  was  crucified. 

Who  died  to  save  us  all. 

Mn.  C.  F.  Alesandcr. 


Arr.  fr.  Conconb. 
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Suirerfnd0  and  Deatb, 


Sicilian  Melody. 
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411  "fti»iinl»tjrt!" 

Habk  !  the  voice  of  love  and  mercy 
Sounds  aloud  from  Calvary ; 

See ! — it  rends  the  rocks  asunder. 
Shakes  the  earth,  and  vails  the  sky 

"It  is  finished!''— 
Hear  the  dying  Saviour  cry. 

2  Now  redemption  is  completed, 
Sin  atoned,  the  curse  removed, 

Satan,  death,  and  hell  defeated. 
At  his  rising  fully  proved. 

All  is  finished ! 
Here  our  hopes  do  rest  unmoved. 


BABIA.    B.  M. 


3  Finished  all  the  types  and  shadows 
Of  the  ceremonial  law ; 

Finished  all  that  God  had  promised, 
Death  and  hell  no  more  shall  awe. 

"It  is  finished!" 
Saints,  from  hence  youi*  comfort  draw. 

4  Tune  your  harps  anew,  ye  seraphs ! 
Join  to  sing  the  pleasing  theme : 

All  in  earth  and  heaven  uniting, 
Join  to  praise  ImmanuePs  name : 

Hallelujah!  — 
Glory  to  the  bleeding  Lamb ! 

Jonathan  Evans. 


German  Melody. 
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413      "  WUtoning  JSarriSrr ." 

Oh,  perfect  life  of  love ! 

All,  all  is  finished  now, — 
All  that  he  left  his  throne  above 

To  do  for  us  below. 

2  No  work  is  left  undone 
Of  all  the  Father  willed ; 

His  toil,  his  sorrows,  one  by  one, 
The  Scripture  have  fulfilled. 

3  No  pain  that  we  can  share 
But  he  has  felt  its  smart ; 


tifjmtfififFffni 


All  forms  of  human  grief  and  care 
Have  pierced  that  tender  heart. 

4  And  on  his  thorn-crowned  head, 
And  on  his  sinless  soul. 

Our  sins  in  all  their  guilt  were  laid, 
That  he  might  make  us  whole. 

5  In  perfect  love  he  dies ; 
For  me  he  dies,  for  me ; 

0  all-atoning  Sacrifice, 
I  cling  by  faith  to  thee ! 

Hemy  W.  Baker. 


ITbe  Xord  Jcbub  Cbridt 


Arr.  fr.  Rossini. 
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4: 1 0  ^'  ^^^  loofcf . 

1  aA.w  One  hanging  on  a  tree, 
In  agony  and  blood ; 

Who  fixed  his  languid  eyes  on  me, 
As  near  the  cross  I  stood. 

2  Sure,  never,  tiD  my  latest  breath, 
Can  I  forget  that  look : 

It  seemed  to  charge  me  with  his  death. 
Though  not  a  word  he  spoke. 

3  Alas !  I  knew  not  what  I  did, — 
But  now  my  tears  are  vain ; 

Where  shall  my  trembling  soul  be  hid  ? 
For  I  the  Lord  have  slain ! 

4  A  second  look  he  gave,  that  said, 
*'  I  freely  all  forgive : 

This  blood  is  for  thy  ransom  paid ; 
I  die  that  thou  mayst  live." 

5  Thus  while  his  death  my  sin  displays 
In  all  its  blackest  hue. 

Such  is  the  mystery  of  grace, 
It  seals  my  pardon  too ! 

John  Newton. 


HOLT  TBIHITY.    C  M. 


414         "•CfiristofffoD!'' 

0  Jesus,  sweet  the  tears  I  shed, 
While  at  thy  cross  I  kneel, 

Graze  on  thy  wounded,  fainting  head. 
And  all  thy  sorrows  feel. 

2  My  heart  dissolves  to  see  thee  bleed, 
This  heart  so  hard  before ; 

1  hear  thee  for  the  guilty  plead. 
And  grief  overflows  the  more. 

3  I  know  this  cleansing  blood  of  thine 
Was  shed,  dear  Lord,  for  me : 

For  me,  for  all, — oh,  grace  divine !  — 
Who  look  by  faith  on  thee. 

4  O  Christ  of  God,  0  spotless  Lamb, 
By  love  my  soul  is  drawn ; 

Henceforth,  for  ever,  thine  I  am ; 
Here  life  and  peace  are  bom. 

5  In  patient  hope,  the  cross  I  'U  bear, 
Thine  arm  shall  be  my  stay ; 

And  thou,  enthroned,  my  soul  shalt  spare. 
On  thy  great  judgment-day. 

Ray  Palmer. 


J.  Barnbv. 
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How  eomdaieanding  and  how  kind  Wm  Qod*i  ttornal  Son !  Oar  Biiaery  naeh'd  his  h«T0nly  mi^ 


41^      "^^  rrmrmbcrfl  Calbarg." 

How  CONDESCENDING  and  how  kind 

Was  God's  eternal  Son ! 
Our  misery  reached  his  heavenly  mind, 

And  pity  brought  him  down. 

2  He  sunk  beneath  our  heavy  woes, 

To  raise  us  to  his  throne ; 
There 's  ne'er  a  gift  his  hand  bestows, 

But  cost  his  heart  a  groan. 


Il'iiii'ifff^ifliiiiifrin 


3  This  was  compassion,  like  a  God, 
That  when  the  Saviour  knew 

The  price  of  pardon  was  his  blood. 
His  pity  ne'er  withdrew. 

4  Now,  though  he  reigns  exalted  high. 
His  love  is  still  as  great ; 

Well  he  remembers  Calvary, 
Nor  let  his  saints  forget. 

Isaac  Watts. 


Suirerin00  and  S)eatb. 


ATOV.    &  M. 


Hugh  Wilson. 
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416  "  '^"'^  anknofDn.** 

Alas  !  and  did  my  Saviour  bleed. 

And  did  my  Sovereigfn  die  ? 
Would  he  devote  that  sacred  head 

For  such  a  worm  as  I T 

2  Was  it  for  crimes  that  I  had  done 
He  groaned  upon  the  tree  T 

Amazing  pity!  grace  unknown! 
And  love  beyond  degree ! 

3  Well  might  the  sun  in  darkness  hide, 
And  shut  his  glories  in, 

When  Christy  the  great  Creator,  died 
For  man,  the  creature's  sin. 

4  Thus  might  I  hide  my  blushing  face 
While  his  dear  cross  appears ; 

Dissolve  my  heart  in  thaij^lness. 
And  melt  my  eyes  to  tears. 

5  But  drops  of  gnefsSan  ne'er  repay 

The  debt  of  lovp^owe ; 
Here,  Lord,  I  Jfve  myself  away, 

T  is  all  th<l  can  do. 

Isaac  Watts. 
Ts.  M. 


417  JSuffrrr^  for  Sin. 

Oh,  if  my  soul  were  formed  for  woe. 

How  would  I  vent  my  sighs ! 
Repentance  should  like  rivers  flow 

From  both  my  streaming  eyes. 

2  'T  was  for  my  sins  my  dearest  Lord 
Hung  on  the  curs6d  tree, 

And  groaned  away  a  dying  life 
For  thee,  my  soul !  for  thee. 

3  Oh,  how  I  hate  these  lusts  of  mine 
That  crucified  my  Lord ; 

Those  sins  that  pierced  and  nailed  his  flesh 
Fast  to  the  fatal  wood ! 

4  Yes,  my  Redeemer — they  shall  die; 
My  heart  has  so  decreed ; 

Nor  will  I  spare  the  guilty  things 
That  made  my  Saviour  bleed. 

5  While  with  a  melting,  broken  heart, 
My  murdered  Lord  I  view, 

1 11  raise  revenge  against  my  sins, 
And  slay  the  murderers  too. 

Isaac  Watt*. 
Ancient  Melody. 


fo  SaTioarfWhodiditMOM  By    waiter  and  by  blood;  Coaftooid  on  earth,  adorod  in   hoaTon,  B  •  tor-nal  Son  of  Ood! 
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4: 1 8    ^^  WBLottx  ant)  i^t  SIooD. 

O  Saviour,  who  didst  come 

By  water  and  by  blood ; 
Confessed  on  earth,  adored  in  heaven. 

Eternal  Son  of  God ! 

2  Jesus,  our  life  and  hope. 
To  endless  years  the  same ; 

We  plead  thy  gracious  promises ; 
And  rest  upon  thy  name. 


Afm^ 


3  By  faith  in  thee  we  live, 
By  faith  in  thee  we  stand. 

By  thee  we  vanquish  sin  and  death, 
And  gain  the  heavenly  land. 

4  O  Lord,  increase  our  faith ; 
Our  fearful  spirits  calm ; 

Sustain  us  through  this  mortal  strife. 
Then  give  the  victor's  palm ! 

Edwarcl  Osier. 
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J.  Walch. 


Prom  Sinai's  cloud  of   dark-nets      The     viv  -  id   lightnings  play,     They  serve  the  God    of 
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ven-geance.     The    Lord  who  shall  re 
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pay.        Each  fault  must  bring  its     pen-ance,     Bach 
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sin    th*a-venging  blade;    For    Qod  up-holds  in      jus  -  tice      The  laws  that  he    hath  made. 
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4: 1 9       iSinai  anH  ffalbara. 

From  Sinai's  cloud  of  darkness 

The  vivid  lightnings  play, 
They  serve  the  God  of  vengeance, 

The  Lord  who  shall  repay. 
Each  fault  must  bring  its  penance, 

Each  sin  the  avenging  blade ; 
For  God  upholds  in  justice 

The  laws  that  he  hath  made. 

2  But  Calvary  stands  to  ransom 
The  earth  from  utter  loss, 

In  shade  than  light  more  glorious. 
The  shadow  of  the  Cross. 

To  heal  a  sick  world's  trouble. 
To  soothe  its  woe  and  pain. 

On  Calvary's  sacred  summit 
The  Paschal  Lamb  was  slain. 

3  The  boundless  might  of  Heaven 
Its  law  in  mercy  furled, 

As  once  the  bow  of  promise 
O'erarched  a  drowning  world. 

The  law  said — As  you  keep  me 
It  shall  be  done  to  you ; 

But  Calvary  prays — Forgive  them. 
They  know  not  what  they  do. 


4  Alniighty  God !  direct  us 

To  keep  thy  perfect  Law! 
O  blessed  Saviour,  help  us 

Nearer  to  the^  to  draw ; 
Let  Sinai's  thun<foa;;s  aid  us 

To  guard  our  feet^fr^ni  sin. 
And  Calvary's  light  insteire  us 

The  love  of  God  to  winv- 


John  Hay. 


4iw0     ^>n  f rrn  at  drttsemanr. 

My  sins,  my  sins,  my  Saviour* 

Their  guilt  I  never  knew 
Till,  with  thee,  in  the  desert 

I  near  thy  passion  drew ; 
Till,  with  thee,  in  the  garden, 

I  heard  thy  pleading  prayer, 
And  saw  the  sweat-drops  bloody. 

That  told  thy  sorrow  there. 

2  Therefore  my  songs,  my  Saviour, 

Ev'n  in  this  time  of  woe. 
Shall  tell  of  all  thy  goodness 

To  suffering  man  below. 
Thy  goodness  and  thy  favor, 

Whose  presence  from  above, 
Rejoice  those  hearts,  my  Saviour, 

That  live  in  thee  and  love. 

J.  S.  B.  Monse 


b 


SntlcxingB  and  Deatb, 


GEUX  CEBI8TL    7s,  6t.    D. 


A.  H.  Mann. 
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burdens  thou  didst  take,     Ac  •  cept  •  ing  pain   as 
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pleas  -  ure,    All     for      my  sin  -  ful 


sake. 


421       "  ^■B'n  ^^  SSoTxofoB," 

O  Jesus,  "Man  of  Sorrows," 

Sole  Son  of  God,  the  King ! 
What  lang^oage  shall  I  borrow 

Thy  boundless  love  to  sing? 
No  mortal  words  can  measure 

The  burdens  thou  didst  take, 
Accepting  pain  as  pleasure, 

All  for  my  sinful  sake. 

2  By  thine  own  kin  neglected  — 
By  trusted  ones  denied  — 

By  bitter  foes  rejected, 
Thorn-crowned,  and  crucified, 

Elarth's  hatred  and  affliction 
In  patience  thou  didst  bear. 

Returning  benediction 
For  cross  and  nail  and  spear. 

3  Had  ever  love  such  proving ! 
Was  ever  love  so  priced ! 

Ah,  what  is  all  my  loving 

Compared  with  thine,  0  Christ ! 

'T  is  scarcely  worth  the  gaining — 
This  paltry  heart  of  mine ; 

And  yet  for  its  obtaining 
Thou  paid'st  a  price  divine. 

Geofg[e  S.  Dwight. 


422        stir  l^imin  Sine. 

Lord  Jesus,  by  thy  passion, 

To  thee  I  make  my  prayer ; 
Thou  who  in  mercy  smitest. 

Have  mercy,  Lord,  and  spare : 
Oh,  wash  me  in  the  fountain 

That  floweth  from  thy  side ; 
Oh,  clothe  me  in  the  raiment 

Thy  blood  hath  purified. 

2  Oh,  hold  thou  up  my  goings. 

And  lead  from  strength  to  strengtli. 
That  unto  thee  in  Zion 

I  may  appear  at  length. 
Oh,  maJse  my  spirit  worthy 

To  join  the  ransomed  throng ; 
Oh,  teach  my  lips  to  utter 

That  everlasting  song. 

3  Oh,  give  that  last,  best  blessing 
That  even  saints  can  know. 

To  follow  in  thy  footsteps 

Wherever  thou  dost  go. 
Not  wisdom,  might,  or  glory, 

I  ask  to  win  above ; 
I  ask  for  thee,  thee  only, 

0  thou  eternal  Love ! 

Johann  Heermaiin. 
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J«  .  mu,  Idunb  of    Ood,  for    me     Thoa,  tht  Lord  of   Lifoi  didft  &»i  )    ( Whither— whither,  bnt    to    thee,    ) 
D.c— Death's  dark  wa-teri  o'er  me    roll.  Save,  oh,  eare  my    sink  •  ing  soal!  |    t  Can     a   tremhling  da  -  aer  fly!       i 


4:23       S^c  bleeding  lUmb. 

Jesus,  Lamb  of  God,  for  me 
Thou,  the  Lord  of  life,  didst  die ; 

Whither — whither,  but  to  thee, 
Can  a  trembling  sinner  fly ! 

Death's  dark  waters  o'er  me  roll. 

Save,  oh,  save  nty  sinking  soul! 

2  Never  bowed  a  martyr's  head 
Weighed  with  equal  sorrow  down ; 

Never  blood  so  rich  was  shed, 

Never  king  wore  such  a  crown ; 
To  thy  cross  and  sacrifice 
Faith  now  lifts  her  tearful  eyes. 

3  All  my  soul  by  love  subdued, 
Melts  in  deep  contrition  there ; 

By  thy  mighty  grace  renewed, 

New-bom  hope  forbids  despair : 
Lord !  thou  canst  my  gfuilt  forgive. 
Thou  hast  bid  me  look  and  live. 

4  While  with  broken  heart  I  kneel 
Sinks  the  inward  storm  to  rest ; 

Life — immortal  life — I  feel 

Kindled  in  my  throbbing  breast : 
Thine  — for  ever  thine — I  am ! 
Glory  to  thee,  bleeding  Lamb ! 

Ray  Palmer. 
424  "lamWnt/' 

Jesus,  Master,  whose  I  am, 
Purchased  thine  alone  to  be, 

By  thy  blood,  O  spotless  Lamb, 
Shed  so  willingly  for  me ; 

Let  my  heart  be  all  thine  own. 

Let  me  live  to  thee  alone. 

2  Other  lords  have  long  held  sway ; 
Now  thy  name  alone  to  bear, 

Thy  dear  voice  alone  obey. 

Is  my  daily,  hourly  prayer. 
Whom  have  I  in  heaven  but  thee  f 
Nothing  else  my  joy  can  be. 

3  Jesus,  Master,  I  am  thine ; 
Keep  me  faithful,  keep  me  near : 

Let  thy  presence  in  me  shine 
All  my  homeward  way  to  cheer. 


Jesus,  at  thy  feet  I  fall, 
Oh,  be  thou  my  All  in  all. 

Frances  R.  Havetipal. 

426      "•«ia  «ti«." 

Blessed  Saviour !  thee  I  love, 

AH  my  other  joys  above ; 

All  my  hopes  in  thee  abide. 

Thou  my  hope,  and  naught  beside : 

Ever  let  my  glory  be, 

Only,  only,  only  thee. 

2  Once  again  beside  the  cross. 
All  my  gain  I  count  but  loss ; 
Earthly  pleasures  fade  away,  — 
Clouds  they  are  that  hide  my  day : 
Hence,  vain  shadows !  let  me  see 
Jesus  crucified  for  me. 

3  Bless6d  Saviour,  thine  am  I, 
Thine  to  live,  and  thine  to  die ; 
Height,  or  depth,  or  earthly  power. 
Ne'er  shall  hide  my  Saviour  more : 
Ever  shall  my  glory  be 

Only,  only,  only  thee. 

George  Duflleld. 

426     "  ^O"*'  '*i^  iSrlromr." 

From  the  cross  uplifted  high, 
Where  the  Saviour  deigfns  to  die. 
What  melodious  sounds  we  hear, 
Bursting  on  the  ravished  ear !  — 
"  Love's  redeeming  work  is  done — 
Come  and  welcome,  sinner,  come ! 

2  "Spread  for  thee,  the  festal  board 
See  with  richest  bounty  stored ; 

To  thy  Father's  bosom  pressed, 
Thou  shalt  be  a  child  confessed. 
Never  from  his  house  to  roam  ; 
Come  and  welcome,  sinner,  come ! 

3  "  Soon  the  days  of  life  shall  end  — 
Lo,  I  come — your  Saviour,  Friend ! 
Safe  your  spirit  to  convey 

To  the  realms  of  endless  day. 

Up  to  my  eternal  home  — 

Come  and  welcome,  sinner,  come ! " 

Thomas  Haweiik- 
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Suiretind0  and  Deatb. 


8IPTIH  TOGIS.    p.  M. 


Arr.  by  A.  S.  Sullivan. 
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42  7     "-f^BttirT,  Jbroibf  Sfiniu** 

Jesus,  in  thy  dying  woes, 
Even  while  thy  life-blood  flows, 
Craving  pardon  for  thy  foes : — 

Mear  us,  hofy  Jenuf 

2  Savionr,  for  our  pardon  sue, 
When  our  sins  thy  pangs  renew. 
For  we  know  not  what  we  do. 

3  Oh,  may  we,  who  mercy  need. 
Be  like  thee  in  heart  and  deed. 
When  with  wrong  our  spirits  bleed  i 

Pakt  n.      **  Costefi  fit  9iniWM." 

Jisns,  pitying  the  sighs 

Of  the  thief,  who  near  thee  dies. 

Promising  him  Paradise : — 

JSTear  us,  Ao(y  Jesutf 

2  May  we  in  our  guilt  and  shame. 
Still  tiiy  love  and  mercy  claim. 
Calling  humbly  on  thy  name ! 

3  Oh,  remember  us  who  pine. 
Looking  from  our  cross  to  thine : 
Cheer  our  souls  with  hope  divine ! 

Part  III.     ''OBmnait,  Vtf^oXb  tt)a  ^on." 

Jmus,  loving  to  the  end 

Her  whose  heart  thy  sorrows  rend. 

And  thy  dearest  human  friend ! 

Sear  us,  hofy  J'esus/ 

2  May  we  in  thy  sorrow  share. 
And  for  thee  all  peril  dare. 
And  enjoy  thy  tender  care ! 

3  May  we  all  thy  loved  ones  be. 
All  one  holy  fainily. 

Loving  for  the  love  of  thee ! 

Pakt IV.     *' CB^s  t«rt  Sfiou  forHlten  §SUV' 

Jisus,  whelmed  in  fears  unknown, 

With  our  evil  left  alone 

While  no  light  from  heaven  is  shown  :- 

Mear  us,  holy  Jesus/ 
12 


iflf'FiFff'ffffiFpi 


2  When  we  vainly  seek  to  pray, 
And  our  hope  seems  far  away. 
In  the  darkness  be  our  stay ! 

3  Though  no  Father  seem  to  hear, 
Though  no  light  our  spirits  cheer, 
Tell  our  faith  that  God  is  near ! 

Part  v.  "I  Writ." 

Jesus,  in  thy  thirst  and  pain. 

While  thy  wounds  thy  life-blood  drain, 

Thirsting  more  our  love  to  gain : — 

Sear  us,  hoiy  Jesus  f 

2  Thirst  for  us  in  mercy  still ; 
All  thy  holy  work  fulfill— 
Satisfy  thy  loving  will ! 

3  May  we  thirst  thy  love  to  know ; 
Lead  us  in  our  sin  and  woe 
Where  the  healing  waters  flow ! 

Part  VI.  "  It  to  Jtniifjrt." 

Jesus,  all  our  ransom  paid. 
All  thy  Father's  will  obeyed, — 
By  thy  sufferings  perfect  made : — 

Sear  us,  ho(y  Jesus/ 

2  Save  us  in  our  soul's  distress. 
Be  our  help  to  cheer  and  bless, 
While  we  grow  in  holiness ! 

3  Brighten  all  our  heavenward  way, 
With  an  ever  holier  ray, 

Till  we  pass  to  perfect  day ! 

Part  VII.      *' Jitter,  into  t^fi  ftan^s." 

Jesus, — all  thy  labor  vast, 
All  thy  woe  and  conflict  past — 
Yielding  up  thy  soul  at  last:  — 

Sear  ut,  hofy  Jesus/ 

2  When  the  death  shades  round  us  lower. 
Guard  us  from  the  tempter's  power, 
Keep  us  in  that  trial  hour ! 

3  May  thy  life  and  death  supply 
Grace  to  live  and  grace  to  die, 
Grace  to  reach  the  home  on  high ! 

Thomas  B.  Polkxk. 


i 


178 


XLbc  Xocd  ^Bu»  Cbtidt 


OROfT.    H.  M. 


W.  Croft. 
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On  wings  of     liv  -  lag    liffht,    At    ear-liest  dawn  of     day,  Came  down  the    an  -  gel  bright. 
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4:3  8    ^^'  iBtonr  roIkD  fftoaa. 

On  wings  of  Uving  Ught, 

At  earliest  dawn  of  day, . 
Came  down  the  angel  bright. 

And  rolled  the  stone  away. 
Your  voices  raise  with  one  accord 
To  bless  and  praise  your  risen  Lord! 

2  The  keepers  watching  near, 
At  that  dread  sight  and  sound, 

Fell  down  with  sudden  fear 
Like  dead  men  to  the  ground. 
Your  voices  raise,  &c. 

3  Then  rose  from  death's  dark  gloom, 
Unseen  by  mortal  eye, 

Triumphant  o'er  the  tomb 
The  Lord  of  earth  and  sky ! 
Your  voices  raise,  &c. 

4  Oh,  let  your  hearts  be  strong ! 
For  we,  like  him,  shall  rise. 

To  dwell  with  him  ere  long 
In  bliss  beyond  the  skies ! 
Your  voices  raise,  &c. 

W.  Walsham  How. 
429       "  ^'  ®^*^  «f  ^^'" 

Come,  every  pious  heart, 
That  loves  the  Saviour's  name, 

Your  noblest  powers  exert 
To  celebrate  his  fame ; 

Tell  all  above,  and  all  below, 

The  debt  of  love  to  him  you  owe. 

2  From  the  dark  grave  he  rose. 

The  mansions  of  the  dead, 
And  thence  his  mighty  foes 


In  glorious  triumph  led ; 
Up  through  the  sky  the  Conqueror  rode. 
And  reig^  on  high,  the  Saviour  God. 

3  Jesus,  we  ne'er  can  pay 

The  debt  we  owe  thy  love ; 
Yet  tell  us  how  we  may 

Our  gratitude  approve : 
Our  hearts,  our  all  to  thee  we  give ; 
The  gift,  though  small,  thou  wilt  receive. 

Samuel  Stennett. 
430       "ffaptiiiita  Captiiir." 

The  happy  mom  is  come ! 

Triumphant  o'er  the  grave. 
The  Lord  hath  left  the  tomb, 

Omnipotent  to  save : 
Captivity  is  captive  led ; 
For  Jesus  l^eth  that  was  dead. 

2  Who  now  acouseth  them 
For  whom  their  Surety  died  ? 

Who  now  shall  those  condemn 
Whom  God  hath  justified  ? 
Captivity,  &c. 

3  Christ  hath  the  ransom  paid ; 
The  glorious  work  is  done ; 

On  him  our  help  is  laid. 
By  him  our  victory  won ; 
Captivity,  &c. 

4  Hail,  the  triumphant  Lord ! 
The  resurrection  thou ! 

We  bless  thy  sacred  Word ; 
Before  thy  throne  we  bow ; 
Captivity,  &c. 

Thomas  Ka< 
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431     C^t  I^r^'s  Bafi. 

The  day  of  resurrection, 

Earth,  tell  it  out  abroad  : 
The  Passover  of  gladness, 

The  Passover  of  God. 
From  death  to  life  eternal, 

From  earth  unto  the  sky, 
Our  Christ  hath  brought  us  over, 

With  hymns  of  victory, 

2  Our  hearts  be  pure  from  evil, 

That  we  may  see  aright 
The  Lord  in  rays  eternal 

Of  resurrection  light  j 
-^Qd,  listening  to  his  accents, 

Afay  hear,  so  calm  and  plain, 
5xs  own  "  All  hail !  ^  and,  hearing, 

IVlay  raise  the  victor-strain. 

3  Kow  let  the  heavens  be  joyful. 

And  earth  her  song  begin, 
^e  round  world  keep  high  triumph, 

And  all  that  is  therein ; 
*^et  all  things  seen  and  unseen 

Their  notes  of  gladness  blend, 
^or  Christ  the  Lord  is  risen, 

Our  Joy  that  hath  no  end. 

J.  M.  Neale,  tr. 


4:32  ^^^  flscmsion. 

O  Christ,  thou  hast  ascended 

Triumphantly  on  high. 
By  cherub  guards  attended 

And  armies  of  the  sky : 
There,  there  thou  standest  pleading 

The  virtue  of  thy  blood,    . 
For  sinners  interceding. 

Our  Advocate  with  God. 

2  Heaven's  gates  imfold  above  thee : 
But  canst  thou,  Lord,  forget 

The  little  band  who  love  thee 

And  gaze  from  Olivet  ? 
Nay,  on  thy  breast  engraven 

Thou  bearest  every  name. 
Our  Priest  in  earth  and  heaven 

Eternally  the  same. 

3  Oh,  for  the  priceless  merit 
Of  thy  redeeming  cross. 

Vouchsafe  thy  sevenfold  Spirit, 
And  turn  to  gain  our  loss ; 

Till  we  by  strong  endeavor 
In  heart  and  mind  ascend, 

And  dwell  with  thee  for  ever 


In  raptures  without  end. 


E.  H.  Bickersteth. 
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Christ,  the  Lord,  is  risen  to-day, 
Sons  of  men,  and  angels,  say ; 
Raise  your  joys  and  triumphs  high ! 
Sing,  ye  heavens !  and  earth,  reply ! 

2  Love's  redeeming  work  is  done, 
Fought  the  fight,  the  battle  won ; 
Lo,  our  Sun's  eclipse  is  o'er ; 

Lo,  he  sets  in  blood  no  more. 

3  Vain  the  stone,  the  watch,  the  seal; 
Christ  hath  burst  the  gates  of  hell  \ 
Death  in  vain  forbids  his  rise ; 
Christ  hath  opened  Paradise. 

4  Lives  again  our  glorious  King ; 
"Where,  O  Death,  is  now  thy  sting f" 
Once  he  died  our  souls  to  save ; 

"  Where 's  thy  victory,  boasting  Grave  f  " 

5  Soar  we  now  where  Christ  has  led, 
Following  our  exalted  Head ; 
Made  like  him,  like  him  we  rise ; 
Ours  the  cross,  the  grave,  the  skies ! 

Charles  Wesley. 


4:34:  ^^fi  in  ^*  ^'^« 

Joyful  be  the  hours  to-day ; 

Joyful  let  the  seasons  be ; 
Let  us  sing,  for  well  we  may : 

Jesus !  we  will  sing  of  thee. 

2  Should  thy  people  silent  be, 
Then  the  very  stones  would  sing : 

What  a  debt  we  owe  to  thee, 
Thee  our  Saviour,  thee  our  King! 

3  Joyful  are  we  now  to  own, 
Rapture  thrills  us  as  we  trace 

All  the  deeds  thy  love  hath  done, 
All  the  riches  of  thy  grace. 

4  'T  is  thy  grace  alone  can  save ; 
Every  blessing  comes  from  thee — 

All  we  have,  and  hope  to  have. 
All  we  are,  and  hope  to  be. 

5  Thine  the  Name  to  sinners  dear ! 
Thine  the  Name  all  names  before ! 

Bless6d  here  and  everywhere ; 
Bless6d  now  and  evermore ! 

Thomas  Kelly. 
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43 O  ^^  MmiVb  9as. 

Hail  the  day  that  sees  him  rise, 
Glorious,  to  his  native  skies ! 
Christ,  awhile  to  mortals  given, 
Enters  now  the  gates  of  heaven. 

2  There  the  glorious  triumph  waits ; 
Lift  your  heads,  eternal  gates ! 
Christ  hath  vanquished  death  and  sin ; 
Take  the  King  of  glory  in. 

3  See,  the  heaven  its  Lord  receives ! 
Yet  he  loves  the  earth  he  leaves: 

MOBABT.    7t. 


Though  returning  to  his  throne. 
Still  he  calls  mankind  his  own. 

4  Still  for  us  he  intercedes, 
His  prevailing  death  he  pleads ; 
Near  himself  prepares  a  place. 
Great  Forerunner  of  our  race. 

5  What,  though  parted  from  our  sight, 
Far  above  yon  starry  height ; 
Thither  our  affections  rise. 
Following  him  beyond  the  skies. 

Charles  Wesley. 
Arr.  fir.  Mozart. 
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Christ  the  Lord  is  risen  again, 
Christ  hath  broken  every  chain ; 
Hark !  angelic  voices  cry. 
Singing  evermore  on  high. 
Hallelujah !  Praise  the  Lord ! 

2  He  who  bore  all  pain  and  loss. 
Comfortless,  upon  the  cross. 
Laves  in  glory  now  on  high. 
Pleads  for  us,  and  hears  our  cry : 
Hallelujah !  Praise  the  Lord ! 


3  He  who  slumbered  in  the  gi*ave 
Is  exalted  now  to  save ; 

Now  through  Christendom  it  rings 
That  the  Lamb  is  King  of  kings : 
Hallelujah !  Praise  the  Lord ! 

4  Now  he  bids  us  tell  abroad 
How  the  lost  may  be  restored. 
How  the  penitent  forgiven, 
How  we,  too,  may  enter  heaven : 

Hallelujah!  Praise  the  Lord ! 

C.  Winlcworth,  tr. 
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The  vie  -  to  -  ry    of     Ufe  is    won :  The  song  of  triumph  has    be  -  gun,—      Hal  -  le  -  lu  •   jah  I 
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All  glory  to  our  risen  Head ! 
Hallelujah! 


The  strife  is  o'er,  the  battle  done: 
The  victory  of  Life  is  won: 

The  song  of  triumph  has  begun,  —  4  He  brake  the  age-bound  chains  of  hell ; 

Hallelujah!  The 'bars  from  heaven's  high  portals  fell; 

2  Thepowersofdeathhavedone  their  worst,  Let  hj^ns  of  pndse  his  triumph  tell! 
But  Christ  their  legions  hath  dispersed;  ^•'^ 

Let  shouts  of  holy  joy  outburst, —  5  Lord,  by  the  stripes  which  wounded  thee, 

Hallelujah !  From  death's  dread  sting  thy  servants  free, 

3  The  three  sad  days  have  quickly  sped;  ^^*  '^HaUeh.-Lh'*''^  ^'"^  ***  *^^' 

He  rises  glorious  from  the  dead ;  ^     *  i?r*ncii  vm,  tr. 
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E.  J.  Hopkins. 
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438  "  1«c  is  Biaen." 

Morn's  roseate  hues  have  decked  the  sky ; 
The  Lord  has  risen  with  victory: 
Let  earth  be  glad,  and  raise  the  cry. 
Hallelujah! 

2  The  Prince  of  Life  with  death  has  striven, 
To  cleanse  the  earth  his  blood  has  given; 
Has  rent  the  vail,  and  opened  heaven: 

Hallelujah! 

3  Our  bodies,  mouldering  to  decay, 
Are  sown  to  rise  to  heavenly  day , 


For  he  by  rising  burst  the  way : 
Hallelujah ! 

4  And  he,  dear  Lord,  that  with  thee  dies, 
And  fleshly  passions  crucifies. 

In  body,  like  to  thine,  shall  rise: 
Hallelujah! 

5  Oh,  grant  us,  then,  with  thee  to  die, 
To  spurn  earth's  fleeting  vanity. 
And  love  the  things  above  the  sky : 

Hallelujah! 

WillUtn  Cooko.  tr. 
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Ohbist,  the  Lord,  is  risen  to-day, 
Our  triomphant  holy-day : 
He  endured  the  cross  and  grave, 
Sinners  to  redeem  and  save. 

2  Lo!  he  rises,  mighty  King! 
Where,  0  death!  is  now  thy  sting f 
Lo!  he  claims  his  native  sky! 
Grave!  where  is  thy  victory! 

WITTIBBSBa.«  p.  x. 


3  Sinners,  see  your  ransom  paid. 
Peace  with  God  for  ever  made : 
With  your  risen  Saviour  rise  j 
Claim  with  him  the  purchased  skies. 

4  Christ,  the  Lord,  is  risen  to-day, 
Our  triumphant  holy-day, 

Loud  the  song  of  victory  raise; 
Shout  the  great  Redeemer's  praise. 

Aooo.,  170S. 

J.  RossnmUllrr. 
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An -gels  I  roll   the    rock    a  •  way;  Death  I  yield  up  thv  mirht-y     prey;  Seel  the    Sav-iour 

C2    .^ — m — m     r   ,  r — 0. — -^ 


Death  I  yield  up  tnv  mic nt-y 


440  ^'  lEUf  urrrrtion. 

Angels  !  roll  the  rock  away  j 
Death!  yield  up  thy  mighty  prey; 
See!  the  Saviour  leaves  the  tomb, 
Glowing  with  immortal  bloom. 

2  Hark!  the  wondering  angels  raise 
Louder  notes  of  joyful  praise; 
Let  the  earth's  remotest  bound 
Echo  with  the  blissful  sound. 


3  Saints  on  earth,  lift  up  your  eyes, — 
Now  to  glory  see  him  rise 

In  long  triumph  through  the  sky. 
Up  to  waiting  worlds  on  high. 

4  Heaven  unfolds  its  portals  wide ; 
Mighty  Conqueror !  through  them  ride ; 
King  of  glory !  mount  thy  throne, 
Boundless  empire  is  thine  own. 


Thomas  Scott 
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Christ  is  risen!  Christ  is  risen! 

He  hath  burst  his  bonds  in  twain; 
Christ  is  risen !  Christ  is  risen ! 
Alleluia !  swell  the  strain! 
For  our  gain  he  suffered  loss 

By  divine  decree ; 
He  hath  died  upon  the  cross, 
But  our  God  is  he. — Cho. 

2  See  the  chains  of  death  are  broken; 

Earth  below  and  heaven  above, 
Joy  in  each  amazing  token 
Of  his  rising,  Lord  of  love ; 
He  for  evermore  shall  reign 
By  the  Father's  side. 


Till  he  comes  to  earth  again. 
Comes  to  claim  his  bride. — Cho. 

3  Glorious  angels  downward  thronging 

Hail  the  Lord  of  all  the  skies ; 
Heaven,  with  joy  and  holy  longing 
For  the  Word  incarnate,  cries, 
''  Christ  is  risen !    Earth  rejoice ! 

Gleam,  ye  starry  train! 
All  creation  find  a  voice : 
He  o'er  all  shall  reigfn." 
Christ  is  risen !  Christ  is  risen! 

He  hath  burst  his  bonds  in  twain ; 
Christ  is  risen !  Christ  is  risen ! 
O'er  the  universe  to  reig^n. 

A.  T.  Gnroey. 


442  ^  ^    Tans— aiUAB. 

O  Lord  most  high,  eternal  King, 
By  thee  redeemed  thy  praise  we  sing; 
The  bonds  of  death  are  burst  by  thee. 
And  grace  has  won  the  victory. 

2  Ascending  to  the  Father's  throne 
Thou  claim'st  the  kingdom  as  thine  own; 
The  days  of  mortal  weakness  o'er, 
All  power  is  thine  for  evermore. 


3  To  thee  the  ^hole  creation  now 
Shall,  in  its  threefold  order,  bow, 

Of  things  on  earth,  and  things  on  hig>h. 
And  things  that  underneath  us  lie. 

4  Be  thou  our  joy,  0  mighty  Lord, 
As  thou  wilt  be  our  great  reward ; 
Let  all  our  glory  be  in  thee 

Both  now  and  through  eternity. 

John  M.  Keale.  tr. 


1{e0un:ection  mb  Beceiwion. 


185 


BUnVOTOV.    L  X.  D. 


Arr.  fir.  Pbrcival. 
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443  9nlm24. 

OxjR  Lord  is  risen  from  the  dead, 

Our  Jesus  is  gone  up  on  high ; 
The  powers  of  hell  are  captive  led, 

Dragged  to  the  portals  of  the  sky. 
There  his  triumphal  chariot  waits, 

And  angels  chant  the  solemn  lay : 
"Lift  up  your  heads,  ye  heavenly  gates! 

Ye  everlasting  doors!  give  way." 

2  Loose  all  your  bars  of  massy  light, 
And  wide  unfold  the  ethereal  scene : 

He  claims  these  mansions  as  his  right; 
Receive  the  King  of  glory  in. 


Who  is  this  King  of  glory — who  ? 

The  Lord  who  all  our  foes  overcame ; 
Who  sin,  and  death,  and  hell  overthrew  j 

And  Jesus  is  the  conqueror^s  name. 

3  Lo!  his  triumphal  chariot  waits. 

And  angels  chant  the  solemn  lay: — 
"  Lift  up  your  heads,  ye  heavenly  gates ! 

Ye  everlasting  doors!  give  way." 
Who  is  this  King  of  glory — whof 

The  Lord,  of  boundless  power  possessed ; 
The  King  of  saints  and  angels,  too, 

God  over  all,  for  ever  blessed. 

Charles  Wesley. 
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E.  H.  MsHUL. 
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444  Saater  flntfiem. 

Sing  with  all  the  sons  of  glory. 

Sing  the  resurrection  song! 
Death  and  sorrow,  earth's  dark  story. 

To  the  former  days  belong: 
All  around  the  clouds  are  breaking, 

Soon  the  storms  of  time  shall  cease. 
In  God's  likeness,  man  awaking. 

Knows  the  everlasting  peace. 

2  Oh,  what  glory,  far  exceeding 
All  that  eye  has  yet  perceived ! 

Holiest  hearts  for  ages  pleading. 
Never  that  full  joy  conceived. 

God  has  promised,  Christ  prepares  it. 
There  on  high  our  welcome  waits ; 

Every  humble  spirit  shares  it, 
Christ  has  passed  the  eternal  gates. 

3  Life  eternal !  heaven  rejoices, 
Jesus  lives  who  once  was  dead; 

Join,  0  man,  the  deathless  voices. 
Child  of  God,  lift  up  thy  head! 

Patriarchs  from  the  distant  ages, 
Saints  all  longing  for  their  heaven. 

Prophets,  psalmists,  seers  and  sages, 
All  await  the  glory  g^ven. 

4  Life  eternal!  oh,  what  wonders 
Crowd  on  faith;  what  joy  unknown, 

When,  amidst  earth's  closing  thunders. 
Saints  shall  stand  before  the  throne! 


Oh,  to  enter  that  bright  portal, 
See  that  glowing  firmament, 

Enow,  with  thee,  O  God  immortal, 
''Jesus  Christ  whom  thou  hast  sent!" 

WUlUm  J.  Iram. 
445        "  ^4<  J!nt«ftuits.** 

Hallelujah!  hallelujah! 

Hearts  to  heaven  and  voices  raise; 
Sing  to  God  a  hymn  of  gladness, 

Sing  to  God  a  hymn  of  praise ; 
He,  who  on  the  cross  a  victim 

For  the  world's  salvation  bled, 
Jesus  Christ,  the  King  of  glory. 

Now  is  risen  from  the  dead. 

2  Christ  is  risen,  Christ  the  first-fruits 
Of  the  holy  harvest-field, 

Which  will  all  its  full  abundance 

At  his  second  coming  yield, 
When  the  golden  ears  of  harvest 

Will  their  heads  before  him  wave, 
Ripened  by  his  glorious  sunshine, 

From  the  furrows  of  the  grave. 

3  Christ  is  risen ;  we  are  risen ; 
Shed  upon  us  heavenly  grace, 

Rain  and  dew,  and  gleams  of  glory 
From  the  brightness  of  thy  face, 

That  we,  with  our  hearts  in  heaven. 
Here  on  earth  may  fruitful  be, 

And  by  angel -hands  be  gathered, 
And  be  ever,  Lord,  with  thee. 
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{Buk!  U»  thooMuid  harpt  and  Toie -m  8<mnd  tta  nota    of  pnita  a  •  bora;  )  Baa, ha  lita  on  jondar  throna ; 

Ja-sos  ralfB8,aBdhaa?anra-joie-aa|    Ja-ras    ralfB8,tMCkdef  lova:  j  Baa,  ha    lita 


Ja  -  ras  rnlaa  tha  world  a  -  lona. 
rolaa  tha  world  a  -  lona. 


Jah,  Sal  -la  -In  -  Jah,  Hal  -la  -   la  •  Jah!    A  •   man. 
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Habk!  ten  thousand  harps  and  voices 
Sound  the  note  of  praise  above ; 

Jesus  rei^Sy  and  heaven  rejoices; 
Jesus  reignsy  the  God  of  love : 

See,  he  sits  on  yonder  throne ; 

Jesus  rules  the  world  alone. 

2  King  of  glory!  reign  for  ever — 

Thine  an  everlasting  crown; 
Nothing,  from  thy  love,  shall  sever 

Those  whom  thou  hast  made  thine  own ;  — 
Happy  objects  of  thy  grace, 
Destined  to  behold  thy  face. 

3  Savioiu* !  hasten  thine  appearing ; 

Bring,  oh,  bring  the  glorious  day, 
When,  the  awful  summons  hearing. 

Heaven  and  earth  shaU  pass  away ; — 
Then,  with  golden  harps,  we  'U  sing, — 
"Glory,  glory  to  our  King!" 

Thomas  KeUy. 

See,  the  Conqueror  mounts  in  triumph ! 

See  the  King  in  royal  state, 
Riding  on  the  clouds,  his  chariot, 

To  his  heavenly  palace  gate ! 
Hark!  the  choirs  of  angel  voices 

Joyful  hallelujahs  sing. 
And  the  portals  high  are  lifted 

To  receive  their  heavenly  King. 

2  Who  is  this  that  comes  in  glory. 
With  the  trump  of  jubilee  t 


Lord  of  battles,  God  of  armies, 

He  has  gained  the  victory ; 
He,  who  on  the  cross  did  suffer, 

He,  who  from  the  grave  arose, 
He  has  vanquished  sin  and  Satan, 

He  by  death  has  spoiled  his  foes. 

3  Thou  hast  raised  our  human  nature. 
On  the  clouds  to  God's  right  hand ; 

There  we  sit  in  heavenly  places. 
There  with  thee  in  glory  stand ; 

Jesus  reigns,  adored  by  angels ; 
Man  with  God  is  on  the  throne ; 

Mighty  Lord !  in  thine  ascension, 
We  by  faith  behold  our  own. 

4  Lift  us  up  from  earth  to  heaven. 
Give  us  wings  of  faith  and  love. 

Gales  of  holy  aspirations. 
Wafting  us  to  realms  above ; 

That,  with  hearts  and  minds  uplifted, 
We  with  Christ  our  Lord  may  dwell. 

Where  he  sits  enthroned  in  glory. 
In  the  heavenly  citadel. 

5  So  at  last,  when  he  appeareth, 

We  from  out  our  graves  may  spring, 
With  our  youth  renewed  like  eagles', 

Flocking  round  our  heavenly  King, 
Caught  up  on  the  clouds  of  heaven, 

And  may  meet  him  in  the  air — 
Rise  to  realms  where  he  is  reigfuing, 

And  may  reign  for  ever  there. 

C>  Wofdswofth* 
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J.  B.  Caucin. 
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Welcome,  happy  morning  I  Age  to  age  shall  say;  Hell  to-day  is  vanquished,  Heav'n  is  won  to-day ! 
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Lo  I  the  dead  is  liv-ing,  Lord  for  ev  •  er  •  more  i     Him,their  true  Crea-tor,  All  his  works  a-  dore  f 
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RSFRAIN  Df  UNISON. 
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Welcome,happy  morning !  Age  to  age  shall  say;  Hell  to-day  is  vanquished,  Heav'n  is  won  to-day  f 
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Lo  1  the  dead  is     liv  •  ing,  Lord  for  ev-  er-more  i  Him,their  true  Cre-a-tor,     All  his  works  a-dore ! 
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Welcome,  happy  morning! 

Age  to  age  shall  say ; 
Hell  to-day  is  vanquished, 

Heaven  is  won  to-day ! 
Lo !  the  dead  is  living, 

Lord  for  evermore ! 
Him  their  true  Creator, 

All  his  works  adore ! — Rep. 

2  Maker  and  Redeemer, 

Life  and  health  of  all. 
Thou  from  heaven  beholding 

Human  nature^s  fall. 
Of  the  Father's  Godhead 

True  and  only  Son, 
Manhood  to  deliver, 

Manhood  didst  put  on.  —  Ref. 


^^^^^m 


3  Thou,  of  life  the  author, 
Death  didst  undergo. 

Tread  the  path  of  darkness, 
Saving  streng^  to  show ; 

Come,  then.  True  and  Faithful  J 
Now  fulfill  thy  word ; 

'T  is  thine  own  third  morning ; 
Rise,  my  buried  Lord !  —  Rep. 

4  Loose  the  hearts  long  prisoned, 
Bound  with  Satan's  chain ; 

All  that  now  is  fallen 

Raise  to  life  again ; 
Show  thy  face  in  brightness, 

Bid  the  nations  see ; 
Bring  again  our  daylight ; 

Day  returns  with  thee. 

Jolin  Bllertoa,  tr. 
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He   is     gone—  a     cloud  of   light  Has  received  him    from    our  s^ht ;    High  in  heav'n, where 


eye       of  men       Fol  •  lows  not,  nor      an  -  gel's  ken ;    Through  the  vails  of   time  and  space, 
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Passed  in  -  to  the    holiest  place;  All  the  toil,  the  sorrow  done.    All  the  bat-tie  fought  and  won. 


449  ^'  flscnuion. 

He  is  gone — a  cloud  of  light 
Has  received  him  from  our  sight; 
High  in  heaven,  where  eye  of  men 
Follows  not,  nor  angels  ken ; 
Through  the  vails  of  time  and  space. 
Passed  into  the  holiest  place ; 
All  the  toil,  the  sorrow  done, 
All  the  battle  fought  and  won. 

2  He  is  gone — towards  their  goal' 
World  and  church  must  onward  roll: 
Far  behind  we  leave  the  past; 
Forward  are  our  glances  cast : 

Still  his  words  before  us  range 
Through  the  ages,  as  they  change : 
Wheresoe'er  the  truth  shall  lead. 
He  will  give  whate'er  we  need. 

3  He  is  gone — but  we  once  more 
Shall  behold  him  as  before ; 

In  the  heaven  of  heavens  the  same, 
As  on  earth  he  went  and  came. 
In  the  many  mansions  there, 
Place  for  us  he  will  prepare : 
In  that  world  unseen,  unknown, 
He  and  we  may  yet  be  one. 


4  He  is  gone — but  not  in  vain, 
Wait  until  he  comes  again: 
He  is  risen,  he  is  not  here ; 
Far  above  this  earthly  sphere 
Evermore  in  heart  and  mind 
There  our  peace  in  him  we  find : 
To  our  own  eternal  Friend, 
Thitherward  let  us  ascend. 

A.  P.  Stanley. 

Sing,  0  heavens!  0  earth!  rejoice; 
Angel  harp,  and  human  voice ! 
Round  him,  as  he  rises,  raise 
Your  ascending  Saviour's  praise. 
Bruised  is  the  serpent's  head: 
Hell  is  vanquished,  death  is  dead; 
And  to  Christ,  gone  up  on  high, 
Captive  is  captivity. 

2  All  his  work  and  warfare  done, 
He  into  his  heaven  is  gone; 
And,  beside  his  Father's  throne, 
Now  is  pleading  for  his  own. 
Sing,  0  heavens !  0  earth !  rejoice ; 
Angel  harp,  and  human  voice ! 
Bound  him,  in  his  glory,  raise 
Your  ascended  Saviour's  praise. 

J.  S.  B.  MoiueU. 
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Rise,  glorious  Conq'ror,  rise   In  •  to    thy    na-tive  skies,— As-sume  thy   right ;  And  where  in 


^^m 


many  a     fold  The  clouds  are  backward  rolled— Pass  thro*  those  gates  of  gold,And  reign  in    light! 


451      "I^onof  JuDat)*" 

Rise,  glorious  Conqueror,  rise 
Into  thy  native  skies, — 

Assume  thy  right ) 
And  where  in  many  a  fold 
The  clouds  are  backward  rolled — 
Pass  through  those  gates  of  gold, 

And  reign  in  light ! 

2  Victor  o'er  death  and  hell ! 
Cherubic  legions  swell 

Thy  radiant  train : 
Praises  all  heaven  inspire ; 
Each  angel  sweeps  his  lyre, 
And  waves  his  wings  of  fire, — 

Thou  Lamb  once  slain ! 

3  Enter,  incarnate  God !  — 
No  feet  but  thine  have  trod 

The  serpent  down ; 
Blow  the  full  trumpets,  blow ! 
Wider  yon  portals  throw ! 
Saviour  triumphant— go, 

And  take  thy  crown ! 

4  Lion  of  Judah —  Hail ! 
And  let  thy  name  prevail 

From  age  to  age ; 
Lord  of  the  rolling  years ! 
Claim  for  thine  own  the  spheres. 
For  thou  hast  bought  with  tears 

Thy  heritage. 

5  And  then  was  heard  afar 
Star  answering  to  star — 

"  Lo !  these  have  come, 
Followers  of  him  who  gave 


His  life  their  lives  to  save ; 
And  now  their  palms  they  wave, 
Brought  safely  home." 

M.  Bridfcs. 
452     "tnUrttia  iftt  Eambr 

Glory  to  God  on  high ! 
Let  heaven  and  earth  reply, 

"  Praise  ye  his  name !  ^ 
His  love  and  grace  adore. 
Who  all  our  sorrows  bore ; 
Sing  loud  for  evermore, 

"Worthy  the  Lamb!" 

2  While  they  around  the  throne 
Cheerfully  join  in  one, 

Praising  his  name,  — 
Ye  who  have  felt  his  blood 
Sealing  your  peace  with  God, 
Sound  his  dear  name  abroad, 

"  Worthy  the  Lamb ! " 

3  Join,  all  ye  ransomed  race, 
Our  Lord  and  God  to  bless ; 

Praise  ye  his  name ! 
In  him  we  will  rejoice, 
And  make  a  joyful  noise. 
Shouting  with  heart  and  voice, 

"Worthy  the  Lamb!" 

4  Soon  must  we  change  our  place. 
Yet  will  we  never  cease 

Praising  his  name ; 
To  him  our  songs  we  bring ; 
Hail  him  our  gracious  King ; 
And,  through  all  ages,  sing, 

"  Worthy  the  Lamb ! " 

James  An<s»' 
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Christ  for    the     world   we    sing;      The  world  to       Christ    we    bring,   With  lov-  ing    seal; 
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The  poor,and  them  that  moum,The  faint  and  overborne«Sin-sick  and  sorrow-wom,Whom  Christ  doth  heal 
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Christ  for  the  world  we  sing  j 
The  world  to  Christ  we  biingy 

With  loviug  zeal ; 
The  poor,  and  them  that  mourn, 
The  faint  and  overborne, 
Sin-sick  and  soiTow-woni, 

Whom  Chi-ist  doth  heal. 

2  Christ  for  the  world  we  sing ; 
The  world  to  Chi'ist  we  bring, 

With  f ei-veut  pi-ayer ; 
The  wayward  and  the  lost, 
By  restless  passions  tossed, 
Redeemed  at  countless  cost, 

From  dark  despair. 

3  Christ  for  the  world  we  sing ; 
The  world  to  Chiist  we  bring, 

With  one  accord ; 
With  us  the  work  to  share. 
With  us  reproach  to  dai*e. 
With  us  the  cross  to  bear. 

For  Christ  oui*  God. 

4  Christ  for  the  world  we  sing ; 
The  world  to  Chiist  we  bring. 

With  joyful  song ; 
The  new-born  souls,  whose  days, 
Reclaimed  fi'om  eiTor's  ways, 
luspu'ed  with  hope  and  pi-aise, 

To  Christ  belong. 

Samuel  Wolcott 

61KO,  sing  his  lofty  pi*aise. 
Whom  angels  cannot  luise, 
But  whom  they  sing ; 


1 


Jesus  who  reigfns  above. 
Object  of  angels'  love, 
Jesus,  whose  grace  we  prove, 
Jesus,  om*  King. 

2  Rich  is  the  gprace  we  sing. 
Poor  is  the  praise  we  bring. 

Not  as  we  ought ; 
But  when  we  see  his  face. 
In  yonder  glorious  place. 
Then  shall  we  sing  his  grace, 

Sing  without  fault. 

Thomas  Kelly. 
455      "  ^'>">  ^  ftinfl." 

Let  us  awake  oiu'  joys, 
Strike  up  with  cheerful  voice. 

Each  ci*eatm*e  sing — 
Angels,  begin  the  song, 
MoiIaIs,  the  strain  prolong, 
In  accents  sweet  and  strong, 

"  Jesus  is  King." 

2  Proclaim  abroad  his  name, 
Tell  of  his  matchless  fame : 

What  wondei*s  done ! 
Shout  through  hell's  dark  profound, 
Let  all  the  eai'th  resound, 
'Till  heaven's  high  arch  rebound, 

"  Victory  is  won." 

3  All  hail  the  glorious  day, 
When  thi'ough  the  heavenly  way 

Lo,  he  sliall  come ! 
While  they  who  pierced  him  wail, 
His  promise  shall  not  fail ; 
Saints,  see  yom*  King  prevail : 

Great  Saviour,  come. 

W.  Kingsbury. 


192 


Zbc  Xord  Seem  Cbrtot. 


VIWBOU).    C.  X. 


Gbo.  Kingsuev. 


OhI    for      a    shout  of      sa  -  cred    joy       To    Qod,    the      sovereign    King:     Let   all    the 
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lands  their  tongues  employ.  And  hymns  of      tri  •  umph    sing.  And  hymns  of    tri  •  umph  sing. 


4oD      "^  €^oujfytUu  Songuc.** 

Oh!  for  a  shout  of  saored  joy 

To  God,  the  sovereign  King : 
Let  all  the  lands  their  tongues  employ, 

And  hymns  of  triumph  sing. 

2  Jesus,  our  God,  ascends  on  high ; 
'  His  heavenly  guards  around 

Attend  him  rising  through  the  sky. 
With  trumpets'  joyful  sound. 

3  While  angels  shout  and  praise  their  King, 
Let  mortals  learn  their  strains; 

Let  all  the  earth  his  honor  sing ;  — 
O'er  all  the  earth  he  reigns. 

4  Rehearse  his  praise,  with  awe  profound; 
Let  knowledge  lead  the  song ; 

Nor  mock  him  with  a  solemn  sound 
Upon  a  thoughtless  tongue. 

Isaac  Watts. 
457  "Crotonrt  toit^  l^onor." 

The  head  that  once  was  crowned  with  thorns, 

Is  crowned  with  glory  now; 
A  royal  diadem  adorns 

The  mighty  Victor's  brow. 

2  The  highest  place  that  heaven  affords 
Is  his  by  sovereign  right : 

The  King  of  kings,  and  Lord  of  lords. 
He  reigns  in  glory  bright ;  — 

3  The  joy  of  all  who  dwell  above. 
The  joy  of  all  below. 

To  whom  he  manifests  his  love. 
And  grants  his  name  to  know. 


4  To  them  the  cross  with  all  its  shame, 
With  all  its  grace  is  given ; 

Their  name— an  everlasting  name. 
Their  joy — the  joy  of  heaven. 

5  They  suffer  with  their  Lord  below. 
They  reigfu  with  him  above  ; 

Their  profit  and  their  joy  to  know 
The  mystery  of  his  love. 

6  The  cross  he  bore  is  life  and  health, 
Though  shame  and  death  to  him ; 

His  people's  hope,  his  people's  wealth. 
Their  everlasting  theme. 

Thomas  Kelly. 
4oS  BetondUstion. 

Come,  let  us  lift  our  joyful  eyes 

Up  to  the  courts  above. 
And  smile  to  see  our  Father  there, 

Upon  a  throne  of  love. 

2  Now  we  may  bow  before  his  feet, 
And  venture  near  the  Lord : 

No  fiery  cherub  guards  his  seat. 
Nor  double  flaming  sword. 

3  The  peaceful  gates  of  heavenly  bliss 
Are  opened  by  the  Son ; 

High  let  us  raise  our  notes  of  praise, 
And  reach  the  almighty  throne. 

4  To  thee  ten  thousand  thanks  we  bring, 
Great  Advocate  on  high, 

And  glory  to  the  eternal  King, 
Who  lays  his  anger  by. 

Isaac  Watts. 
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crown  him    Lord    of 


all;  Bring  forth  the  royal 


-  dem,  And  crown  him  Lord      of     all. 
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All  hail  the  power  of  Jesns^  name ! 

Let  angels  prostrate  fall ; 
Bring  forth  the  royal  diadem, 

And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 

2  Crown  him,  ye  martyrs  of  our  God, 
Who  from  his  altar  call ; 

Extol  the  stem  of  Jesse^s  rod, 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 

3  Te  chosen  seed  of  IsraePs  race, 
Te  ransomed  from  the  fall; 

Hail  him,  who  saves  you  by  his  grace. 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 

AZHOV.    c.  x. 


4  Sinners,  whose  love  can  ne'er  forget 
The  wormwood  and  the  gall ; 

Go,  spread  your  trophies  at  his  feet, 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 

5  Let  every  kindred,  every  tribe, 
On  this  terrestrial  ball, 

To  him  all  majesty  ascribe, 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 

6  Oh,  that  with  yonder  sacred  throng, 
We  at  his  feet  may  fall ; 

We  '11  join  the  everlasting  song 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  alL 

Edward  Penonet. 
Arr.  by  L.  Mason. 
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CbMS,  let  us  join  our  cheerful  songs 
With  angels  round  the  throne ; 

Ten  thousand  thousand  are  their  tongues. 
But  all  their  joys  are  one. 

2  "Worthy  the  Lamb  that  died,"  they  cry, 
"  To  be  exalted  thus ! " 

"Worthy  the  Lamb !"  our  lips  reply, 
"  For  he  was  slain  for  us." 

3  Jesus  is  worthy  to  receive 
Honor  and  power  divine ; 

13 


And  blessings  more  than  we  can  give, 
Be,  Lord,  for  ever  thine ! 

4  Let  all  that  dwell  above  the  sky, 
And  air,  and  earth,  and  seas, 

Conspire  to  lift  thy  glories  high. 
And  speak  thine  endless  praise. 

5  The  whole  creation  join  in  one 
To  bless  the  sacred  name 

Of  him  who  sits  upon  the  throne. 
And  to  adore  the  Lamb ! 

Isaac  Watts. 
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0  Chriit!  oar  hop«,(mr  heart'i  deaire,Bademption'i  only  tpring!   Cro  -  a  •  tor  of  tJM  world  art  tkoa,  Iti  Sarioiir  and  its  Kinf  . 
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0  Christ!  our  hope,  our  heart's  desire, 

Redemption's  only  spring ! 
Creator  of  the  world  art  thou, 

Its  Saviour  and  its  Eling. 

2  How  vast  the  mercy  and  the  love. 
Which  laid  our  sins  on  thee, 

And  led  thee  to  a  cruel  death 
To  set  thy  people  free ! 

3  But  now  the  bonds  of  death  are  burst, 
The  ransom  has  been  paid : 

nOCAVUBL.    c.  M. 


And  thou  art  on  thy  Father's  throne, 
In  glorious  robes  arrayed. 

4  Oh,  may  thy  mighty  love  prevail, 
Our  sinful  souls  to  spare ! 

Oh,  may  we  come  before  thy  throne 
And  find  acceptance  there ! 

5  0  Christ !  be  thou  our  present  joy. 
Our  future  great  reward ! 

Our  only  glory  may  it  be. 
To  glory  in  the  Lord. 

J.  Chandler,  tr. 
Art.  fr.  Bksthovbn. 
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The  golden  gates  are  lifted  up. 
The  doors  are  opened  wide, 

The  King  of  glory  is  gone  in 
Unto  his  Father's  side. 

2  Thou  art  gone  up  before  us.  Lord, 
To  make  for  us  a  place, 

That  we  may  be  where  now  thou  art. 
And  look  upon  God's  face. 

3  And  ever  on  thine  earthly  path 
A  gleam  of  glory  lies ; 


A  light  still  breaks  behind  the  cloud 
That  vailed  thee  from  our  eyes. 

4  Lift  up  our  hearts,  lift  up  our  minds, 
Let  thy  dear  grace  be  given, 

That  while  we  tarry  here  below. 
Our  treasure  be  in  heaven ! 

5  That  where  thou  art,  at  God's  right  hand, 
Our  hope,  our  love  may  be ; 

Dwell  thou  in  us,  that  we  may  dwell 
For  evermore  in  thee ! 

Mis.  C.  p.  Alesaadct. 


Sialtatfon  and  WRcce. 
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1  KNOW  that  my  Redeemer  lives. 
And  ever  prays  for  me: 

A  token  of  his  love  he  gives, 
A  pledge  of  liberty. 

2  I  find  him  lifting  up  my  head ; 
He  brings  salvation  near : 

His  presence  makes  me  free  indeed, 
And  he  will  soon  appear. 

3  He  wills  that  I  should  holy  be : 
What  can  withstand  his  will  ? 

The  coimsel  of  his  grace  in  me 
He  surely  shall  fulfill. 

4  Jesus,  I  hang  upon  thy  word : 
I  steadfastly  believe 

Thou  wilt  return,  and  claim  me,  Lord, 
And  to  thyself  receive. 

Charles  Wesley. 
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Now  LET  our  cheerful  eyes  survey 
Our  great  High-Priest  above ; 

And  celebrate  his  constant  care. 
And  sympathetic  love. 

2  Though  raised  to  a  superior  throne, 
Where  angels  bow  around. 

And  high  o'er  all  the  shining  train. 
With  matchless  honors  crowned :  — 

3  The  names  of  all  his  saints  he  bears 
Deep  graven  on  his  heart ; 

Nor  shall  the  meanest  Cliristian  say, 
That  he  liath  lost  his  part. 


4  Those  characters  shall  fair  abide 
Our  everlasting  trust. 

When  gems,  and  monuments,  and  crowns. 
Are  mouldered  down  to  dust. 

5  So,  gracious  Saviour !  on  my  breast, 
May  thy  dear  name  be  worn, 

A  sacred  ornament  and  guard. 
To  endless  ages  borne. 

Philip  Doddrid0e. 

46o  C^rift,  OUT  JS^zient, 

Come,  let  us  join  our  songs  of  praise 

To  our  ascended  Priest ; 
He  entered  heaven  with  all  our  names 

Engraven  on  his  breast. 

2  Below  he  washed  our  guilt  away, 
By  his  atoning  blood ; 

Now  he  appears  before  the  throne. 
And  pleads  our  cause  with  God. 

3  Clothed  with  our  nature  still,  he  knows 
The  weakness  of  our  frame, 

And  how  to  shield  us  from  the  foes 
Which  he  himself  o'ercame. 

4  Nor  time,  nor  distance,  e'er  shall  quench 
The  fervor  of  his  love ; 

For  us  he  died  in  kindness  here. 
For  us  he  lives  above. 

5  Oh !  may  we  ne'er  forget  his  grace. 
Nor  blush  to  bear  his  name ; 

Still  may  our  hearts  hold  fast  his  faith — 
Our  lips  his  praise  proclaim. 

Alexander  PIrie. 
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"The  Lord  is  risen  indeed !" 

And  are  the  tidingfs  true  f 
Yes,  they  beheld  the  Saviour  bleed, 

And  saw  him  living  too. 
"The  Lord  is  risen  indeed!" 

Then  justice  asks  no  more ; 
Mercy  and  truth  are  now  agreed, 

Who  stood  opposed  before. 

2  "The  Lord  is  risen  indeed !" 
Then  is  his  work  performed ; 

The  mighty  Captive  now  is  freed, 
And  death,  our  foe,  disarmed. 

"  The  Lord  is  risen  indeed !" 
He  lives  to  die  no  more ; 

He  lives,  the  sinner's  cause  to  plead. 
Whose  curse  and  shame  he  bore. 

3  "  The  Lord  is  risen  indeed ! " 
Attending  angels !  hear; 

Up  to  the  courts  of  heaven  with  speed 

The  joyful  tidings  bear. 
Then  wake  your  golden  lyres. 

And  strike  each  cheerful  chord ; 
Join,  all  ye  bright,  celestial  choirs ! 

To  sing  our  risen  Lord. 

Thotniu  Kelly. 
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Beyond  the  starry  skies, 

Far  as  the  eternal  hills, 
There  in  the  boundless  world  of  light 

Our  great  Redeemer  dwells. 
Around  him  angels  fair 

In  countless  armies  shine ; 
And  ever,  in  exalted  lays. 

They  offer  songs  divine. 

2  "  Hail,  Prince  of  life ! "  they  cry, 
"Whose  unexampled  love. 

Moved  thee  to  quit  these  glorious  realms 

And  royalties  above." 
And  when  he  stooped  to  earth. 

And  suffered  rude  disdain. 
They  cast  his  honors  at  his  feet, 

And  waited  in  his  train. 

3  They  saw  him  on  the  cross, 
While  darkness  vailed  the  skies. 

And  when  he  burst  the  gates  of  death. 

They  saw  the  conqueror  rise. 
They  thronged  his  chariot  wheels. 

And  bore  him  to  his  throne ; 
Then  swept  their  golden  harps  and  sung,— 

"  The  glorious  work  is  done." 

James  Fanch,  alt. 
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Cbown  him  with  many  crowns, 

The  Lamb  upon  his  throne ; 
Hark!  how  the  heavenly  anthem  drowns 

All  music  but  its  own ! 
Awake,  my  soul,  and  sing 

Of  him  who  died  for  thee ; 
And  hail  him  as  thy  matchless  King 

Through  all  eternity. 

2  Crown  him  the  Lord  of  love ! 
Behold  his  hands  and  side, — 

Those  wounds,  yet  visible  above. 

In  beauty  glorified : 
No  angel  in  the  sky 

Can  fuUy  bear  that  sight. 
Bat  downward  bends  his  wondering  eye 

At  mysteries  so  bright. 

3  Crown  him  the  Lord  of  heaven ! 
One  with  the  Father  known, — 

And  the  blest  Spirit  through  him  given 
Prom  yonder  Triune  throne ! 

All  hail,  Redeemer,  hail ! 
For  thou  hast  died  for  me : 

Thy  praise  and  glory  shall  not  fail 
Throughout  eternity. 

Matthew  Bridges. 
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Thou  art  gone  up  on  high 

To  mansions  in  the  skies, 
And  round  thy  throne  unceasingly 

The  songs  of  praise  arise. 
But  we  are  lingering  here 

With  sin  and  care  oppressed : 
Lord !  send  thy  promised  Comforter, 

And  lead  us  to  thy  rest! 

2  Thou  art  gone  up  on  high : 
But  thou  didst  first  come  down, 

Through  earth's  most  bitter  misery 

To  pass  unto  thy  crown. 
And  girt  with  griefs  and  fears 

Our  onward  course  must  be ; 
But  only  let  that  path  of  tears 

Lead  us  at  last  to  thee ! 

3  Thou  art  gone  up  on  high : 
But  thou  shalt  come  again 

With  all  the  bright  ones  of  the  sky 

Attendant  in  thy  train. 
Oh,  by  thy  saving  power 

So  make  us  live  and  die. 
That  we  may  stand  in  that  dread  hour 

At  thy  right  hand  on  high ! 

Mn.  Emma  L.  Toke. 
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MiaHTT  God !  while  angels  bless  thee, 

May  a  mortal  lisp  thy  name  ? 
Lord  of  men,  as  well  as  angels ! 

Thou  art  every  creature's  theme : 
Lord  of  every  land  and  nation ! 

Ancient  of  eternal  days ! 
Sounded  through  the  wide  creation — 

Be  thy  just  and  awful  praise. 

2  For  the  grandeur  of  thy  nature,  — 
Grand,  beyond  a  seraph's  thought  j 

For  the  wonders  of  creation, 

Works  with  skill  and  kindness  wrought; 
For  thy  providence,  that  governs 

Through  thine  empire's  wide  domain. 
Wings  an  angel,  guides  a  sparrow ;  — 

Blessed  be  thy  gentle  reign. 

3  For  thy  rich,  thy  free  redemption, 
Bright,  though  vailed  in  darkness  long. 

Thought  is  poor,  and  poor  expression ; 

Who  can  sing  that  wondrous  song  f 
Brightness  of  the  Father's  glory ! 

Shall  thy  praise  unuttered  lief 
Break,  my  tongue !  such  guilty  silence, 

Sing  the  Lord  who  came  to  die : — 

4  From  the  highest  throne  of  glory. 
To  the  cross  of  deepest  woe. 

Came  to  ransom  gruilty  captives !  — 
Flow,  my  praise !  for  ever  flow : 


Re-ascend,  immortal  Saviour ! 

Leave  thy  footstool,  take  thy  throne ; 
Thence  return  and  reign  for  ever ;  — 

Be  the  kingdom  all  thine  own ! 

Robert  RoUason. 
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Crown  his  head  with  endless  blessing, 

Who,  in  God  the  Father's  name, 
With  compassions  never  ceasing, 

Comes  salvation  to  proclaim. 
Hail,  ye  saints,  who  know  his  favor, 

Who  within  his  gates  are  found ; 
Hail,  ye  saints,  the  exalted  Saviour, 

Let  his  courts  with  praise  resound. 

2  Lo,  Jehovah,  we  adore  thee ; 
Thee  our  Saviour !  thee  our  God ! 

From  his  throne  his  beams  of  glory 
Shine  through  all  the  world  abroad. 

In  his  word  his  light  arises. 
Brightest  beams  of  truth  and  grace ; 

Bind,  oh,  bind  your  sacrifices, 
In  his  courts  your  offerings  place. 

3  Jesus,  thee  our  Saviour  hailing. 
Thee  our  God  in  praise  we  own ; 

Highest  honors,  never  failing, 
Rise  eternal  round  thy  throne ; 

Now,  ye  saints,  his  power  confessing, 
In  your  grateful  strains  adore ; 

For  his  mercy,  never  ceasing, 
Flows,  and  flows  for  evermore. 

William  Goode. 
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Father,  hear  the  blood  of  Jesus, 

Speaking  in  thine  ears  above : 
From  impending  wrath  release  us ; 

Manifest  thy  pardoning  love. 
Oh,  receive  us  to  thy  favor, — 

For  his  only  sake  receive ; 
Give  us  to  the  bleeding  Saviour, 

Let  us  by  his  dying  live. 

2  "  To  thy  i>ardoning  grace  receive  them," 

Once  he  prayed  upon  the  tree ; 
Still  his  blood  cries  out  **  Forgive  them ; 

All  their  sins  were  laid  on  me." 
Still  our  Advocate  in  heaven 

Prays  the  prayer  on  earth  begun, — 
**  Father,  show  their  sins  forgiven  j 

Father,  glorify  thy  Son !" 

'  ^         ^  Charles  Wesley. 

**  Wb  shall  see  Him,"  in  our  nature. 

Seated  on  his  lofty  throne, 
Loved,  adored,  by  every  creature. 

Owned  as  God,  and  God  alone ! 
There  the  hosts  of  shining  spirits 

Strike  their  harps,  and  loudly  sing 
To  the  praise  of  Jesus'  merits. 

To  the  glory  of  their  King. 


2  When  we  pass  o'er  deatb^s  dark  river, 

'^  We  shall  see  him  as  he  is," 
Resting  in  his  love  and  favor. 

Owning  all  the  glory  his. 
There  to  cast  our  crowns  before  him, 

Oh,  what  bliss  the  thought  affords ! 
There  for  ever  to  adore  him, 

King  of  kings,  and  Lord  of  lords ! 

Mary  Pyper- 
474         ^'  ^Pu^al  Eamft. 

Hail,  thou  once  despised  Jesus ! 

Hail,  thou  Galilean  King ! 
Thou  didst  suffer  to  release  us ; 

Thou  didst  free  salvation  bring. 
Hail;  thou  agonizing  Saviour, 

Bearer  of  our  sin  and  shame ! 
By  thy  merits  we  find  favor } 

Life  is  given  through  thy  name. 

2  Paschal  Lamb,  by  God  appointed, 

All  our  sins  on  thee  were  laid ; 
By  Almighty  Love  anointed, 

Thou  hast  fuU  atonement  made : 
All  thy  people  are  forgiven 

Through  the  virtue  of  thy  blood  j 
Opened  is  the  gate  of  heaven. 

Peace  is  made  'twixt  man  and  God. 

John  BakewelL 
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O  Chbist,  the  Lord  of  heaven !  to  thee. 
Clothed  with  all  majesty  divine, 

Eternal  power  and  glory  be ! 
Eternal  praise  of  right  is  thine. 

2  Reign,  Prince  of  life !  that  onoe  thy  brow 
Didst  yield  to  wear  the  wounding  thorn ; 

Reign,  throned  beside  the  Father  now, 
Adored  the  Son  of  God  first-bom. 

3  From  angel  hosts  that  round  thee  stand, 
With  forms  more  pure  than  spotless  snow, 

From  the  bright  burning  seraph  band, 
Let  praise  in  loftiest  numbers  flow. 

4  To  thee,  the  Lamb,  our  mortal  songs, 
Bom  of  deep  fervent  love,  shall  rise ; 

All  honor  to  thy  name  belongs. 
Our  lips  would  sound  it  to  the  skies. 

5  "Jesus!" — all  earth  shall  speak  the  word; 
"Jesus!" — all  heaven  resound  it  still; 

Immanuel,  Saviour,  Conqueror,  Lord ! 
Thy  praise  the  universe  shall  fill. 

Ray  Palmer. 

Come,  let  us  sing  the  song  of  songs, — 
The  saints  in  heaven  began  the  strain — 

The  homage  which  to  Christ  belongs : 
"  Worthy  the  Lamb,  for  he  was  slain ! " 

2  Slain  to  redeem  us  by  his  blood, 
To  cleanse  from  every  sinful  stain. 

And  make  us  kings  and  priests  to  God — 
"Worthy  the  Lamb,  for  he  was  slain ! " 


3  To  him,  enthroned  by  filial  right, 

All  power  in  heaven  and  earth  proclaim, 
Honor,  and  majesty,  and  might : 
"Worthy  the  Lamb,  for  he  was  slain !" 

4  Long  as  we  live,  and  when  we  die. 
And  while  in  heaven  with  him  we  reign: 

This  song,  our  song  of  songs  shall  be : 
"Worthy. the  Lamb,  for  he  was  slain !" 

Jame 
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Now  TO  the  Lord,  who  makes  us  know 
The  wonders  of  his  dying  love, 

Be  humble  honors  paid  below, 
And  strains  of  nobler  praise  above. 

2  'T  was  he  who  cleansed  our  foulest  sins, 
And  washed  us  in  his  precious  blood ; 

'T  is  he  who  makes  us  priests  and  kings. 
And  brings  us  rebels  near  to  God. 

3  To  Jesus,  our  atoning  Priest, 
To  Jesus,  our  eternal  King, 

Be  everlasting  power  confessed ! 
Let  every  tongue  his  glory  sing. 

4  Behold !  on  flying  clouds  he  comes, 
And  every  eye  shall  see  him  move ; 

Though  with  our  sins  we  pierced  him  once, 
He  now  displays  his  pardoning  love. 

5  The  unbelieving  world  shall  wail. 
While  we  rejoice  to  see  the  day ; 

Come,  Lord  I  nor  let  thy  promise  fail, 
Nor  let  thy  chariot  long  delay. 

iMac  Watts. 
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H06AKNA  to  the  living  Lord ! 
Hosanna  to  the  incarnate  Word ! 
To  Christ,  Creator,  Saviour,  King, 
Let  earth,  let  heaven,  Hosanna  sing. 

2  Hosanna,  Lord !  thine  angels  cry ; 
Hosanna,  Lord !  thy  saints  reply ; 
Above,  beneath  us,  and  around, 
The  dead  and  living  swell  the  sound. 

3  O  Saviour,  with  protecting  care. 
Return  to  this  thy  house  of  prayer : 
Assembled  in  thy  saored  name. 
Where  we  thy  parting  promise  claim. 

4  But,  chiefest,  in  our  cleansed  breast, 
Eternal !  bid  thy  Spirit  rest ; 

And  make  our  secret  soul  to  be 
A  temple  pure,  and  worthy  thee. 

5  So  in  the  last  and  dreadful  day. 
When  earth  and  heaven  shall  melt  away. 
Thy  flock,  redeemed  from  sinful  stain. 
Shall  swell  the  sound  of  praise  again. 

Reginald  Heber. 
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What  equal  honors  shall  we  bring. 

To  thee,  O  Lord  our  God,  the  Lamb, 
When  all  the  notes  that  angels  sing 

Are  far  inferior  to  thy  name  ? 

2  Worthy  is  he  that  once  was  slain. 
The  Prince  of  Peace  that  groaned  and  died. 

Worthy  to  rise,  and  live,  and  reign 
At  his  almighty  Father's  side. 


3  Honor  immortal  must  be  paid. 
Instead  of  scandal  and  of  scorn ; 

While  glory  shines  around  his  head. 
And  a  bright  crown  without  a  thorn. 

4  Blessings  for  ever  on  the  Lamb, 
Who  bore  the  curse  for  wretched  men ; 

Let  angels  sound  his  sacred  name, 
And  every  creature  say.  Amen. 

Isaac  Watlft. 
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0  Christ  !  our  King,  Creator,  Lord ! 
Saviour  of  all  who  trust  thy  word ! 
To  them  who  seek  thee  ever  near. 
Now  to  our  praises  bend  thine  ear. 

2  In  thy  dear  cross  a  grace  is  found,  — 
It  flows  from  every  streaming  wound, — 
Whose  power  our  inbred  sin  controls. 
Breaks  the  firm  bond,  and  frees  our  souls. 

3  Thou  didst  create  the  stars  of  night ; 
Tet  thou  hast  vailed  in  flesh  thy  light. 
Hast  deigned  a  mortal  form  to  wear, 
A  mortal's  painful  lot  to  bear. 

4  When  thou  didst  hang  ux>on  the  tree. 
The  quaking  earth  acknowledged  thee ; 
When  thou  didst  there  yield  up  thy  breath, 
The  world  grew  dark  as  shades  of  death. 

5  Now  in  the  Father's  glory  high. 
Great  Conqueror !  never  more  to  die, 
Us  by  thy  mighty  power  defend, 
And  reign  through  ages  without  end. 

Ray  Palmer,  tr. 
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J.  B.  Dykbs. 


He   is   coming,  be    it     com-ing,    Not    as  once  he  came  be  •  fore,  Wail-ing  in  -  fant,  bom  in 


&i\U,U\nm\ 


weak-ness    On      a     low  -  ly      sta  •  ble      floor :    But  up  -  on  his  cloud  of  glo  -  ry,       In   the 


crimson-tint-cd    sky,  Where  we  see  the  golden    sun-rise     In     the    ro  •  sy    dis  •  tance  lie. 


481         ^^  JttUgmnit. 

He  is  coming,  he  is  coming. 

Not  as  once  he  came  before, 
Wailing  infant,  bom  in  weakness 

On  a  lowly  stable  floor : 
But  upon  his  cloud  of  glory, 

In  the  crimson-tinted  sky. 
Where  we  see  the  golden  sunrise 

In  the  rosy  distance  lie. 

2  He  is  coming,  he  is  coming, 

Not  in  pain,  and  shame,  and  woe. 
With  the  thorn-crown  on  his  forehead, 

And  the  blood-drops  trickling  slow ; 
But  with  diadem  upon  him, 

And  the  scepter  in  his  hand, 
And  the  dead  all  ranged  before  him, 

Raised  from  death,  hell,  sea,  and  land. 

3  He  is  coming,  he  is  coming. 

Not  as  once  he  wandered  through 
All  the  hostile  land  of  Judah, 

With  his  followers  poor  and  few : 
But  with  all  the  holy  angels 

Waiting  round  his  judgment-seat, 
And  the  chosen  twelve  apostles 

Sitting  crowned  at  his  feet. 


4  He  is  coming,  he  is  coming ; 

Let  his  lowly  first  estate. 
And  his  tender  love,  so  teach  us 

That  in  faith  and  hope  we  wait. 
Till  in  glory  eastward  burning, 

Our  redemption  draweth  near ; 
And  we  see  the  sign  in  heaven 

Of  our  Judge  and  Saviour  dear. 

Mrs.  C.  F.  AlexaBder. 

482       "  »««Tf  0'  *t>e  Natioiw." 

Come,  thou  long-expected  Jesus, 

Born  to  set  thy  people  free ; 
From  our  fears  and  sins  release  us. 

Let  us  find  our  rest  in  thee : 
Israel's  Strength  and  Consolation, 

Hope  of  all  the  saints  thou  art ; 
Dear  Desire  of  every  nation, 

Joy  of  every  longing  heart. 

2  Bom,  thy  people  to  deliver ; 

Bom  a  child,  and  yet  a  King  -, 
Born  to  reign  in  us  for  ever. 

Now  thy  precious  kingdom  bring : 
By  thine  own  eternal  Spirit, 

Rule  in  all  our  hearts  alone } 
By  thine  all-sufficient  merit, 

Raise  us  to  thy  glorious  throne. 

(diaries  Wesley. 


Comiiid  Bdain. 


MZSDLROV.    8t,7s.   D. 


Arr.  by  J.  Zundbl. 


FINE. 
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453  ^'  9^net  of  ^rarr. 

Light  of  those  whose  dreary  dweUing 

Borders  on  the  shades  of  death ! 
Rise  on  ns,  thy  love  revealing. 

Dissipate  the  clouds  beneath : 
Thou  of  heaven  and  earth  Creator, 

In  our  deepest  darkness  rise,  — 
Scattering  all  the  night  of  nature. 

Pouring  day  upon  our  eyes. 

2  Still  we  wait  for  thine  appearing ; 

Life  and  joy  thy  beams  impart, 
Chasing  all  our  fears,  and  cheering 

Every  poor  benighted  heart : 
Come  and  manifest  thy  favor 

To  the  ransomed,  helpless  race ; 
Come,  thou  glorious  God  and  Saviour! 

Come,  and  bring  the  gospel  grace. 

3  Save  us,  in  thy  great  compassion, 

O  thou  mild,  pacific  Prince! 
Give  the  knowledge  of  salvation. 

Give  the  pardon  of  our  sins ; 
By  thine  all-sufficient  merit, 

Every  burdened  soul  release ; 
Every  weary,  wandering  spirit. 

Guide  into  thy  perfect  peace. 

Charles  Wesley. 

454  "  Sartfi's  Be^rrmrr." 

HAliLELUJAH !  sing  to  Jesus ! 

BUs  the  scepter,  his  the  throne ; 
Hallelujah !  his  the  triumph, 

BUs  the  victory  alone ; 
Hark !  the  songs  of  peaceful  Zion 

Thunder  like  a  mighty  flood  ; 
Jesus  out  of  every  nation 

Hath  redeemed  us  by  his  blood. 

2  Hallelujah !  not  as  orphans 
.  Are  we  left  in  sorrow  now ; 
Hallelujah !  he  is  near  us. 
Faith  believes,  nor  questions  how : 


Though  the  cloud  from  sight  received  him. 
When  the  forty  days  were  o'er ; 

Shall  our  hearts  forget  his  promise, 
"I  am  with  you  evermore "f 

3  Hallelujah !    Bread  of  angels. 

Thou  on  earth  our  food,  our  stay  I 
Hallelujah !  hear  the  sinful 

Flee  to  thee  from  day  to  day ; 
Intercessor,  Friend  of  sinners. 

Earth's  Redeemer,  plead  for  me, 
Where  the  songs  of  all  the  sinless 

Sweep  across  the  crystal  sea. 

William  C.  X>iz. 

4S&  ^^'  JBinnrr's  ^{rnti. 

Friend  of  sinners !    Lord  of  Glory  ? 

Lowly,  mighty !    Brother,  King ! 
Musing  o'er  thy  wondrous  story. 

Fain  would  I  thy  praises  sing. 
Friend  to  help  us,  comfort,  save  us. 

In  whom  power  and  pity  blend, 
Praise  we  must  the  gr&ee  which  gave  us, 

Jesus  Christ,  the  sinner's  Friend. 

2  Friend  who  never  fails  nor  grieves  us, 
Faithful,  tender,  constant,  kind ! 

Friend  who  at  all  times  receives  us, 
Friend  who  came  the  lost  to  find! 

Sorrow  soothing,  joys  enhancing. 
Loving  until  life  shall  end. 

Then  conferring  bliss  entrancing. 
Still  in  heaven  the  sinner's  Friend. 

3  Oh,  to  love  and  serve  thee  better ! 
From  all  evil  set  us  free ; 

Break,  Lord,  every  sinful  fetter. 
Be  each  thought  conformed  to  thee. 

Looking  for  thy  bright  appearing. 
May  our  spirits  upward  tend ; 

Till  no  longer  doubting,  fearing, 
We  behold  the  sinner's  Friend ! 

Newman  HaU. 
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C.  LOCKHAKT. 


{Lo,      He   comes,  with  clouds  de-  scend 
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liO,  He  comes,  with  clouds  descending. 
Once  for  favored  sinners  slain ; 

Thousand  thousand  saints  attending 
Swell  the  triumph  of  his  train; 

Hallelujah ! 
God  appears  on  earth  to  reig^. 

2  Every  eye  shall  now  behold  him. 
Robed  in  dreadful  majesty ; 

Those  who  set  at  naught  and  sold  him, 
Pierced,  and  nailed  him  to  the  tree. 

Deeply  wailing. 
Shall  the  true  Messiah  see. 

3  Tea,  Amen ;  let  all  adore  thee, 
High  on  thine  eternal  throne : 

Saviour,  take  the  power  and  glory ; 
Claim  the  kingdom  for  thine  own. 

Oh,  come  quickly. 
Hallelujah !    Come,  Lord,  come. 

C.  Wesley,  alt. 

O'er  the  distant  mountains  breaking 
Comes  the  reddening  dawn  of  day ; 

Rise,  my  soul,  from  sleep  awaking, 
Rise,  and  sing,  and  watch,  and  pray ; 

'T  is  thy  Saviour, 
On  his  bright  returning  way. 

2  0  thou  long-expected !  weary 
Waits  my  anxious  soul  for  thee. 

Life  is  dark,  and  earth  is  dreary. 
Where  thy  light  I  do  not  see ; 

0  my  Saviour, 
When  wilt  thou  return  to  me  f 


3  Nearer  is  my  soul's  salvation, 
Spent  the  night,  the  day  at  hand ; 

Keep  me  in  my  lowly  station, 
Watching  for  thee,  till  I  stand, 

0  my  Saviour, 
In  thy  bright,  thy  promised  land. 

4  With  my  lamp  well  trimmed  and  burning, 
Swift  to  hear  and  slow  to  roam, 

Watching  for  thy  glad  returning 
To  restore  me  to  my  home. 

Come,  my  Saviour, 
Thou  hast  promised :  quickly  come. 

J.  S.B.ManclL 

488         "  ^^^*^  ^  Comfna  !** 

Christ  is  coming !  let  creation 
Bid  her  groans  and  travail  cease : 

Let  the  glorious  proclamation 
Hope  restore  and  faith  increase; 

Christ  is  coming ! 
Come,  thou  blessed  Prince  of  peace ! 

2  Earth  can  now  but  tell  the  story 
Of  thy  bitter  cross  and  pain ; 

She  shall  yet  behold  thy  glory 
When  thou  comest  back  to  reign ; 

Christ  is  coming ! 
Let  each  heart  repeat  the  strain. 

3  Long  thy  exiles  have  been  pining, 
Far  from  rest,  and  home,  and  thee : 

But,  in  heavenly  vesture  shining, 
Soon  they  shall  thy  glory  see ; 

Christ  is  coming ! 
Haste  the  joyous  jubilee. 

John  R.  Macduff. 
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489  "fttngofftfnfls." 

Look,  ye  saintsy  the  sight  is  glorious, 
See  the  Man  of  Sorrows  now : 

From  the  fight  returned  victorious, 
Every  knee  to  him  shall  bow : 

Crown  him,  crown  him ! 
Crowns  become  the  Victor's  brow. 

2  Crown  the  Saviour,  angels,  crown  him ; 

Rich  the  trophies  Jesus  brings ; 
In  the  seat  of  power  enthrone  him ; 

While  the  vault  of  heaven  rings : 
Crown  him,  crown  him ; 

Crown  the  Saviour,  "  King  of  kings.'' 

3  Sinners  in  derision  crowned  him ; 
Mocking  thus  the  Saviour's  claim : 

Saints  and  angels  crowd  around  him. 
Own  hb  title,  praise  his  name : 

Crown  him,  crown  him ; 
Spread  abroad  the  Victor's  fame. 

4  Hark,  those  bursts  of  acclamation ! 
Hark,  those  loud  triumphant  chords 

Jesus  takes  the  highest  station ; 
Oh,  what  joy  the  sight  affords : 

Crown  him,  crown  him ; 
**  Eling  of  kings  and  Lord  of  lords." 

Thonuis  Kelly. 

490  Crrstioit  flcrotnf. 

Sayiour  !  hasten  thine  appearing ; 

Take  thy  waiting  people  home ! 
T  is  this  hope,  our  spirits  cheering, 

While  we  in  the  desert  roam, 
Makes  thy  people 

Strangers  here  till  thou  shalt  come. 


2  Lord !  how  long  shall  the  creation 
Groan  and  travail  sore  in  pain ; 

Waiting  for  its  sure  salvation, 
When  thou  shalt  in  glory  reign, 

Andy  like  Eden, 
This  sad  earth  shall  bloom  again  ? 

3  Reign,  oh,  reign !  almighty  Saviour ! 
Heaven  and  earth  in  one  unite ; 

Make  it  known,  that  in  thy  favor 
There  alone  is  life  and  light. 

When  we  see  thee, 
We  shall  have  unmixed  delight. 

James  G.  Deck. 
49 1        "  ^t^fitt  ■Tt  ttSortfiB.'* 

Holy  Saviour !  we  adore  thee. 

Seated  on  the  throne  of  God ; 
While  the  heavenly  hosts  before  thee, 

Gladly  sing  thy  praise  aloud. 
"  Thou  art  worthy ! 

We  are  ransomed  by  thy  blood." 

2  Saviour !  though  the  world  despised  thee, 
Though  thou  here  wast  crucified. 

Yet  the  Father's  glory  raised  thee, 
Lord  of  all  creation  wide ; 

"  Thou  art  worthy ! 
We  shall  live,  for  thou  hast  died." 

3  Haste  the  day  of  thy  returning 
With  thy  ransomed  church  to  reign : 

Then  shall  end  our  days  of  mourning. 
We  shall  sing  with  rapture  then, 

"  Thou  art  worthy ! 
Come,  Lord  Jesus,  come.  Amen." 

James  G.  Deck. 
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The    marriage     of     the        King. 


492        fftr  EamVs  SrOial. 

The  marriage  feast  is  ready. 

The  marriage  of  the  Lamb, 
He  calls  the  faithful  children 

Of  faithful  Abraham : 
Now  from  the  golden  portals 

The  sounds  of  triumph  ring ; 
The  triumph  of  the  Victor, 

The  marriage  of  the  King. 

2  Nor  sigh  nor  sorrow  enters 
Where  Jesus  leads  them  in ; 

Nor  death  may  cross  the  threshold, 
Nor  pain,  nor  fear,  nor  sin : 

Now  shades  of  night  and  darkness 
Are  past  and  fled  away. 

Before  the  radiant  brightness 
Of  everlasting  day. 

3  No  tear-drops  stain  that  threshold. 
No  weeping  eyes  are  there ; 

For  God  hath  wiped  all  tear-drops, 
And  God  hath  stilled  all  care : 

The  sunlight  of  the  Presence, 
The  bright  Shechinah-flame, 

Lights  up  the  bridal  banquet 
Of  God  and  of  the  Lamb. 

Gerard  Moultrie. 


493     "Sour  Eanqu  ffrtrnnuH.'* 

Rejoice,  rejoice,  believers ! 

And  let  your  lights  appear ; 
The  shades  of  eve  are  thickening, 

And  darker  night  is  near ; 
The  Bridegroom  is  advancing ; 

Each  hour  he  draws  more  nigh ; 
Up !  watch  and  pray,  nor  slumber ; 

At  midnight  comes  the  cry. 

2  See  that  your  lamps  are  burning. 
Your  vessels  filled  Mrith  oil ; 

Wait  calmly  your  deliverance 
From  earthly  pain  and  toil ; 

The  watchers  on  the  mountains 
Proclaim  the  Bridegroom  near ; 

Go,  meet  him,  as  he  cometh, 
With  hallelujahs  clear. 

3  Our  hope  and  expectation, 
O  Jesus,  now  appear ! 

Arise,  thou  sun  so  looked-for, 
O'er  this  benighted  sphere ! 

With  hearts  and  hands  uplifted, 
We  plead,  O  Lord,  to  see 

The  day  of  our  redemption, 
And  ever  be  with  thee. 

Jane  Botthwick,  tr. 


Qomittg  Bdain. 


GHOIBfl.    71,  et.   D. 


T.  R.  Matthews. 
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494       fiMia^52:t. 

AwAKB,  awake,  0  Zion, 

Put  on  thy  strength  divine, 
Thy  garments  bright  in  beauty, 

The  bridal  dress  be  thine : 
Jerusalem  the  holy, 

To  purity  restored ; 
Meek  Bride  all  fair  and  lowly, 

Go  forth  to  meet  thy  Lord. 

2  From  henceforth  pure  and  spotless. 
All  glorious  within, 

Prepared  to  meet  the  Bridegroom, 
And  cleansed  from  every  sin ; 

With  love  and  wonder  smitten. 
And  bowed  in  guileless  shame, 

Upon  thy  heart  be  written 
The  new  mysterious  name. 

3  The  Lamb  who  bore  our  sorrows. 
Comes  down  to  earth  again ; 

No  sufferer  now,  but  victor. 

For  evermore  to  reign : 
To  reign  in  every  nation. 

To  rule  in  every  zone, 
Oh,  world-wide  coronation. 

In  every  heart  a  throne. 


4  Awake,  awake,  O  Zion, 

The  bridal  day  draws  nigh. 
The  day  of  signs  and  wonders. 

And  marvels  from  on  high. 
The  sun  uprises  slowly. 

But  keep  thy  watch  and  ward : 
Fair  Bride,  all  pure  and  lowly. 

Go  forth  to  meet  thy  Lord. 

Benjamin  Gough. 

495    " ^^^^  ioi^0»  ^  ^^^f '* 

How  LONG,  0  Lord  our  Saviour, 

Wilt  thou  remain  away  f 
Our  hearts  are  growing  weary 

At  thy  so  long  delay ; 
Oh,  when  shall  come  the  moment* 

When,  brighter  far  than  mom, 
The  simshine  of  thy  glory 

Shall  on  thy  people  dawn  ? 

2  How  long,  O  heavenly  Bridegroom, 

How  long  wilt  thou  delay  f 
And  yet  how  few  are  grieving 

That  thou  dost  absent  stay ! 
Oh,  may  our  lamps  be  burning, 

Our  loins  well  girded  be, 
Each  longing  heart  preparing 

With  joy  thy  face  to  see ! 

James  G.  Deck 
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496  huiUli  21:11, 

Watchman,  tell  us  of  the  night, 

What  its  signs  of  promise  are. 
Traveler,  o'er  yon  mountain's  height, 

See  that  glory-beaming  star ! 
Watchman,  does  its  beauteous  ray 

Aught  of  joy  or  hope  foretell  f 
Traveler,  yes :  it  brings  the  day, 

Promised  day  of  Israel. 

2  Watchman,  tell  us  of  the  night : 
Higher  yet  that  star  ascends. 

Traveler,  blessedness  and  light. 

Peace  and  truth,  its  course  portends. 

Watchman,  will  its  beams  alone 
Gild  the  spot  that  gave  them  birth  ? 

Traveler,  ages  are  its  own ; 
See !  it  bursts  o'er  all  the  earth ! 

3  Watchman,  tell  us  of  the  night. 
For  the  morning  seems  to  dawn. 

Traveler,  darkness  takes  its  flight. 
Doubt  and  terror  are  withdrawn. 

Watchman,  let  thy  wanderings  cease ; 
Hie  thee  to  thy  quiet  home. 

Traveler,  lo!  the  Prince  of  Peace, 
Lo !  the  Son  of  God  is  come! 

John  Bowring. 

497  Cfic  trfttmptiaiit  Ftrtor. 

Sons  of  Zion,  raise  your  songs ; 
Praise  to  Zion's  King  belongs ; 
His,  the  Victor's  crown  and  fame : 
Glory  to  the  Saviour's  name ! 


Sore  the  strife,  but  rich  the  prize. 
Precious  in  the  Victor's  eyes : 
Glorious  is  the  work  achieved,  — 
Satan  vanquished,  man  relieved ! 

2  Sing  we  then  the  Victor's  praise ; 

Go  ye  forth  and  strew  the  ways ; 

Bid  him  welcome  to  his  throne : 

He  is  worthy,  he  alone ! 

Place  the  crown  upon  his  brow ; 

Every  knee  to  him  shall  bow : 

Him  the  brightest  seraph  sings ; 

Heaven  proclaims  him  ''King  of  kings!" 

Thomas  Kelly. 
49 O         ^t'  CBorlti's  Condrtston. 

Hasten,  Lord !  the  glorious  time 

When,  beneath  Messiah's  sway, 
Every  nation,  every  clime. 

Shall  the  gospel's  call  obey. 
Mightiest  kings  his  power  shall  own, 

Heathen  tribes  his  name  adore ; 
Satan  and  his  host,  o'erthrown, 

Bound  in  chains,  shall  hurt  no  more. 

2  Then  shall  wars  and  tumults  cease. 

Then  be  banished  grief  and  pain  ^ 
Righteousness  and  joy  and  peace 

Undisturbed  shall  ever  reign. 
Bless  we,  then,  our  gracious  Lord ; 

Ever  praise  his  glorious  name ; 
All  his  mighty  acts  record ; 

All  his  wondrous  love  proclaim. 

Haifiet  Auber. 


Coming  Bdaftu 
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Hark  f  the  song  of  Ju  •  bi  •  lee.        Loud  as  mighty 


thunders  roar. 
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!  the  song  of  Jubilee, 

d  as  mighty  thunders  roar, 

i  f  uUness  of  the  sea, 

sn  it  breaks  upon  the  shore ! 

ajah !  for  the  Lord 

.  omnipotent  shall  reign ! 

ujah !  let  the  word 

o  round  the  earth  and  main. 

lelujah !  hark,  the  sound, 
m  the  depths  unto  the  skies, 
9  above,  beneath,  around, 
creation's  harmonies ! 
ihovah's  banners  furled, 
athed  his  sword,  he  speaks — 't  is  done ! 
he  kingdoms  of  this  world 
the  kingdoms  of  his  Son ! 

shall  reign  from  pole  to  pole, 
h  illimitable  sway ; 
all  reign,  when  like  a  scroll 
der  heavens  are  passed  away, 
the  end :  beneath  his  rod 
I's  last  enemy  shall  fall : 
ujah !  Christ  in  God, 
in  Christ,  is  all  in  aU ! 

James  Montgomery. 
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500      "  '»<''  ^  ytLUoxar 
Come,  Desire  of  nations,  come ! 
Hasten,  Lord,  the  general  doom ! 
Hear  the  Spirit  and  the  Bride ; 
Come,  and  take  us  to  thy  side : 
Thou,  who  hast  our  place  prepared. 
Make  us  meet  for  our  reward ; 
Then,  with  all  thy  saints  descend : 
Then,  our  earthly  trials  end. 

2  Mindful  of  thy  chosen  race, 
Shorten  these  vindictive  days  j 
Hear  us  now,  and  save  thine  own. 
Who  for  full  redemption  groan ! 
Now  destroy  the  Man  of  Sin, 
Now  thine  ancient  flock  bring  in ! 
Filled  with  righteousness  divine. 
Claim  a  ransomed  world  for  thine. 

3  Plant  thy  heavenly  kingdom  here ; 
Glorious  in  thy  saints  appear : 
Speak  the  sacred  number  sealed. 
Speak  the  mystery  revealed ; 

Take  to  thee  thy  royal  power ; 
Reign !  when  sin  shall  be  no  more ; 
Reign!  when  death  no  more  shall  be; 
Reign  to  all  eternity ! 

Charles  Wesley. 
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501  C^riBt  in  f^raiim. 

Christ,  above  all  glory  seated! 

King  etemaly  strong  to  save ! 
To  thee,  Death,  by  death  defeated, 

Triumph  high  and  glory  gave. 

2  Thou  art  gone  where  now  is  given 
What  no  mortal  might  could  gain. 

On  the  eternal  throne  of  heaven, 
In  thy  Father's  power  to  reign. 

3  There  thy  kingdoms  all  adore  thee, 
Heaven  above  and  earth  below, 

eivnvo.  p.  M. 


While  the  depths  of  hell  before  thee. 
Trembling  and  defeated  bow. 

4  We,  0  Lord !  with  hearts  adoring, 
Follow  thee  above  the  sky : 

Hear  our  prayers  thy  grace  imploring. 
Lift  our  souls  to  thee  on  high. 

5  So  when  thou  again  in  glory 

On  the  clouds  of  heaven  shalt  shine, 
We  thy  flock  shall  stand  before  thee. 
Owned  for  evermore  as  thine. 

J.  R.  Woodibcd.  er. 
U.  C.  BURNAP. 


In    us  the  hope  of  glo-ry,     O  ris-enLord,art  thou;  The  first-fruits  of  the  Spirit  Are  in     us    now. 
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502    "Cte)l|oprof  filorji." 

In  us  the  hope  of  glory, 

0  risen  Lord,  art  thou ; 
The  first-fruits  of  the  Spirit 
Are  in  us  now. 

2  Oh,  come  in  all  thy  glory. 

Our  great  Immanuel ! 
Come  forth,  our  Prince  and  Saviour, 
With  us  to  dwell. 


3  Bring  thine  eternal  Sabbath, 
Bring  thine  eternal  day, 

And  cause  all  grief  and  sighing 
To  flee  away. 

4  To  thee.  Almighty  Father, 
0  Saviour,  unto  Uiee, 

To  thee.  Creator- Spirit, 
All  glory  be ! 

E.W.  Eddk. 
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&03      **^f  i9rfbcjproam  Comrtf)." 

Wake,  awake !  for  night  is  flying ; 
The  watchmen  on  the  heights  are  crying ; 

Awake,  Jerusalem,  at  last ! 
Midnight  hears  the  welcome  voices, 
And  at  the  thrilling  cry  rejoices ; 

Come  forth,  ye  virgins,  night  is  past ! 
The  Bridegroom  comes ;  awake. 
Tour  lamps  with  gladness  take } 

HaUelujah ! 
And  for  his  marriage  feast  prepare. 
For  ye  must  go  to  meet  him  there. 

2  Zion  hears  the  watchmen  singing, 
And  all  her  heart  with  joy  is  springing ; 
She  wakes,  she  rises  from  her  gloom ; 
For  her  Lord  comes  down  aU-glorious ; 
The  strong  in  g^race,  in  truth  victorious ; 


Her  Star  is  risen,  her  Light  is  come ! 
Ah,  come,  thou  bl^s^d  One, 
God's  own  beloved  Son  j 

HaUelujah! 
We  follow  till  the  halls  we  see, 
Where  thou  hast  bid  us  sup  with  thee. 

3  Now  let  all  the  heavens  adore  thee, 
And  men  and  angels  sing  before  thee 

With  harp  and  cymbal's  clearest  tone; 
Of  one  pearl  each  shining  portal. 
Where  we  are  with  the  choir  immortal 

Of  angels  round  thy  dazzling  throne ; 
Nor  eye  hath  seen,  nor  ear 
Hath  yet  attained  to  hear. 

What  there  is  ours ; 
But  we  rejoice,  and  sing  to  thee 
Our  hymn  of  joy  eternally. 

C«  Winkwutthf  tx. 
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TTbe  XotD  }C0tt0  Cbrfdt. 


T.  E.  Peskins. 
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504        "  ff^<  lamb's  miur 

Bride  of  the  Lamb,  awake,  awake! 

Why  sleep  for  sorrow  now  t 
The  hope  of  glory,  Christ,  is  thine, 

A  child  of  glory  thou. 
Thy  spirit,  through  the  lonely  night. 

From  earthly  joy  apart, 
Hath  sighed  for  one  that  ^s  far  away,  — 

The  Bridegroom  of  thy  heart. 

2  But  see !  the  night  is  waning  fast, 

The  breaking  mom  is  near ; 
And  Jesus  comes,  with  voice  of  love. 

Thy  drooping  heart  to  cheer. 
Then  weep  no  more ;  't  is  all  thine  own, 

His  crown,  his  joy  divine ; 
And,  sweeter  far  than  all  beside, 

He,  he  himself  is  thine ! 

Edward  Denny. 
505         "^omt,  hUMit  lorD." 

Light  of  the  lonely  pilgrim's  heart ! 

Star  of  the  coming  day ! 
Arise,  and  with  thy  morning  beams 

Chase  all  our  griefs  away. 
Come,  blessed  Lord !  let  every  shore 

And  answering  island  sing 
The  praises  of  thy  royal  name, 

And  own  thee  as  their  King. 


A       child 
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2  Jesus !  thy  fair  creation  groans, — 

The  air,  the  earth,  the  sea,  — 
In  unison  with  all  our  hearts, 

And  calls  aloud  for  thee. 
Thine  was  the  cross,  with  all  its  fruits 

Of  grace  and  peace  divine  j 
Be  thine  the  crown  of  glory  now, 

The  palm  of  victory  thine. 

Edward  Denny. 

506  "Conu.  lorD  Jnus." 

Hope  of  our  hearts,  O  Lord,  appear. 

Thou  glorious  Star  of  day ! 
Shine  forth,  and  chase  the  dreary  night, 

With  all  our  tears,  away. 
No  resting-place  we  seek  on  earth. 

No  loveliness  we  see ; 
Our  eye  is  on  the  royal  crown. 

Prepared  for  us — and  thee ! 

2  But,  dearest  Lord,  however  bright. 

That  crown  of  joy  above, 
What  is  it  to  the  brighter  hope 

Of  dwelling  in  thy  love  f 
What  to  the  joy,  the  deeper  joy, 

Unmingled,  pure,  and  free. 
Of  union  with  our  living  Head, 

Of  fellowship  with  thee  f 

EdwudDenaj. 
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Soon  will  the  heavenly  Bridegroom  come;  Ye  wedding-guests.draw  near,  And  slumber  not  in 
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^07  "Sctorti,  i  romr  auirfclfi." 

Soon  will  the  heavenly  Bridegroom  come ; 

Ye  wedding-guests,  draw  near, 
And  slumber  not  in  sin,  when  he. 

The  Son  of  God,  is  here ! 
Come,  let  us  haste  to  meet  our  Lord, 

And  hail  him  with  delight ; 
Who  saved  us  by  his  precious  blood, 

And  sorrows  infinite ! 

2  Beside  him  all  the  patriarchs  old, 
And  holy  prophets  stand : 

The  glorious  apostolic  choir, 

And  noble  martyr  band. 
As  brethren  dear  they  welcome  us, 

And  lead  us  to  the  throne, 
Where  angels  bow  their  vailed  heads, 

Before  the  Three  in  One  ;  — 

3  Where  we,  with  all  the  saints  of  God, 
A  white-robed  multitude. 

Shall  praise  the  ascended  Lord,  who  deigns 

To  bear  our  flesh  and  blood ! 
Our  lot  shall  be  for  aye  to  share 

His  reign  of  peace  above : 
And  drink,  with  unexhausted  joy. 

The  river  of  his  love. 

B.  H.  Kennedy— tr. 


Lo !  WHAT  a  glorious  sight  appears, 

To  our  believing  eyes ! 
The  earth  and  seas  are  passed  away, 

And  the  old  rolling  skies. 
From  the  third  heaven  where  God  resides — 

That  holy,  happy  place,  — 
The  New  Jerusalem  comes  down. 

Adorned  with  shining  grace. 

2  Attending  angels  shout  for  joy. 
And  the  bright  armies  sing,— 

"  Mortals !  behold  the  sacred  seat 

Of  your  descending  King :  — 
The  God  of  glory,  down  to  men. 

Removes  his  blest  abode ; 
Men,  the  dear  objects  of  his  grace, 

And  he  their  loving  God :  — 

3  *^  His  own  soft  hand  shall  wipe  the  tears 
From  every  weeping  eye ; 

And  pains,  and  groans,  and  griefs,  and  fears, 

And  death  itself  shall  die ! '' 
How  long,  dear  Saviour !  oh,  how  long 

Shall  this  bright  hour  delay  ? 
Fly  swifter  round,  ye  wheels  of  time ! 

And  bring  the  welcome  day. 

Isaac  Watts. 
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L.  G.  Havnbs. 
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509    "  ^^^  ^^s*  ^  %oxnr' 
The  Church  has  waited  long 

Her  absent  Lord  to  see ; 
And  still  in  loneliness  she  waits, 

A  friendless  stranger  she. 
How  long,  O  Lord  our  God, 

Holy  and  true  and  good, 
Wilt  thou  not  judge  thy  suffering  Church, 

Her  sighs  and  tears  and  blood  Y 

2  Saint  after  saint  on  earth, 
Has  lived  and  loved  and  died ; 

And  as  they  left  us,  one  by  one, 

We  laid  them  side  by  side. 
We  laid  them  down  to  sleep. 

But  not  in  hope  forlorn ; 
We  laid  them  but  to  ripen  there. 

Till  the  last  glorious  mom. 

3  We  long  to  hear  thy  voice, 
To  see  thee  face  to  face, 

To  share  thy  crown  and  glory  then. 

As  now  we  share  thy  grace. 
Come,  Lord,  and  wipe  away 

The  curse,  the  sin,  the  stain. 
And  make  this  blighted  world  of  ours 

Thine  own  fair  world  again. 

Horatius  Bonar. 
510      "  ^^5  Ittnitboin  come ! " 

Come,  kingdom  of  our  God, 
Sweet  reign  of  light  and  love ! 

Shed  peace  and  hope  and  joy  abroad, 
And  wisdom  from  above. 


Over  our  spirits  first 

Extend  thy  healing  reign ; 
There  raise  and  quench  the  sacred  thirst^?^ 

That  never  pains  again. 

2  Come,  kingdom  of  our  God ! 

And  make  the  broad  earth  thine ; 
Stretch  o^er  her  lands  and  isles  the  rod 

That  flowers  with  grace  divine. 
Soon  may  all  tribes  be  blest 

With  fruit  from  life's  glad  tree ; 
And  in  its  shade  like  brothers  rest, 

Sons  of  one  family. 

John  Jokio. 

511      9tliltpp(«ns  2 :  tO.  tt. 

0  THOU  whom  we  adore ! 

To  bless  our  earth  again. 
Assume  thine  own  almighty  power. 

And  o'er  the  nations  reign. 
The  world's  Desire  and  Hope, 

All  power  to  thee  is  given ; 
Now  set  the  last  great  empire  up, 

Eternal  Lord  of  heaven ! 

2  A  gracious  Saviour,  thou 

Wilt  all  thy  creatures  bless ; 
And  every  knee  to  thee  shall  bow, 

And  every  tongfue  confess. 
According  to  thy  word, 

Now  be  thy  grace  revealed ; 
And  with  the  knowledge  of  the  Lord, 

Let  all  the  earth  be  filled. 

Chavles  Wcsfej. 
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le,  for  creation  groans, 
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le,  and  begin  thy  reign 
)Terlasting  peace; 
take  the  kingdom  to  thyself, 
%t  King  of  Righteousness ! 


Hormtlus  Bonar. 
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513       fftc  tiVtini  Eifr. 

Our  life  is  hid  with  Christ, 
With  Christ  in  God  above  j 

Upward  our  heart  would  go  to  him. 
Whom,  seeing  not,  we  love. 

2  When  he  who  is  our  life 
Appears,  to  take  the  throne, 

We  too  shall  be  revealed,  and  shine 
In  glory  like  his  own. 

3  He  liveth,  and  we  live ! 
His  life  for  us  prevails ; 

His  fullness  fills  our  mighty  void, 
His  strength  for  us  avails. 

4  Life  worketh  in  us  now. 
Life  is  for  us  in  store ; 

So  death  is  swallowed  up  of  life ; 
We  live  for  evermore. 

5  Like  him  we  then  shall  be, 
Transformed  and  glorified ; 

For  we  shall  see  him  as  he  is. 
And  in  his  light  abide. 

Hofatfns  Booar. 
Charlbs  Zbunbr. 
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3  Watch, — 't  is  your  Lord's  command ; 
And  while  we  speak  he 's  near; 

Mark  the  first  signal  of  his  hand, 
And  ready  all  appear. 

4  Oh,  happy  servant  he. 
In  such  a  posture  found ! 

He  shall  his  Lord  with  rapture  see. 
And  be  with  honor  crowned. 

Philip  Doddridge. 


-vants  of  the  Lord ! 
h  in  his  ofBce  wait, 
rant  of  his  heavenly  word, 
i  watchful  at  his  gate. 

all  your  lamps  be  bright, 
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2l6 


TTbe  Doli^  Spirit 


DUBLDT.    C.  M. 


I.  Smttu. 


m^^ 


m 


^JuV~^ 


r 


T^ 


When    Ood,      of       old,       came   down    from    heaven,      In      power  and     wrath    be   came; 

A^    J^ft  U^^   r  .^-,^^^' 


When  God,  of  old,  came  down  from  heaven, 

In  power  and  wrath  he  came ; 
Before  his  feet  the  clouds  were  riven, 

Half  darkness  and  half  flame. 

2  But  when  he  came  the  second  time. 
He  came  in  power  and  love : 

Softer  than  gales  at  morning  prime, 
Hovered  his  holy  Dove. 

3  The  fires  that  rushed  on  Sinai  down. 
In  sudden  torrents  dread. 

Now  gently  light  a  glorious  crown 
On  every  sainted  head. 

4  Like  arrows  went  those  lightnings  forth. 
Winged  with  the  sinner^s  doom ; 

But  these,  like  tongues,  o^er  all  the  earth 
Proclaiming  life  to  come. 


John  Keble. 


8T.  CUTEBIBT.    8i,  Of,  4f. 


0 1 D  fftbrr  of  6nracr. 

Come,  Holy  Ghost,  Creator,  come, 
Inspire  these  souls  of  thine ; 

Till  every  heart  which  thou  hast  made 
Be  filled  with  grace  divine. 

2  Thou  art  the  Comforter,  the  gift 
Of  God,  and  fire  of  love ; 

The  everlasting  spring  of  joy, 
And  unction  from  above. 

3  Enlighten  our  dark  souls,  till  they 
Thy  sacred  love  embrace ; 

Assist  our  minds,  by  nature  frail. 
With  thy  celestial  grace. 

4  Teach  us  the  Father  to  confesa^ 
And  Son,  from  death  revived, 

And  thee,  with  both,  O  Holy  Ghogct, 
Who  art  from  both  derived. 

N.  TMC  tr. 
J.  B.  Dykes.  . 


Our  blest  Redeemer,  ere  he  breathed 

His  tender,  last  farewell, 
A  Guide,  a  Comforter  bequeathed. 
With  us  to  dwell. 

2  He  came  in  tongfues  of  living  flame, 

To  teach,  convince,  subdue ; 
All-powerful  as  the  wind  he  came. 
And  viewless,  too. 


OarblMtBedeeaMT,  erehebrMthedmi  t«ndtr,lMtflur«-weU,     AOaidt,aComfinrter  bMnaathad,  With  na  to    dwe)^ 


3  He  came,  sweet  influence  to  impart, 
A  gracious,  willing  Guest, 

While  he  can  find  one  humble  heart 
Wherein  to  rest. 

4  Spirit  of  purity  and  grace ! 
Our  weakness  pitying  see  ^ 

Oh,  make  our  hearts  thy  dwelling-place, 
And  worthier  thee ! 

Harriet  Auber. 


TTbe  1)oI|?  Spirit 


8P1IS0-TID1.    C.  M. 
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j.  Barmbv. 
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IVhile    the    heart    longB    for       sym  -  pa  •  thy 


And      friends  are 


i    -    del 


ixed. 


^  b  nif  t  f  k 


0 1 0         ^'  Comfortrr's  l4)br. 

O  Holy  Ghost,  the  Comforter, 
How  is  thy  love  despised, 

While  the  heart  longs  for  sympathy 
And  friends  are  idolized. 


-n"-Xi44^ 


2  O  Spirit  of  the  living  God, 
Brooding  with  dove-like  wings 

Over  the  helpless  and  the  weak 
Among  created  things ! 


Didst  thou  not  bring  us  hope  and  help. 
And  comfort,  day  by  day  T 

4  Great  are  thy  consolations,  Lord, 

And  mighty  is  thy  power, 
In  sickness  and  in  solitude, 

In  sorrow's  darkest  hour. 


5  Oh,  if  the  souls  that  now  despise 

And  grieve  thee,  heavenly  Dove, 

,__         ,      , ,       A    1 ,  «    :i  ^1    Would  seek  thee,  and  would  welcome  thee, 

3  Where  should  our  feebleness  find  strength,     g^^  ^^^^  ^^^^  ^^^  ^    1^^^ , 

Our  helplessness  a  stay,  Mr*.  j«n«  e.  s^by. 


BTJEFUUB.    G.  M. 


W.  Jones. 


^Mi-m^ 


Cmbs,  Holy  Spirit,  haaTenly  Dove!  With  all  thy  qoiek'ninff  powsri,  Xindls  a  flaais  of  laored  Ioto  la  those  oold  hsarti  of  onn. 
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519  intoration. 

CoHE,  Holy  Spirit,  heavenly  Dove ! 

With  all  thy  quickening  powers. 
Kindle  a  flame  of  sacred  love 

In  these  cold  hearts  of  ours. 

2  Look !  how  we  grovel  here  below, 
Fond  of  these  trifling  toys ! 

Our  souls  can  neither  fly  nor  go 
To  reach  eternal  joys. 

3  In  vain  we  tune  our  formal  songs ; 
In  vain  we  strive  to  rise ; 


Hosannas  languish  on  our  tongues. 
And  our  devotion  dies. 

4  Dear  Lord,  and  shall  we  ever  live 
At  this  poor  dying  rate  — 

Our  love  so  faint,  so  cold  to  thee. 
And  thine  to  us  so  great  Y 

5  Come,  Holy  Spirit,  heavenly  Dove ! 
With  all  thy  quickening  powers ; 

Come,  shed  abroad  a  Saviour's  love, 
And  that  shall  kindle  ours. 

Isaac  Watts. 


2l6 


TTbe  Doli^  Spirit 


H1B8T1I0VCKUX.    P.  M. 


E.  PBoirT. 


^^m 


Come  thou.oh,  come:    Sweetest  and  kind- li  -  est,    Oiv  •  er    of     tranquil   rest.. 


wea   -   ry    soul;       In      all  anx  -  i    -    e  •  ty    With  poiwer  from  heaven  on  high      Con 


/e. 


&  M  0    ^t'^AAcr  tnH  ftrototfi . 

Come  thou,  oh,  come : 
Sweetest  and  kindliest, 
Giver  of  tranquil  rest 
Unto  the  weary  soul ; 
In  aU  anxiety 

With  power  from  heaven  on  high 

Console. 

2  Come  thou,  oh,  come : 
Help  in  the  hour  of  need. 
Strength  of  the  broken  reed, 
Guide  of  each  lonely  one ; 
Orphans'  and  widows'  stay, 
Who  tread  in  life's  hard  way 

Alone. 

OOUDA.    0.  M. 


3  Come  thou,  oh,  come : 
Glorious  and  shadow-free, 
Star  of  the  stormy  sea, 
Light  of  the  tempest-tost ; 
Harbor  our  souls  to  save 
When  hope  upon  the  wave 

Is  lost. 

4  Come  thou,  oh,  come : 
Joy  in  life's  narrow  path, 
Hope  in  the  hour  of  death, 
Come,  blessed  Spirit,  come ; 
Lead  thou  us  tenderly. 

Till  we  shall  find  with  thee 

Our  home. 

G.  Moultrie, 

Bkrthold  Toubs. 


ComStHoly  Ohoct!  <mr  hasrts  iaqiiiVfLttiu  thine  iiilhi8Boe  proT«;  Sooreo  of  tlw  old  prq^ 
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521  ^'  ^^^^^  ^'  *'<0^^- 

Come,  Holy  Ghost !  our  hearts  inspire. 

Let  us  thine  influence  prove  j 
Source  of  the  old  prophetic  Are ! 

Fountain  of  light  and  love ! 

2  Come,  Holy  Ghost !  for,  moved  by  thee, 
The  prophets  wrote  and  spoke  j 

Unlock  the  truth, — thyself  the  key ; 
Unseal  the  sacred  book. 


iff!f\m\iwpi 


3  Expand  thy  wings,  celestial  Dove ! 
Brood  o'er  our  nature's  night ; 

On  our  disordered  spirits  move. 
And  let  there  now  be  light. 

4  God,  through  himself,  we  then  shall  know. 
If  thou  within  us  shine ; 

And  sound,  with  all  thy  saints  below, 
The  depths  of  love  divine. 

Charles  Wcdey. 


MLYWS,    G.  M. 
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Great     Com  -  fort    -    er,       de  •  scend,    and    bring     Some      to    -   kens    of        thy       grace. 
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ttMurancr. 


J? 

Why  should  the  children  of  a  King 
Go  mourning  all  their  days  Y 

Great  Comforter,  descend,  and  bring 
Some  tokens  of  thy  grace. 

2  Dost  thou  not  dwell  in  all  the  saints. 
And  seal  the  heirs  of  heaven  Y 

When  wilt  thou  banish  my  complaints, 
And  show  my  sins  forgiven  f 

3  Assure  my  conscience  of  her  part 
In  the  Redeemer's  blood ; 

And  bear  thy  witness  with  my  heart, 
That  I  am  bom  of  God. 

4  Thou  art  the  earnest  of  his  love. 
The  pledge  of  joys  to  come ; 

And  thy  soft  wings,  celestial  Dove, 
Will  safe  convey  me  home. 


^ 


11 


Isaac  Watts. 


523  4taiuti8aiti«n. 

Eternal  Spirit,  God  of  truth. 

Our  contrite  hearts  inspire ; 
Revive  the  flame  of  heavenly  love, 

And  feed  the  pure  desire. 

2  'T  is  thine  to  soothe  the  sorrowing  mind. 
With  guilt  and  fear  oppressed ; 

'T  is  thine  to  bid  the  dying  live, 
And  give  the  weary  rest. 

3  Subdue  the  power  of  every  sin, 
Whate'er  that  sin  may  be, 

That  we,  with  humble,  holy  heart, 
May  worship  only  thee. 

4  Then  with  our  spirits  witness  bear 
That  we  are  sons  of  God, 

Redeemed  from  sin,  from  death  and  hell. 
Through  Christ's  atoning  blood. 


BOABDKAV.    C.  K. 


Thomas  CatterilL 


Arr.  by  Geo.  Kingslby. 
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Come,  with  thy  grace,  and  heaven  -  1 


fill     the  hearts  which  thou  hast    made. 


524  "Ftnl.  CrratoT." 

Come,  0  Creator  Spirit  blest ! 
And  in  our  souls  take  up  thy  rest ; 
Come,  with  thy  grace,  and  heavenly  aid, 
To  fill  the  hearts  which  thou  hast  made. 

2  Great  Comforter !  to  thee  we  cry ; 
O  highest  gift  of  God  most  high ! 

O  fount  of  life !  O  fire  of  love ! 
Send  sweet  anointing  from  above ! 

3  Kindle  our  senses  from  above, 

And  make  our  hearts  o'erflow  with  love ; 
With  patience  firm  and  virtue  high, 
The  weakness  of  our  flesh  supply. 

4  Far  from  us  drive  the  foe  we  dread. 
And  grant  us  thy  true  peace  instead ; 
So  shall  we  not,  with  thee  for  guide, 
Turn  from  the  path  of  life  aside. 

Edward  Caswall,  tr. 

525  "intosrli  StsctiinfiS." 

Eternal  Spirit,  we  confess 
And  sing  the  wonders  of  thy  grace : 
Thy  power  conveys  our  blessings  down 
From  God  the  Father  and  the  Son. 

2  Enlightened  by  thy  heavenly  ray,  • 
Our  shades  and  darkness  turn  to  day ; 
Thine  inward  teachings  make  us  know 
Our  danger  and  our  refuge  too. 

3  Thy  power  and  glory  work  within. 
And  break  the  chains  of  reigning  sin ; 
All  our  imperious  lusts  subdue, 

And  form  our  wretched  hearts  anew. 

Isaac  Watts. 


526  :  Sbpirii  of  Cnce. 

Come,  sacred  Spirit,  from  above, 
And  fill  the  coldest  heart  with  love : 
Oh,  turn  to  flesh  the  flinty  stone, 
And  let  thy  sovereign  power  be  known. 

2  Speak  thou,  and  from  the  haughtiest  eyes 
Shidl  floods  of  contrite  sorrow  rise ; 
While  all  their  glowing  souls  are  borne 

To  seek  that  grace  which  now  they  scorn. 

3  Oh,  let  a  holy  flock  await 

In  crowds  around  thy  temple-gate ! 
Each  pressing  on  with  zeal  to  be 
A  living  sacrifice  to  thee. 

Philip  Doddridge. 

527  "  ^^  *o^  SnfoIH.'* 

Come,  blessed  Spirit !  source  of  light ! 

Whose  power  and  grace  are  unconfined; 
Dispel  the  gloomy  shades  of  night — 

The  thicker  daxkness  of  the  mind. 

2  To  mine  illumined  eyes,  display 

The  glorious  truths  thy  word  reveals; 
Cause  me  to  run  the  heavenly  way. 
Thy  book  unfold,  and  loose  the  seals. 

3  Thine  inward  teachings  make  me  know 
The  mysteries  of  redeeming  love. 

The  vanity  of  things  below. 
And  excellence  of  things  above. 

4  While  through  this  dubious  maze  I  stray, 
Spread,  like  the  sun,  thy  beams  abroad, 

To  show  the  dangers  of  the  way, 
And  guide  my  feeble  steps  to  God. 

Benjamin  Beddome. 


^be  Doli^  Spirit. 
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Arr.  fr.  Mxndblssohm. 


Come,  gracious    Spir  -  it,  heaven  •  ly       Dove»  Wit]^ight  and  com  -  fort     from 
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guide!    O'er     ev-ery   tho't    and    step  pre  -  side. 
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S3S  inbocation. 

Come,  gn^acious  Spirit,  heavenly  Dove, 
With  light  and  comfort  from  above : 
Be  thou  our  guardian,  thou  our  guide ! 
O'er  every  thought  and  step  preside. 

2  To  us  the  light  of  truth  display. 

And  make  us  know  and  choose  thy  way ; 
Plant  holy  fear  in  every  heart. 
That  we  from  God  may  ne^er  depart. 

3  Lead  us  to  holiness  —the  road 
That  we  must  take  to  dwell  with  God ; 
Lead  us  to  Christ,  the  living  way, 
Nor  let  us  from  his  precepts  stray. 

4  Lead  us  to  God,  our  final  rest. 
To  be  with  him  for  ever  blest ; 

Lead  us  to  heaven,  its  bliss  to  share  — 
Fullness  of  joy  for  ever  there ! 

Simon  Browne* 

539  ^^^*  ffrratoT. 

Creator  Spirit,  by  whose  aid 
The  world's  foundations  first  were  laid, 
Come,  visit  every  waiting  mind ; 
Come,  pour  thy  joys  on  human^kind. 

2  Thrice  holy  Fount,  thrice  holy  Fire, 
Our  hearts  with  heavenly  love  inspire ; 
Come,  and  thy  sacred  imction  bring 
To  sanctify  us,  while  we  sing. 

3  Make  us  eternal  truths  receive, 
And  practise  all  that  we  believe; 
Give  us  thyself,  that  we  may  see 
The  Father  and  the  Son,  by  thee. 

John  Diyden,  tr. 


5  30         iSenHing  ^t  iSptrit. 

We  are  not  left  to  walk  alone. 
The  Spirit  of  our  God  hath  come, 
For  ever  with  us  to  abide, 
Our  Teacher,  Comforter  and  Guide. 

2  Jesus,  the  Father's  only  Son, 
Jesus,  his  own  beloved  One, 
Jesus,  now  seated  at  his  side. 

Hath  claimed  us  for  his  own,  his  bride. 

3  Of  him  and  his  the  Spirit  tells. 
Upon  his  love  he  sweetly  dwells ; 
And,  while  we  listen  to  his  voice, 
We  wonder,  worship  and  rejoice. 

Mrs.  Mary  J.  Walker. 

O  0 1  ^^^  iSptrit  near. 

Sure  the  blest  Comforter  is  nigh, 
'T  is  he  sustains  my  fainting  heart ; 

Else  would  my  hopes  for  ever  die. 
And  every  cheering  ray  depart. 

2  Whene'er,  to  call  the  Saviour  mine, 
With  ardent  wish  my  heart  aspires, — 

Can  it  be  less  than  power  divine, 
That  animates  these  strong  desires  7 

3  And,  when  my  cheerful  hope  can  say,  — 
I  love  my  God  and  taste  his  grace, — 

Lord !  is  it  not  thy  blissful  ray, 
That  brings  this  dawn  of  sacred  peace  ? 

4  Let  thy  good  Spirit  in  my  heart 
For  ever  dwell,  O  God  of  love ! 

And  light  and  heavenly  peace  impart, — 
Sweet  earnest  of  the  joys  above. 

Anne  Steele. 
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TTbe  Doli^  Spirit. 
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Arr.  fr.  GoTTSCMAUC. 


Ho    -    ly     OhoatI  with  light     di     -    vine,    Shine     up  -    on       this    heart     of 


mine; 


Chase      the      shades  of 


night     a    -    way, 


532  WUHIbinr. 

Holy  Ghost !  with  light  divine, 
Shine  upon  this  heart  of  mme ; 
Chase  the  shades  of  night  away, 
Turn  my  darkness  into  day. 

2  Holy  Ghost !  with  power  divine, 
Cleanse  this  guilty  heart  of  mine ; 
Long  hath  sin,  without  control, 
Held  dominion  o'er  my  soul. 

3  Holy  Ghost!  with  joy  divine. 
Cheer  this  saddened  heart  of  mine ; 
Bid  my  many  woes  depart. 

Heal  my  woimded,  bleeding  heart. 

4  Holy  Spirit !  all  divine, 
Dwell  within  this  heart  of  mine ; 
Cast  down  every  idol-throne. 
Reign  supreme — and  reign  alone. 

Andrew  Reed. 

533  "  ^4'  ZWgfi  of  Ctdflt." 

Holy  Spirit !  gently  come, 
Raise  us  from  our  fallen  state ; 

Fix  thy  everlasting  home 
In  the  hearts  thou  didst  create. 

2  Now  thy  quickening  influence  bring, 
On  our  spirits  sweetly  move ; 

Open  every  mouth  to  sing 
Jesus'  everlasting  love. 

3  Take  the  things  of  Christ,  and  show 
What  our  Lord  for  us  hath  done  5 

May  we  God  the  Father  know 
Through  his  well  belov6d  Son. 

William  Hammond. 


534  ff ^'  <^f^  beitotott. 

Holy  Spirit,  in  my  breast 
Grant  that  lively  faith  may  rest, 
And  subdue  each  rebel  thought 
To  believe  what  thou  hast  taught. 

2  Faith,  and  hope,  and  charity, 
Comforter,  descend  from  thee ; 
Thou  the  anointing  Spirit  art. 
These  thy  g^ts  to  us  impart ;  — 

3  Till  our  faith  be  lost  in  sight, 
Hope  be  swallowed  in  delight, 
Love  return  to  dwell  with  thee. 
In  the  threefold  Deity ! 

RichaidManL 

535  "»«rpmr.  lort!" 

Gracious  Spirit,  Love  divine ! 
Let  thy  light  within  me  shine ; 
All  my  guilty  fears  remove. 
Fill  me  with  thy  heavenly  love. 

2  Speak  thy  pardoning  grace  to  me, 
Set  the  burdened  sinner  free ; 
Lead  me  to  the  Lamb  of  God ; 
Wash  me  in  his  precious  blood. 

3  Life  and  peace  to  me  impart, 
Seal  salvation  on  my  heart ; 
Breathe  thyself  into  my  breast,  — 
Earnest  of  immortal  rest. 

4  Let  me  never  from  thee  stray. 
Keep  me  in  the  narrow  way ; 
Fill  my  soul  with  joy  divine. 
Keep  me.  Lord !  for  ever  thine. 

John  Stocker. 


»     ] 
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Vbe  Doli^  Spirit. 
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Oracious  Spir  •  it,  dwell  with  me,—  I_  my-  self  would  gracious  be;  And,with  words  that  help  and  heal, 


Would  thy  life     in  mine  reveal;  And,  with  actions  bold  and  meek.  Would  for  Christ,my  Saviour,  speak. 


d36  ^Tsfirr  for  ftrare. 

Gracious  Spirit,  dwell  with  me,  — 

1  myself  would  gracious  be ; 

And,  with  words  that  help  and  heal, 
Would  thy  life  in  mine  reveal ; 
And,  with  actions  bold  and  meek, 
Would  for  Christ,  my  Saviour,  speak. 

2  Truthful  Spirit,  dwell  with  me,  — 
I  myself  would  truthful  be ; 

And,  with  wisdom  kind  and  clear, 

mAOKL    c.  M. 


Let  thy  life  in  mine  appear ; 
And,  with  actions  brotherly. 
Speak  my  Lord^s  sincerity. 

3  Holy  Spirit,  dwell  with  me,  — 
I  myself  would  holy  be ; 
Separate  from  sin,  I  would 
Choose  and  cherish  all  things  good ; 
And  whatever  I  can  be 
Give  to  him  who  gave  me  thee. 

ThoRUu  T.  Lynch. 
LowBLL  Mason. 


nthsr!  whate'srof  MTthlybllM  ThjioTsrdfn  will  de-niM,    Aeetptad  atthj  throne  of  ffnot,Ltttliitp«-ti-tioii  riio:— 


537  ftlCrtDDrart. 

Father  !  whatever  of  earthly  bliss 

Thy  sovereign  will  denies, 
Accepted  at  thy  throne  of  grace. 

Let  this  petition  rise : — 

3  ''  Give  me  a  calm,  a  thankful  heart. 

Prom  every  murmur  free ; 
The  blessings  of  thy  grace  impart. 

And  make  me  live  to  thee. 

3  "  Let  the  sweet  hope  that  thou  art  mine 

My  life  and  death  attend ; 
Thy  presence  through  my  journey  shine, 

And  crown  my  journey's  end." 

Anne  Steele. 


o3o  Iftrgmrnition. 

Come,  Holy  Ghost,  my  soul  inspire ; 

This  one  great  gift  impart  — 
What  most  I  need,  and  most  <^esire. 

An  humble,  holy  heart. 

2  Bear  witness  I  am  bom  again. 
My  many  sins  forgiven : 

Nor  let  a  gloomy  doubt  remain 
To  cloud  my  hope  of  heaven. 

3  More  of  myself  grant  I  may  know. 
From  sin's  deceit  be  free ; 

In  all  the  Christian  graces  grow. 
And  live  alone  to  thee. 


Asahel  Nettleton. 
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Thos.  Hastings. 


EB?#?i^t^^ 


Come,  Ho-ly  Ghost!  in  love,    Shed    on    us,   from    a-bove,  Thine  own  bright  ray:  Di    -  vine>ly 
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good  thou  art ;     Thy    sa-cred  gifts  Im  •  part,  To     gladden    each  sad  heart ;  Oh,  coma  to  •  day ! 


Come,  Holy  Ghost !  in  love, 
Shed  on  us,  from  above, 

Thine  own  bright  ray : 
Divinely  good  thou  art ; 
Thy  sacred  gifts  impart. 
To  gladden  each  sad  heart ; 

Oh,  come  to-day ! 

2  Come,  tenderest  Friend,  and  best. 
Our  most  delightful  Guest ! 

With  soothing  power ; 
Rest,  which  the  weary  know ; 
Shade,  'mid  the  noontide  glow ; 
Peace,  when  deep  griefs  o'erfllow ; 

Cheer  us,  this  hour !  v 

3  Come,  light  serene !  and  still, 
Our  inmost  bosoms  fill ; 

Dwell  in  each  breast : 
We  know  no  dawn  but  thine  ; 
Send  forth  thy  beams  divine. 
On  our  dark  souls  to  shine. 

And  make  us  blest. 

4  Exalt  our  low  desires ; 
Extinguish  passion's  fires ; 

Heal  every  wound ; 
Our  stubborn  spirits  bend ; 
Our  icy  coldness  end ; 
Our  devious  steps  attend, 

While  heavenward  bound. 

5  Come,  all  the  faithful  bless ; 
Let  all,  who  Christ  confess, 

His  praise  employ : 
Give  virtue's  rich  reward ; 


Victorious  death  accord, 
And,  with  our  glorious  Lord, 
Eternal  joy ! 

Ray  Palmer,  tr 

540    "  ^*  ^'"  ^«  lig^t." 

Thou  !  whose  almighty  word 
Chaos  and  darkness  heard. 

And  took  their  fiight, 
Hear  us,  we  humbly  pray, 
And,  where  the  gospel's  day 
Sheds  not  its  glorious  ray, 

"Let  there  be  light!" 

2  Thou !  who  didst  come  to  bring. 
On  thy  redeeming  wing. 

Healing  and  sight. 
Health  to  the  sick  in  mind. 
Sight  to  the  inly  blind,  — 
Oh,  now  to  all  mankind, 

"  Let  there  be  light ! " 

3  Spirit  of  truth  and  love, 
Life-giving  holy  Dove ! 

Speed  forth  thy  fiight : 
Move  o'er  the  waters'  face, 
Bearing  the  lamp  of  grace. 
And  in  earth's  darkest  place, 

"  Let  there  be  light ! " 

4  Blessed  and  holy  Three, 
All-glorious  Trinity, — 

Wisdom,  Love,  Might ! 
Boundless  as  ocean's  tide 
Rolling  in  fullest  pride. 
Through  the  world,  far  and  wide,  — 

"Let  there  be  light!" 

John  Marriott. 


Vm,  LUX.    p.  K. 


TTbe  Doli^  Spirit 


A.  H.  Brown. 
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541         **^'  ^<Ti^  ^^  fflirist.'' 

Light,  that  from  the  dark  abyss 
Madest  all  things,  none  amiss, 
To  share  thy  beauty,  share  thy  bliss, 
Come  to  us :  come. 

2  Light,  that  dost  o^er  all  things  reign, 
Li^ht  that  dost  all  life  maintain ; 

O  Light,  that  dost  create  again. 
Come  to  us :  come. 

3  Light  of  men,  that  left  the  skies, 
Light  that  looked  thro'  human  eyes, 

LIOHT.    7s,  ai  D. 


And  died  in  darkness  as  man  dies, 
Come  to  us :  come. 

4  Light  that  stooped  to  rise  and  raise, 
Soared  to  God  above  our  gaze, 

And  still  art  with  us  all  the  days, 
Come  to  us :  come. 

5  We  have  done  great  wrong  to  thee. 
Yet  we  do  belong  to  thee ; 

Oh,  make  our  life  one  song  to  thee, 
Come  to  us :  come. 

E.  B.  Birks. 
Arr.  by  A.  S.  Sullivan. 


Come.tbou  Father  of    the  poor ;  Cozne.thou  Qiver.great  and  sure;  Cozne.and  make  my  spir-it    bright  I 


^rt^4j#^^gff^^^^^ 


542       **  ^^^  ""^  »\iine." 

Holt  Spirit,  come  and  shine 
Sweetly,  in  this  heart  of  mine. 

With  thy  heavenly  love  and  light ; 
Come,  thou  Father  of  the  poor ; 
Come,  thou  Giver,  great  and  sure ; 

Come,  and  make  my  spirit  bright! 

2  Best  of  ail  my  helpers  thou ! 
Dearest  gru^t  iiiat  I  can  know. 

Freshest  draught  that  I  can  find: 
In  my  labor  thou  art  peace, 
Thoa  dost  bid  my  fever  cease. 

To  my  sorrows  thou  art  kind. 
15 


3  Cleanse  thou  every  sordid  place. 
Soften  harshness  by  thy  grace. 

Heal  the  wounds  I  feel  within ; 
Bend  the  stubborn  will  to  thine. 
Cheer  the  thoughts  that  droop  and  pine- 

Rule  whatever  turns  to  sin ! 

4  Give  to  them  that  faithful  be 
Everlasting  trust  in  thee. 

All  thy  sevenfold  gifts  bestow ; 
Give  to  virtue  her  reward, 
Give  us  safety  in  our  Lord, 

Give  what  joy  immortals  know ! 

S.  W.  Duffield.  tr. 
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^be  Dole  Spirit 


TOULOV.    lOi. 


C.  GOVDIMBL. 


iiii  iUinU 


Teach  me  to      do     the  thing  that  pleaeeth  thee;  Thou  art  my  Ood,     in      thee  I   live  and  move; 


^m 


m 


Oh,    let  thy    lov  -  ing     Spir-it  lead  me  forth       In  •   to  the    land  of  righteousnesa  and     love. 


-tf 


^^ 


543  "  ^4S  ^^ins  iSpirit." 

Teach  me  to  do  the  thing  that  pleaseth 
thee; 

Thou  art  my  Gkxi,  m  thee  I  live  and  move ; 
Oh,  let  thy  loving  Spirit  lead  me  forth 

Into  the  land  of  righteousness  and  love. 

2  Thy  love  the  law  and  impulse  of  my  soul, 
Thy  righteousness  its  fitness  and  its  plea, 

Thy  loving  Spirit  mercy's  sweet  control 
To  make  me.liker,  draw  me  nearer  thee. 

3  My  highest  hope  to  be  where,  Lord,  thou 

art, 
To  lose  myself  in  thee  my  richest  gain, 
To  do  thy  will  the  habit  of  my  heart, 
To  grieve  the  Spirit  my  severest  pain. 

4  Thy  smile  my  sunshine,  all  my  peace 

from  thence, 
From  self  alone  what  could  that  peace 
destroy  T 
Thy  joy  my  sorrow  at  the  least  offence, 
My  sorrow  that  I  am  not  more  thy  joy. 

J.  S.  B.  MonselL 

&44  ^'  fvUntn  of  Cncr. 

O  Holy  Spirit !  now  descend  on  me 
As  showers  of  rain  upon    the   thirsty 
ground; 

Cause  me  to  flourish  as  a  spreading  tree ; 
May  all  thy  precious  fruits  in  me  be  found. 

2  Be  thou  my  guide  into  all  truth  divine : 
Give  me  increasing  knowledge   of   my 
God; 


Show  me  the  glories  that  in  Jesus  shine, 
And  make  my  heart  the  place   of  his 
abode. 

3  Be  thou  my  quickener — in  me  revive 
Each  drooping  grace  so  prone  to  fade 

and  die ; 
Help  me  on  Jesus  day  by  day  to  live, 
And  loosen  more  and  more  each  earthly 
tie. 

4  Blest  Spirit!    I  would  yield  myself    to 

thee. 
Do  for  me  more  than  I  can  ask  or  think; 
Let  me  thy  holy  habitation  be. 
And  daily  deeper  from  thy  fullness  drink. 

Christina  Fovsytb* 

545  ^'  DMTt  on  %  Vtax. 

Spirit  of  God !  descend  upon  my  heart ; 

Wean  it  from  earth,  through  all  its  pulses 
move; 
Stoop  to  my  weakness,  mighty  as  thou  art, 

And  make  me  love  thee  as  I  ought  to  love. 

2  Teach  me  to  feel  that  thou  art  always 

nigh; 
Teach  me  the  struggles  of  the  soul  to  bear; 
To  check  the  rising  doubt,  the  rebel  sigh ; 
Teach  me  the  patience  of  unanswered 
prayer. 

3  Teach  me  to  love  thee  as  thine  angels  love. 
One  holy  passion  filling  all  my  frame ; 

The  baptism  of  the  heaven-descended  Dove^j 
My  heart  an  altar,  and  thy  love  the  flame 

Georirc  Ciolf. 


IVJUTIDX.    lOn. 


XLbc  f>ol!^  Spirit. 


Wm.  H.  Monk. 
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Hail,  Ho-ly    Spir  -  it,  bright  immor-tal  Dovet  Great  spring  of  light,  of  pur-i  -  ty  and  love ; 


«=^te 


F*f=F 


'          -TT  1    o  .  -x  ^   .  1  ^  .          X  1  T%       .  Will  warm  the  frozen  heart  with  love  divine, 

Hail  Holy  Spint  bnght  immortal  Dove !  ^^^  ^^  ^^  Maker's  image  make  it  shine. 

Great  sprmg  of  ught,  of  purity  and  love :  /^,     ,    ,  .,■      -a                j  xi. 

Proceeding  from  the  Father  and  the  Son,  3  Oh,  shed  thine  influence,  and  thy  power 

Distinct  from  both,  and  yet  with  both  but  one.  ^,        ®^®,   \      .    -.       -.  ^i  .     , 

__      ,    -        ,,  ,.    ,        ,       .,     Clear  my  dark  mmd,  and  thaw  my  icy  heart; 

2  O  Lord,  from  thee  one  kind  and  qmck-  p^^  ^^  ^y  ^^^y  ^^  ^^^^^^  ^y^ 

«^.«    ^^^^^y  ,  .    ,,     ,        And  heavenly  life  to  all  its  powers  convey. 

Will  pierce  the  gloom  and  re-enkindle  day ;  simon  Browne. 


PAZ  DXL    lOi. 


J.  B.  Dykbs. 


O  tbou  great  Friend  to  all  the  eons  of^      me^.    Who  once  appeared  in  humblest  guise  be-low. 


r  jtj 


Sin     to  re  -  buke,  to  break  the  captive's  chain,And  call  thy  brethren  forth  from  want  and    woe  t 


?    •                ^  .     ,        „  ,               -  Stumbling  and  falling  in  disastrous  night, 

0  THOU  great  Fnend  to  aU  the  sons  of  men,  yet  hoping  ever  for  the  perfect  day. 

Who  once  appeared  in  humblest  guise  be-  .„    ,     ^  .«       , 

j^^  3  Yes:  thou  art  still  the  Life;  thou  art  the 

Sin  to  rebuke,  to  break  the  captive's  chain,  ^^y                   t  •  i     t  -i.         -i  ttt 

And  call  thy  brethren  forth  from  want  The  hohest  know, —Light,  Life,  and  Way 

and  woe !  ^'^  heaven ; 

-—  ,     ,  X   XI-       i.T_    c.  •  'x    •       XI.   T  1.x  And  they  who  dearest  hope,and  deepest  pray, 

2  We  look  to  thee :  thy  Spint  gives  the  hght  ^^^  {    ^^             ^  '         J.^^^  \^l^ 

Which  guides  the  nations,  groping  on  hast  given? 

their  way,  '                                    Theodore  Parker. 
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^be  f>oli?  Spirit 


PABACLBTB.    7t,  6i. 


U.  C.  BURNAP. 


wmf^mm 


Ho-ly  Ohoft,  the  In- flu  -  ita!  Shine  Tip-«&  oar  natort'i  night  With  thy  bleis-ed  inward  light,  Com-fbrt-«r  Di-vine 


J^ 


ffffifftii^rffffirnriii 


548       "  ComfoTtrr  Bibine  !** 

Holy  Ghost,  the  Infinite ! 
Shine  upon  our  nature's  night 
With  thy  bless6d  inward  light, 
Comforter  Divine ! 

2  We  are  sinful :  cleanse  us,  Lord ; 
We  are  faint :  thy  strength  afford ; 
Lost, — until  by  Uiee  restored, 

Comforter  Divine ! 

3  Like  the  dew,  thy  peace  distill; 
Guide,  subdue  our  wayward  will, 
Things  of  Christ  unfolding  still. 

Comforter  Divine ! 


TBBVB8.    7e,  6g. 


4  In  US,  for  us,  intercede, 

And  with  voiceless  groanings,  plead 
Our  unutterable  need. 
Comforter  Divine ! 

5  In  us  "Abba,  Father,**  cry, — 
Earnest  of  our  bliss  on  high, 
Seal  of  immortality,  — 

Comforter  Divine ! 

6  Search  for  us  the  depths  of  God ; 
Bear  us  up  the  starry  road. 

To  the  height  of  thine  abode. 
Comforter  Divine ! 


Arr.  by  H.  J.  Gauntlbtt. 


Oracione  Spir-it,  Ho-ly  Ohoet,  Ttoght  by  thee,  we  eoret  meet     Of  thy  gifte  at  Pen-te  -  eoet,     Ho>ly,  heaven-ly  lew. 


&nt9  ftrabrnlg  Eebr. 

Gracious  Spirit,  Holy  Ghost, 
Taught  by  thee,  we  covet  most 
Of  thy  gifts  at  Pentecost, 
Holy,  heavenly  love. 

2  Faith,  that  mountains  could  remove. 
Tongues  of  earth  or  heaven  above, 
Knowledge — all  things — empty  prove. 

Without  heavenly  love. 

3  Love  is  kind,  and  suffers  long ; 
Love  is  meek,  and  thinks  no  wrong ; 
Love,  than  death  itself  more  strong  : 

Give  us  heavenly  love. 

4  Prophecy  will  fade  away. 
Melting  in  the  light  of  day ; 


Love  will  ever  with  us  stay : 
Give  us  heavenly  love. 

5  Faith  will  vanish  into  sight  j 
Hope  be  emptied  in  delight ; 
Love  in  heaven  will  shine  more  bright: 

Give  us  heavenly  love. 

6  Faith  and  hope  and  love  we  see 
Joining  hand  in  hand  agree ; 
But  the  greatest  of  the  three, 

And  the  best,  is  love. 

7  From  the  overshadowing 
Of  thy  gold  and  silver  wing, 
Shed  on  us,  who  to  thee  sing, 

Holy,  heavenly  love. 


^be  f>oli?  Spirit 


HATinr.  &  M. 


Anr.  fr.  Haydn. 
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J:JiJiJii^jii^l3g^4iF';^'-iJj-li:" 


f 


Cmm»  Ho- 17  spirit,  eodou!      LetthybTtfhtbtMM»rlw;l)lipdthaiorroirlh«flWMiad%Theflarlnieet<h«oprt^ 


Nr-rrrirr^'Ti^' 


9oO        ffibrr  of  6irare. 

Come,  Holy  Spirit,  oome ! 

Let  thy  bright  beams  arise; 
Dispel  the  sorrow  from  our  minds, 

The  darkness  from  our  eyes. 

2  Convince  ns  of  our  sin, 
Then  lead  to  Jesus'  blood, 

And  to  our  wondering  view  reveal 
The  mercies  of  our  God. 

3  Revive  our  drooping  faith, 
Our  doubts  and  fears  remove, 

And  kindle  in  our  breasts  the  flame 
Of  never-dying  love. 

4  T  is  thine  to  cleanse  the  heart, 
To  sanctify  the  soul, 

To  pour  fresii  life  in  every  part, 
And  new-create  the  whole. 

5  Come,  Holy  Spirit,  come ; 
Our  minds  from  bondage  free ; 

Then  shall  we  know,  and  praise,  and  love, 
The  Father,  Son,  and  thee. 

JoMphHart. 


QJLKSM.     7l,6i. 


The  Holy  Ghost  is  here, 
Where  saints  in  prayer  agree ; 

As  Jesus'  parting  gift, — is  near 
Each  pleading  company. 

2  Not  far  away  is  he. 

To  be  by  prayer  brought  nigh. 
But  here  in  present  majesty 
As  in  his  courts  on  high. 

3  He  dwells  within  our  soul. 
An  ever  welcome  gn^est ; 

He  reigns  with  absolute  control, 
As  monarch  in  the  breast. 

4  Our  bodies  are  his  shrine, 
And  he  the  indwelling  Lord ; 

All  hail,  thou  Comforter  divine. 
Be  evermore  adored ! 

5  Obedient  to  thy  will, 

We  wait  to  feel  thy  power, 
O  Lord  of  life,  our  hopes  fulfill, 
And  bless  this  hallowed  hour. 

Charles  H.  Spnrireon. 
Chas.  Stbggali.. 


^g^^^^^giids;^ 


Ltt  thy  wondroiiB  way  be  knowBt  And  lot  OT-ory    na-tion  own  Thm  art  Ood,  and  thou  a  -  lono:    Spirit,  hear  oar  prayer. 


00 2    "  ^^'  fSonliTOttS  SBag." 

Let  thy  wondrous  way  be  known. 
And  let  every  nation  own 
Thou  art  God,  and  thou  alone : 
Spirit,  hear  our  prayer. 

2  Let  each  one  thy  glorious  name 
Magnify,  and  spread  thy  fame. 
And  thy  love  let  all  proclaim : 
Spirit,  hear  our  prayer. 


3  Let  the  nations  join  to  sing, 
And  let  hallelujahs  ring 

To  the  righteous  Judge  and  King : 
Spirit,  hear  our  prayer. 

4  Then  shall  blessings  from  thy  hand 
Fall  in  showers  upon  the  land. 

And  the  world  in  rapture  stand: 
Spirit,  hear  our  prayer. 

A.  Jackson. 
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^be  f>oli?  Spirit 


MATEHT.    7t,  Oi. 


EdwAXD  BlTNNBTT. 


WfT^j    ij     i     I     i^^ 


Spir  •   it         of       the       On    -     \y    Wise,      Thou      in    whom     all       knowledi^e     lies. 
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Laat  verge. 
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Read-inif    all  with    searching  eyes—  Hear      us,        Ho  •    ly       Spir  -    it. 

A       #-       -^t.      J-^J 
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553     "^^f  ^*^^  fexrctirtf)." 

Spirit  of  the  Only  Wise, 
Thou  in  whom  all  knowledge  lies, 
Reading  all  with  searching  eyes — 
Hear  ns,  Holy  Spirit. 

2  Comforter,  to  whom  we  owe 
All  that  we  rejoice  to  know 
Of  our  Saviour's  work  below, 

Hear  us,  Holy  Spirit. 

3  Spirit,  whom  our  failings  grieve, 
Whom  the  world  will  not  receive, 

8U8IMAMS.    71,  Oi. 


Who  dost  help  us  to  believe, 
Hear  us.  Holy  Spirit. 

4  Spirit,  gruarding  us  from  iU, 
Bend  aright  our  stubborn  will ; 
Though  we  grieve  thee,  patient  still— 

Hear  us.  Holy  Spirit. 

5  Thou  whose  grace  the  Church  doth  fij 
Showing  her  God's  perfect  will. 
Making  Jesus  present  still ; 

Hear  us,  Holy  Spirit. 

Thomas  B.  Pollocli 
Ait.  by  A  S.  Sulxjvan. 


-«$ 


aflfflOT^ 


Spirit  Uait,  who  art  a-dnred  With  the  father  and  the  Word,  Oneetonud  Ood  and  Lord;  Hear  aa,  Ho-ly   Spir -it. 


554     ^ffpi^i  Bft^  SBamitifl. 

Spirit  blest,  who  art  adored 
With  the  Father  and  the  Word, 
One  eternal  God  and  Lord : 
Hear  us.  Holy  Spirit. 

2  Holy  Spirit,  heavenly  Dove, 
Dew  descending  from  above, 
Breath  of  life,  and  fire  of  love ; 

Hear  us,  Holy  Spirit. 

3  Spirit  guiding  us  aright. 
Spirit  making  darkness  light. 


Spirit  of  resistless  might ; 
Hear  us.  Holy  Spirit. 

4  Keep  us  in  the  narrow  way, 
Warn  us  when  we  go  astray, 
Plead  within  us  when  we  pray ; 

Hear  us.  Holy  Spirit. 

5  Holy,  loving,  as  thou  art, 
Come,  and  live  within  our  heart, 
Never  from  us  to  depart ; 

Hear  us.  Holy  Spirit. 

Thomas  B.  Pollocl 


^be  f)0ls  Spirit 


ownbrightraysim-part.    (Come,    Pa-ther   of    the    fa  -  therlese, 

^^^     (Come,   Giv  -  cr        ' 


;} 


Come,Lamp  of  ev-ery  heart. 


55 O        ^'  SMut  fn  an  fSoti. 

CoMK,  Holy  Spirit,  from  above, 

And  from  the  realms  of  light  and  love 

Thine  own  bright  rays  impart. 
Come,  Father  of  the  fatherless, 
Come,  Giver  of  all  happiness, 

Come,  Lamp  of  every  heart. 

2  0  thou,  of  comforters  the  best, 

0  thou,  the  soul's  most  welcome  gn^est, 

0  thou,  our  sweet  repose, 
Our  resting-place  from  life's  long  care, 
Our  shadow  from  the  world's  fierce  glare, 

Our  solace  in  all  woes. 

3  Wash  out  each  dark  and  sordid  stain, 
Water  each  dry  and  arid  plain. 

Raise  up  the  bruised  reed. 
Enkindle  what  is  cold  and  chiU, 
Relax  the  stiff  and  stubborn  will, 

Guide  those  that  goodness  need. 

A.  P.  Stanley,  tr. 
0&6  ®^  ®^  Cttttf). 

O  Holy  Ghost,  thou  Fount  of  light. 
Thy  blessed  radiance  puts  to  flight 

The  darkness  of  the  mind ; 
The  pure  are  only  pure  through  thee ; 
And  thou  the  prisoner  dost  set  free, 

And  cheer  with  light  the  blind. 

2  Thy  gn^ace  eternal  truth  instills, 
The  ignorant  with  knowledge  fills. 

Awakens  those  who  sleep, 
Inspires  the  tongn^e,  informs  the  eye. 
Expands  the  heart  with  charity. 

And  comforts  all  who  weep. 


3  Teach  us  to  aim  at  heaven's  high  prize, 
And  for  its  glory  to  despise 

The  world  and  all  below ; 
Cleanse  us  from  sin,  direct  us  right. 
Illume  us  with  thy  heavenly  light. 

Thy  peace  on  us  bestow. 

4  Lord  of  all  sanctity  and  might, 
Eternal  thou  and  infinite. 

The  life  of  earth  and  heaven ; 
To  thee  the  High  and  Holy  One, 
To  thee,  with  Father,  and  with  Son, 

Be  praise  and  glory  given. 

EdwardCaswall.tr. 

55  7         ^^'  FxIIra  of  Bri  Sonti. 

Descend  from  heaven,  celestial  Dove, 
With  flames  of  pure  seraphic  love 

Our  ravished  breasts  inspire. 
O  Fount  of  joy,  blest  Paraclete, 
Warm  our  cold  hearts  with  heavenly  heat, 

And  set  our  souls  on  fire. 

2  Breathe  on  these  bones,  so  dry  and  dead ; 
Thy  sweetest,  softest  infiuence  shed 

In  all  our  hearts  abroad. 
Point  out  the  place  where  grace  abounds : 
Direct  us  to  the  bleeding  wounds 

Of  our  incarnate  God. 

3  Conduct,  blest  Guide,  thy  sinner-train 
To  Calvary,  where  the  Lamb  was  slain : 

And  with  us  there  abide. 
Let  us  our  loved  Redeemer  meet. 
Weep  o'er  his  pierced  hands  and  feet. 

And  view  his  wounded  side. 

Joseph  Hart. 
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^be  f>oli?  Spirit 


MOBVINOTOV.    8.  M. 
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Air.  by  L.  Mason. 


\^\m'M'M^M 


LordfUd thy  light  ariM    On       aU  thy  peo-ple  hare,  And  when  we  ralMOiur  longing  ey«>|Oh|  may  we  find  thet  near! 


-f^  ^» 


558  «tirliBt)t. 

Lord,  bid  thy  light  arise 

On  all  thy  people  here, 
And  when  we  raise  our  longing  eyes. 

Oh,  may  we  find  thee  near ! 

2  Thy  Holy  Spirit  send, 
To  quicken  every  soul ; 

And  hearts,  the  most  rebellious,  bend 
To  thy  divine  control. 

3  Let  all  that  own  thy  name 
Thy  sacred  image  bear. 

And  light  in  every  heart  the  flame 
Of  watchfulness  and  prayer. 

4  Since  in  thy  love  we  see 
Our  only  sure  relief. 

Oh,  raise  our  earthly  minds  to  thee, 
And  help  our  unbelief! 


W.  H.  Bathunt. 


ST.  MABOASIT.    &  M. 


559  Cexc^fng  Crutf). 

Come,  Spirit,  source  of  light, 

Thy  grace  is  unconfined ; 
Dispel  the  gloomy  shades  of  night, 

The  darkness  of  the  mind. 

2  Now  to  our  eyes  display 
The  truth  thy  words  reveal ; 

Cause  us  to  run  the  heavenly  way, 
Delighting  in  thy  will. 

3  Thy  teachings  make  us  know 
The  mysteries  of  thy  love, 

The  vanity  of  things  below, 
The  joy  of  things  above. 

4  While  through  this  maze  we  stray. 
Oh,  spread  thy  beams  abroad ; 

Disclose  the  dangers  of  the  way, 
And  guide  our  steps  to  God. 

B.  BeddocDC.  alt. 
S.  J.  P.  DUNMAN. 


itf^ifPfijiUja-a 


Come,Ho-ly  Spir-it,  eom»,  With  enj-  er>gy  di-  Tine;   And  (mthiapoorbe-nigfatedaonltWithbeamaof  aer-oy     shine. 


mm^i^mm 


560      St)e  Heart  jarlttH. 

Come,  Holy  Spirit,  come, 

With  energy  divine ; 
And  on  this  poor  benighted  soul, 

With  beams  of  mercy  shine. 

2  Oh,  melt  this  frozen  heart ; 
This  stubborn  will  subdue ; 

Each  evil  passion  overcome. 
And  form  me  all  anew. 

3  Mine  will  the  profit  be, 

But  thine  shall  be  the  praise ; 
And  unto  thee  will  I  devote 
The  remnant  of  my  days. 

Benjamin  Beddomc. 


561     He  norfcs  in  Sa. 

'T  IS  God  the  Spirit  leads 

In  paths  before  unknown ; 
The  work  to  be  performed  is  ours. 

The  streng^  is  all  his  own. 

2  Supported  by  his  g^race 
We  still  pursue  our  way ; 

And  hope  at  last  to  reach  the  prize, 
Secure  in  endless  day. 

3  'T  is  he  that  works  to  will, 
'T  is  he  that  works  to  do ; 

His  is  the  power  by  which  we  act, 
His  be  the  glory  too. 

Benjamin  Beddone. 


^be  IboVs  Spirit 


ABIOB.    8.  M. 


P.  Armbs. 
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vine  I 


Let       rays       of    heaven  •  ly 


^p^ 


062         ^^'  CmnfortfT. 

Blest  Comforter  divine ! 

Let  rays  of  heavenly  love 
Amid  our  gloom  and  darkness  shine, 

And  guide  our  souls  above. 

2  Turn  us,  with  gentle  voice, 
Prom  every  sinful  way, 

And  bid  the  mourning  saint  rejoice. 
Though  earthly  joys  decay. 

3  By  thine  inspiring  breath 
Make  every  cloud  of  care. 

And  ev'n  the  gloomy  vail  of  death, 
A  smile  of  glory  wear. 

4  Oh !  fill  thou  every  heart 
With  love  to  all  our  race ; 

Great  Comforter,  to  us  impart 
These  blessings  of  thy  grace. 

Mfs.  L.  H.  Siffouniey. 

563    "iHafi  CS«  be  •SanrtiSeti.'' 

Lord  God,  the  Holy  Ghost, 

In  this  accepted  hour. 
As  on  the  day  of  Pentecost, 

Descend  in  all  thy  power ! 

2  We  meet  with  one  accord 
In  our  appointed  place, 

And  wait  the  promise  of  our  Lord, 
The  Spirit  of  all  gx^^e. 

3  Like  mighty  rushing  wind 
Upon  the  waves  beneath. 

Move  with  one  impulse  every  mind. 
One  soul,  one  feeling  breathe. 


4  The  young,  the  old,  inspire 
With  wisdom  from  above. 

And  give  us  hearts  and  tongues  of  fire 
To  pray,  and  praise,  and  love. 

5  Spirit  of  light,  explore 
And  chase  our  gloom  away. 

With  luster  shining  more  and  more 
Unto  the  perfect  day. 

6  Spirit  of  truth,  be  thou 

In  life  and  death  our  gruide : 
O  Spirit  of  adoption,  now 
May  we  be  sanctified ! 

James  Monti^oinery. 
904      tfirtrbtng  t^r  iSpirit. 

The  Comforter  has  come. 

We  feel  his  presence  here, 
Our  hearts  would  now  no  longer  roam. 

But  bow  in  filial  fear. 

2  This  tenderness  of  love, 
This  hush  of  solemn  power,  — 

■T  is  heaven  descending  from  above. 
To  fill  this  favored  hour. 

3  Earth's  darkness  all  has  fled. 
Heaven's  light  serenely  shines. 

And  every  heart,  divinely  led. 
To  holy  thought  inclines. 

4  No  more  let  sin  deceive. 
Nor  earthly  cares  betray, 

Oh,  let  us  never,  never  grieve 
The  Comforter  away ! 

Anon.,  1^8. 
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Not  all  the  outward  forms  on  earth. 
Nor  rites  that  God  has  given, 

Nor  will  of  man,  nor  blood,  nor  birth, 
Can  raise  a  soul  to  heaven. 

2  The  sovereign  will  of  God  alone 
Creates  us  heirs  of  g^race ; 

Bom  in  the  image  of  his  Son, 
A  new,  peculiar  race. 

3  The  Spirit,  like  some  heavenly  wind, 
Breathes  on  the  sons  of  flesh. 

New-models  all  the  carnal  mind. 
And  forms  the  man  afresh. 

4  Our  quickened  souls  awake  and  rise 
From  the  long  sleep  of  death ; 

On  heavenly  things  we  fix  our  eyes, 
And  praise  employs  our  breath. 

Isaac  WatU. 


066  ^^'  ^^  Bttinrti. 

How  SAD  our  state  by  nature  is ! 

Our  sin — how  deep  it  stains! 
And  Satan  holds  our  captive  minds 

Fast  in  his  slavish  chains. 

2  But  there 's  a  voice  of  sovereign  grace, 
Sounds  from  the  sacred  word ; 

**  Ho !  ye  despairing  sinners,  come, 
And  trust  a  pardoning  Lord." 

3  My  soul  obeys  the  almighty  call, 
And  runs  to  this  relief ; 

I  would  believe  thy  promise.  Lord: 
Oh,  help  my  unbeUef ! 

4  A  guilty,  weak,  and  helpless  worm, 
On  thy  kind  arms  I  fall ; 

Be  thou  my  Strength  and  Righteousness, 
My  Saviour  and  my  All. 

Isaac  Watts. 


BAT.EHMA.    C  M. 


H.  Wilson. 


r 


How  halplen  guilty  luitart  li«>i  Unooiuoioaa  of     ito  lo«d!  TlielioortyiuielMiigtd,caiinoTorrloe  Tohap-pi-iion  and  €M. 


How  HELPLESS  guilty  nature  lies. 

Unconscious  of  its  load ! 
The  heart,  unchanged,  can  never  rise 

To  happiness  and  God. 

2  Can  aught,  beneath  a  power  divine. 
The  stubborn  will  subdue  ? 

'T  is  thine,  almighty  Spirit !  thine. 
To  form  the  heart  anew. 

3  'T  is  thine,  the  passions  to  recall. 
And  upward  bid  them  rise ; 


To  make  the  scales  of  error  fall 
From  reason's  darkened  eyes ;  — 

4  To  chase  the  shades  of  death  away, 
And  bid  the  sinner  live ; 

A  beam  of  heaven,  a  vital  ray, 
'T  is  thine  alone  to  give. 

5  Oh,  change  these  wretched  hearts  of  ours, 
And  give  them  life  divine ; 

Then  shall  our  passions  and  our  powers. 
Almighty  Lord !  be  thine. 

Anne  Steele. 


Aan'0  XO0t  ConOitiotu 


WOVDSOUS  LOYB.    P.  M. 


W.  G.  FiSCHBR. 
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Oodl«T»dtlMworldof  dnntnlait  Aad  rniaadbytlMftll;    8al-Tfttianflill,At    hiyh-Mtoorty  He  oflbn  frMto    alL 

^1  ._^.*^.         ^.^^ 


m&^ 


God  loved  the  world  of  siimers  lost 

And  rnined  by  the  fall ; 
Salvation  full,  at  highest  cost, 

He  offers  free  to  all. 

Bef. — Oh,  t  was  love,  't  was  wondrons  love ! 
The  love  of  God  to  me ; 
It  brought  my  Saviour  from  above, 
To  die  on  Calvary. 

2  Ev'n  now  by  faith  I  claim  him  mine, 

The  risen  Son  of  God ; 
Bedemption  by  his  death  I  find. 

And  cleansing  through  the  blood. — Rbf. 

BUUJIIOBIL    8t,  5t,  3t. 


3  Love  brings  the  glorious  fullness  in, 
And  to  his  saints  makes  known 

The  blessed  rest  from  inbred  sin. 
Through  faith  in  Christ  alone. — Ref. 

4  Believing  souls,  rejoicing  go ; 
There  shall  to  you  be  given 

A  glorious  foretaste,  here  below. 
Of  endless  life  in  heaven. — Rkp. 

5  Of  victory  now  o'er  Satan's  power 
Let  all  the  ransomed  sing. 

And  triumph  in  the  dying  hour 
Through  Christ  the  Lord  our  King. — Rep- 

Mis.  M.  M.  Stockton. 
E  W.  BULUNGEK. 


iimH^im^^H^'^M^\^ 


Pradoof,  pndooi  blood  of     Jo  -  ins,  Shod  on    Cal  -  va-ryi    Shod  ibr  reboli,    shod  fbr  dn-non.  Shod  for  tlioo! 


5  69  ''  ^^^^  ®'  Jesus." 

Pbbcioits,  precious  blood  of  Jesus, 

Shed  on  Calvary, 
Shed  for  rebels,  shed  for  sinners, 

Shed  for  thee ! 

2  Though  thy  sins  are  red  like  crimson, 

Deep  in  scarlet  glow, 
Jesus'  precious  blood  shall  wash  thee 

White  as  snow. 


3  Precious  blood  that  hath  redeemed  us! 

All  the  price  is  paid ! 
Perfect  pardon  now  is  offered, 
Peace  is  made. 

4  Precious  blood !  by  this  we  conquer 

In  the  fiercest  fight, 
Sin  and  Satan  overcoming 
By  its  might. 

Frances  R.  Havei]|^L 
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GORTOV.  8.  M. 


Arr.  fr.  Bkkthovrn. 


^^m^ 


^^ 


Hot    all  the  blood  of  baasta    On    Jewish  altari  slain,  Conld  giro  the  guilty  eonicienoe  peace.  Or  waah  away  the  ttaia. 


570     "No^HjcTNamt.- 

Not  all  the  blood  of  beasts 

On  Jewish  altars  slain, 
Could  give  the  guilty  conscience  peace, 

Or  wash  away  the  stain. 

2  But  Christ  the  heavenly  Lamb 
Takes  all  our  sins  away, 

A  sacrifice  of  nobler  name 
And  richer  blood  than  they. 

3  My  faith  would  lay  her  hand 
On  that  dear  head  of  thine, 

8HAWXUT.    8.  M. 


While  like  a  penitent  I  stand. 
And  there  confess  my  sin. 

4  My  soul  looks  back  to  see 
The  burdens  thou  didst  bear, 

When  hanging  on  the  cursed  tree 
And  hopes  her  guilt  was  there. 

5  Believing,  we  rejoice 

To  see  the  curse  remove ; 
We  bless  the  Lamb  with  cheerful  voice, 
And  sing  his  dying  love. 

Isaac  Wattt. 
LowKLL  Mason. 


571  Brut.  30:19. 

Oh,  where  shall  rest  be  found — 

Rest  for  the  weary  soul  ? 
'T  were  vain  the  ocean's  depths  to  sound, 

Or  pierce  to  either  pole. 

2  The  world  can  never  give 
The  bliss  for  which  we  sigh : 

'T  is  not  the  whole  of  life  to  live, 
Nor  all  of  death  to  die. 

3  Beyond  this  vale  of  tears 
There  is  a  life  above, 

Unmeasured  by  the  flight  of  years ; 
And  all  that  life  is  love. 

4  There  is  a  death  whose  pang 
Outlasts  the  fleeting  breath : 

Oh,  what  eternal  horrors  hang 
Around  the  second  death ! 

5  Lord  God  of  truth  and  grace ! 
Teach  us  that  death  to  shun, 


Lest  we  be  banished  from  thy  face, 
And  evermore  undone. 

James  Montgomtwy. 

573     fl  9t)8Sttian  QBantfti. 

And  wilt  thou  hear,  O  Lord, 

Thy  suppliant  people's  cry  T 
And  pardon,  though  thy  book  record 

Our  crimes  of  crimson  dye  f 

2  So  deep  are  they  engraved,  — 
So  terrible  their  fear : 

The  righteous  scarcely  shall  be  saved, 
And  where  shall  we  appear  ? 

3  Let  us  make  all  things  known 
To  him  who  all  things  sees : 

That  so  his  blood  may  yet  atone 
For  our  iniquities. 

4  O  thou.  Physician  blest, 
Make  clean  the  guilty  soul ; 

And  us,  by  many  a  sin  oppressed. 
Restore,  and  keep  us  whole ! 

John  M.  Neale.  tr. 


Aan'0  X06t  ConOitioiu 


CHmiiHUBST.    &  M. 


J.  Barnby. 
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CtadiuMrthopeibr^aaTtiiiWholoTttliitwwldiowvUfOrdrMmof  fbtorehap-  pi-  n«M,  While  on  tlionMidto  hall! 


573         9sTtion  anil  yvntfi. 

Can  siimers  hope  for  heaven, 
Who  love  this  world  so  well  T 

Or  dream  of  future  happiness, 
While  on  the  road  to  hell  T 

2  Shall  they  hosannas  sing. 
With  an  unhallowed  tongue  f 

Shall  palms  adorn  the  guilty  hand 
Which  does  its  neighbor  wrong  T 

3  Thy  grace,  O  God,  alone, 
Good  hope  can  e'er  afford ! 

The  pardoned  and  the  pure  shall  see 
The  glory  of  the  Lord. 

Benjamin  Beddome. 


YiaiL.    &  M. 


rmf0\/\^\^ 


574  "JcsttsOnla.** 

Not  what  these  hands  have  done 

Can  save  this  guilty  soul : 
Not  what  this  toiling  flesh  has  borne 

Can  make  my  spirit  whole. 

2  Not  what  I  feel  or  do 

Can  give  me  peace  with  God ; 
Not  all  my  prayers,  and  sighs,  and  tears, 
Can  bear  my  awful  load. 

3  Thy  work  alone,  O  Christ, 
Can  ease  this  weight  of  sin : 

Thy  blood  alone,  O  Lamb  of  God, 
Can  give  me  peace  within. 

Horadus  Bonar. 


G.  Paisibllo. 


575  Vrotation. 

A  CHARGE  to  keep  I  have, 

A  God  to  glorify, 
A  never-dying  soul  to  save. 

And  fit  it  for  the  sky. 

2  To  serve  the  present  age. 
My  calling  to  fulfill } 

Oh,  may  it  all  my  powers  engage 
To  do  my  Master's  will. 

3  Arm  me  with  jealous  care. 
As  in  thy  sight  to  live ; 

And  oh,  thy  servant,  Lord,  prepare 
A  strict  account  to  give. 

4  Help  me  to  watch  and  pray, 
And  on  thyself  rely. 

Assured,  if  I  my  trust  betray, 
I  shaU  for  ever  die. 

Charles  Wesley. 


576         "flnBofonfoarti." 

Like  sheep  we  went  astray. 
And  broke  the  fold  of  God — 

Each  wandering  in  a  different  way, 
But  all  the  downward  road. 

2  How  dreadful  was  the  hour. 
When  God  our  wanderings  laid, 

And  did  at  once  his  vengeance  pour 
Upon  the  Shepherd's  head ! 

3  How  glorious  was  the  grace, 
When  Christ  sustained  the  stroke ! 

His  life  and  blood  the  Shepherd  pays, 
A  ransom  for  the  flock. 

4  But  God  shall  raise  his  head, 
O'er  all  the  sons  of  men, 

And  make  him  see  a  numerous  seed. 
To  recompense  his  pain. 

Isaac  Watts. 
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ARLOrOTOV.    C.  M. 


T.  A.  Aknb. 
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577  "  «mE)fnjj  «raff ." 

Amazing  grace !  how  sweet  the  sound 
That  saved  a  wretch  like  me ! 

1  once  was  lost,  but  now  am  found  — 
Was  blind,  but  now  I  see. 

2  'T  was  grace  that  taught  my  heart  to  fear, 
And  grace  my  fears  relieved ; 

How  precious  did  that  grace  appear, 
The  hour  I  first  believed ! 

3  Through  many  dangers,  toils,  and  snares, 
I  have  already  come ; 

T  is  grace  hath  brought  me  safe  thus  far. 
And  grace  will  lead  me  home. 

4  Yea,  when  this  flesh  and  heart  shall  fail 
And  mortal  life  shaU  cease, 

1  shaU  possess  within  the  vail 
A  life  of  joy  and  peace. 

5  The  earth  shall  soon  dissolve  like  snow. 
The  sun  forbear  to  shine ; 

But  God,  who  called  me  here  below. 
Will  be  for  ever  mine. 

John  Newton. 

578  "aalbation." 

Salvation  ! — oh,  the  joyful  sound ! 

'T  is  pleasure  to  our  ears ; 
A  sovereign  balm  for  every  wound, 

A  cordial  for  our  fears. 

2  Buried  in  sorrow  and  in  sin, 
At  hell's  dark  door  we  lay  j  — 

But  we  arise  by  grace  divine, 
To  see  a  heavenly  day. 

OOWFBS.    c.  M 


3  Salvation !  —  let  the  echo  fly 
The  spacious  earth  around ; 

While  all  the  armies  of  the  sky 
Conspire  to  raise  the  sound. 

4  Salvation !  O  thou  bleeding  Lamb ! 
To  thee  the  praise  belongs : 

Salvation  shall  inspire  our  hearts^ 
And  dwell  upon  our  tongfues. 


cWattE. 


579  2fct).l3:l. 

There  is  a  fountain  filled  with  blood. 
Drawn  from  ImmanuePs  veins ; 

And  sinners,  plunged  beneath  that  fiood, 
Lose  all  their  guilty  stains. 

2  The  dying  thief  rejoiced  to  see 
That  fountain  in  his  day ; 

And  there  may  I,  though  vile  as  he, 
Wash  all  my  sins  away. 

3  Dear  dying  Lamb,  thy  precious  blood 
Shall  never  lose  its  power. 

Till  all  the  ransomed  church  of  God 
Be  saved  to  sin  no  more. 

4  E'er  since,  by  faith,  I  saw  the  stream 
Thy  flowing  wounds  supply. 

Redeeming  love  has  been  my  theme, 
And  shall  be,  till  I  die. 

5  Then  in  a  nobler,  sweeter  song, 
I  'U  sing  thy  power  to  save. 

When  this  poor  lisping,  stammering  tongue 
Lies  silent  in  the  grave. 

WUUam  Cowper. 


ITbe  plan  ot  Salt^atiotu 


ATH1H8.    C.  M.  D. 


F.  GlAROINI. 
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Awake,  my  heart,  tf rise,  my  tongue,  Prepare  a  taneful    voice;    In  God,  the  life  of    all  mvjoyi, 

D.8. — Up-  on  a  poor,  poMut  •  eel  worm. 


A  •  loud  will  I     re-joice.    'Tis    he    adorned  my  nak  -  ed  soul.  And  made  salvation    mine; 
He  makes  hia  graces  shine. 


^fei 


i 


580  "  ^'  iSramUfs  Bobr." 

Awake,  my  heart,  arise,  my  tongue. 

Prepare  a  tuneful  voice ; 
In  God,  the  life  of  all  my  joys. 

Aloud  will  I  rejoice. 
^  is  he  adorned  my  naked  soul. 

And  made  salvation  mine ; 
Upon  a  poor,  polluted  worm. 

He  makes  his  graces  shine. 

2  And  lest  the  shadow  of  a  spot 
Should  on  my  soul  be  found, 

He  took  the  robe  the  Saviour  wrought. 
And  cast  it  all  around. 


How  far  the  heavenly  robe  exceeds 

What  earthly  princes  wear ! 
These  ornaments,  how  bright  they  shine ! 

How  white  the  garments  are ! 

3  The  Spirit  wrought  my  faith  and  love, 

And  hope  and  every  grace ; 
But  Jesus  spent  his  life  to  work 

The  robe  of  righteousness. 
Strangely,  my  soul,  art  thou  arrayed. 

By  the  great  sacred  Three ; 
In  sweetest  harmony  of  praise. 

Let  all  thy  powers  agree. 

Isaac  Watts. 


GLASGOW.    C  M. 


G.  F.  Root. 


Grtat  OodfWhen  I  approadi  thy  fhrone,A]id  all  thy  glory  ■••;  Thii  is  my  ttay^and  this  a-lcme,   That    Je-sos  died  for  me. 


581  *'3nuM  Btrh  for  fiU." 

Great  God,  when  I  approach  thy  throne, 

And  all  thy  glory  see ; 
This  is  my  stay,  and  this  alone. 

That  Jesus  died  for  me. 

2  How  can  a  soul  condemned  to  die. 

Escape  the  just  decree  f 
Helpless,  and  full  of  sin  am  I, 

But  Jesus  died  for  me. 


3  Burdened  with  sin's  oppressive  chain, 
Oh,  how  can  I  get  free  T 

No  peace  can  all  my  efforts  gain, 
But  Jesus  died  for  me. 

4  And,  Lord,  when  I  behold  thy  face, 
This  must  be  all  my  plea ; 

Save  me  by  thy  almighty  grace, 
For  Jesus  died  for  me. 

W.  H.  Bathimt 
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OLD,  OLD  8T0BT.    7t,  6t.  D. 


W.  H.  D(y>** 


Tell    me   the  old,    old  sto  •   ry      Of    unseen  things  a    -  bove.     Of  Je  -  bub  and  hit    glo^ry* 


Of     Je    •  sas  and     his    love.        Tell  note    the  sto  -  ry    ■im-ply,     Am        to      a      lit  -  tie     chi 


For      I     am  weak  and    wea   •  ry.    And  helpless  and  de  -  filed.      Tell  me  the  old,  old    sto  •  ry 


^^if  fiflT^#pf 


i=mH\^himm-Hw-i^iM 


Tell  me  the  old,  old  sto  -  ry,         Tell  me  the  old,  old  sto  -    ry       Of     Je  -    sus      and  hia    love. 


&S3      ^^^  S6tot]i  of  f^t  Crosf. 

Tell  me  the  old,  old  story 

Of  unseen  things  above, 
Of  Jesus  and  his  glory, 

Of  Jesus  and  his  love. 
Tell  me  the  story  simply, 

As  to  a  little  child. 
For  I  am  weak  and  weary. 

And  helpless  and  defiled. 


Cho. 


2  Tell  me  the  story  slowly, 

That  I  may  take  it  in — 
That  wonderful  Redemption, 

God's  remedy  for  sin ! 
Tell  me  the  story  often, 

For  I  forget  so  soon ! 
The  "early  dew  "  of  morning 

Has  passed  away  at  noon! — Cho. 


3  Tell  me  the  story  softly, 
With  earnest  tones  and  grave ; 

Remember !  I  'm  the  sinner 

Whom  Jesus  came  to  save. 
Tell  me  that  story  always, 

If  you  would  really  be, 
In  any  time  of  trouble, 

A  comforter  to  me. — Cho. 

4  Tell  me  the  same  old  story, 
When  you  have  cause  to  fear 

That  this  world's  empty  glory 

Is  costing  me  too  dear. 
Yes,  and  when  that  world's  glory 

Is  drawing  on  my  soul. 
Tell  me  the  old,  old  story : 

"Christ  Jesus  makes  thee  whole." — i 

K.  Hai 


^^U  TEE  8T0RT.    7i,  6t.   D. 


^be  plan  ot  Salt^atiotu 


W.  G.  FiSCHKR. 
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I     love  to  ton  tha  ito-ryi    Bo-eaiuo  Ikaow  tli  trm;     It   wt- Io-Hm  my  longiagt  Aa  nothlBgelM  eui    do. 


lj^^HH^^pl 


CHOBUB. 


^ifmi\Mi^ 


I    lovo  tottlltho  fto-ry.  Twill  be  my  thtme  in  glory,     To    tell  the  old,  old  eto-ry      Of  Je-iiuaadhis   love. 


W^wwn 


5S3    ^'  ®^'  ®^  4Stora. 

I  LOVE  to  tell  the  story 

Of  unseen  things  above, 
Of  Jesus  and  his  glory, 

Of  Jesus  and  his  love. 

1  love  to  tell  the  story. 
Because  I  know  't  is  true ; 

It  satisfies  my  longings 
As  nothing  else  can  do.  —  Cho. 

2  I  love  to  tell  the  story : 
'T  is  pleasant  to  repeat 

What  seems,  each  time  I  tell  it. 

More  wonderfully  sweet. 
I  love  to  tell  the  story : 

For  some  have  never  heard 
The  message  of  salvation. 

From  God's  own  holy  word.  —  Cho. 

3  I  love  to  tell  the  story ; 

For  those  who  know  it  best 
Seem  hungering  and  thirsting 

To  hear  it  like  the  rest. 
And  when,  in  scenes  of  glory, 

I  sing  the  New,  New  Song, 
T  will  be  the  Old,  Old  Story 

That  I  have  loved  so  long.— -Cho. 

K.  Hankey. 

16 


Q§4        Jritui'  Croff. 

I  SAW  the  cross  of  Jesus, 
When  burdened  with  my  sin  ; 

I  sought  the  cross  of  Jesus, 
To  give  me  peace  within ; 

1  brought  my  soul  to  Jesus, 

He  cleansed  it  in  his  blood ; 
And  in  the  cross  of  Jesus 
I  found  my  peace  with  God. 

Cho.  — No  righteousness,  no  merit. 
No  beauty  can  I  plead ; 
Yet  in  the  cross  I  glory. 
My  title  there  I  read. 

2  Sweet  is  the  cross  of  Jesus ! 
There  let  my  weary  heart 

Still  rest  in  peace  unshaken, 
Till  with  him,  ne'er  to  part ; 

And  then  in  strains  of  glory 
I  '11  sing  his  wondrous  power. 

Where  sin  can  never  enter, 
And  death  is  known  no  more. 

Cho.  —  I  love  the  cross  of  Jesus, 
It  tells  me  what  I  am : 
A  vile  and  guilty  creature. 
Saved  only  through  the  Lamb. 

F.  Whitefielrt. 


I 
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HAUKAirV.    CM.    51. 


Arr.  fr.  Naumann. 


m^^m 


E  •  ter- nal  Lightl  e-ter-nal  Lightl  How  pure  the  soul  must  be,    When, placed  within  thy 


m^±m 


searching  sight,      It    shrinks  not, but,  with  calm    de-light       Can   live,  and    look  on     thee! 


M4^4{;fai4iUif4 1  n  u 


586  ^^'  latter. 

Eternal  Light !  eternal  Light ! 

How  pure  the  soul  must  be, 
When,  placed  within  thy  searching  sight, 
It  shrinks  not,  but,  with  calm  delight 

Can  live,  and  look  on  thee ! 

2  The  spirits  that  surround  thy  threne, 
May  bear  the  burning  bliss ; 

But  that  is  surely  theirs  alone, 
Since  they  have  never,  never  known 
A  fallen  world  like  this. 

3  There  is  a  way  for  man  to  rise 
To  that  sublime  abode :  — 

An  offering  and  a  sacrifice, 
A  Holy  Spirit's  energies, 
An  advocate  with  God. 

4  These,  these  prepare  us  for  the  sight 
Of  holiness  above : 

The  sons  of  ignorance  and  night 
May  dwell  in  the  eternal  Light, 
Through  the  eternal  Love ! 

Thomas  Biiuiey. 

586  ^^'  *«"• 

0  Saviour,  where  shall  guilty  man 

Find  rest  except  in  thee  f 
Thine  was  the  warfare  with  his  foe. 
The  cross  of  pain,  the  cup  of  woe, 

And  thine  the  victory. 

2  How  came  the  everlasting  Son, 

The  Lord  of  life,  to  die  ? 
Why  didst  thou  meet  the  tempter's  power, 
Why,  Jesus,  in  thy  dying  hour, 

Endure  sneh  agony  ? 


3  To  save  us  by  thy  precious  blood, 
To  make  us  one  in  thee. 

That  ours  might  be  thy  perfect  life, 
Thy  thorny  crown,  thy  cross,  thy  strife, 
And  ours  the  victory. 

4  Oh,  make  us  worthy,  gracious  Lord, 
Of  all  thy  love  to  be ; 

To  thy  blest  will  our  wills  incline. 
That  unto  death  we  may  be  thine, 
And  ever  live  in  thee. 

C.  E.  May. 

587  etjr  tioia  fftjoit. 

Come,  thou  who  dost  the  soul  endue 
With  sevenfold  gifts  of  grace  j 

Come,  thou  who  dost  the  world  renew, 

Author  of  peace,  consoler  true. 
Spirit  of  holiness. 

2  Thou  didst  the  gospel -trumpet  sound 
O'er  all  the  world  afar ; 

And  summon  from  their  sleep  profound 
The  dead,  who  lay  in  darkness  round. 
To  hail  the  Morning  Star. 

3  Thine  be  all  praise  for  evermore, 
From  all  salvation's  heirs ; 

Thy  goodness,  truth,  and  love,  and  power, 
Let  all  created  worlds  adore 
In  holy  hymns  and  prayers. 

4  0  thou,  who  teachest  us  to  place 
In  thee  our  hope  and  trust, 

The  stains  of  former  guilt  efface, 
Confirm  the  innocent  in  grace. 
And  glorify  the  just. 

Edward  Caswall,  tr. 


Zbc  plan  ot  Salvation. 
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Geo.  Kingslby. 
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Go,  tune  thy   voice    to    sa-cred    song,      Ex  •  ert  thy       no    • 


i 


2213: 
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blest    powers ;  Go,  mingle 


is: 


i 
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* 
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with    the  cho-ral  throng,The  Saviour's  praises  to  pro -long,       A  •  mid  life's  fleet  -  ing     hours. 

j^i7.    7. .,-» j:^^j 
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E 


588  '* *  Aabtottr'f  ISloot." 

GOy  TUNE  thy  voice  to  saored  song, 

Exert  thy  noblest  powers ; 
Qo,  mingle  with  the  choral  throng, 
The  Saviour's  praises  to  prolong, 

Amid  life's  fleeting  hours. 

2  Hast  found  the  pearl  of  price  unknown, 
That  cost  a  Saviour's  blood  f 

Heir  of  a  bright  celestial  crown. 
That  sparkles  near  the  eternal  throne, 
Oh,  sing  the  praise  of  God! 

3  Sing  of  the  Lamb  that  once  was  slain 
That  man  might  be  forgiven ; 

Sing  how  he  broke  death's  bars  in  twain, 
Ascending  high  in  bliss  to  reign, 
The  God  of  earth  and  heaven ! 

Thomas  Hastini^ 
OEDISS.    C.  M.    5L 


589  "  Strmsl  Itfr." 

WouLDST  thou  eternal  life  obtain  f 

Now  to  the  cross  repair ; 
There  stand  and  gaze  and  weep  and  pray 
Where  Jesus  breathes  his  life  away  j 

Eternal  life  is  there ! 

2  Go — there  from  every  streaming  wound 
Flows  rich  atoning  blood : 

That  blood  can  cleanse  thy  deepest  stain, 
Bid  frowning  justice  smile  again. 
And  seal  thy  peace  with  God. 

3  Go  —at  that  cross  thy  heart  subdued 
With  thankful  love  shall  glow ; 

By  wondrous  grace  thy  soul  set  free, 
Eternal  life  from  Christ  to  thee 
A  vital  stream  shall  flow ! 

Ray  Palmer. 

F.  C.  Makbr. 


Wouldst  thou    e  -  ter-nal    life  ob-tain  ?  Now  to     the  cross  re  -  pair ;  There  stand  and  gase  and 


rrifTFTTpfTf^ 


^^^s^^ 


weep  and  pray  Where  Je  •   sus weeps  his    life      a  -  way;    E    •    ter   •  nal   life     is      there. 

E 


khV  tr  \r  \riiu^^ 


Zbe  (3o6pel:-2ltonement  propi^e^• 
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rise,  my  soul,  a-rise  I  Shake  off  thy  guilty  fears;  The  bleeding  Sacrifice     In  my  behalf  appears; 

mru^  >  I  r  I  r  I  r  r  r  c  ig 


m 


le  throne  my  Surety  stands, Before  the  throne  my  Surety  stands:My  name  is  written  on  hia  handr 


f       Our  iSurrts. 

BE,  my  soul,  arise ! 

lake  off  thy  guilty  fears ; 

bleeding  Sacrifice 

L  my  behalf  appears; 

)  the  throne  my  Surety  stands : 

me  is  written  on  his  hands. 

e  ever  lives  above, 

[>r  me  to  intercede, 

all-redeeming  love, 

is  precious  blood  to  plead ; 

ood  atoned  for  all  our  race, 

prinkles  now  the  throne  of  grace. 

y  God  is  reconciled; 
is  pardoning  voice  I  hear ; 
[>wns  me  for  his  child ; 
can  no  longer  fear ; 
confidence  I  now  draw  nigh, 
'ather,  Abba,  Father,  cry. 

Charles  Wesley. 
[         l^rar  of  Jubilre. 

w  ye  the  trumpet,  blow ;  — 

\ie  gladly  solemn  sound ;  — 

all  the  nations  know, 

0  earth^s  remotest  bound, 

3ar  of  jubilee  is  come : 

1,  ye  ransomed  sinners,  home. 

?sus,  our  great  High  Priest, 

ath  full  atonement  made ; 

^eary  spirits,  rest ; 

e  mournful  souls,  be  glad : 

gar  of  jubilee  is  come : 

a,  ye  ransomed  sinners,  home. 


3  Extol  the  Lamb  of  God, 
The  all-atoning  Lamb ; 

Redemption  in  his  blood 

Throughout  the  world  proclaim  : 
The  year  of  jubilee  is  come ; 
Return,  ye  ransomed  sinners,  home. 

4  The  gospel  trumpet  hear, 
The  news  of  heavenly  grace ; 

And,  saved  from  earth,  appear 
Before  your  Saviour's  tsyce : 
The  year  of  jubilee  is  come ! 
Return,  ye  ransomed  sinners,  home. 

Charles  Wesley. 

59  2        *'^^*  ^'o«>  Wont." 

Ye  saints,  your  music  bring, 
Attuned  to  sweetest  sound, 
Strike  every  trembling  string. 
Till  earth  and  heaven  resound ; 
The  triumphs  of  the  cross  we  sing ; 
Awake,  ye  saints,  each  joj'ful  string. 

2  The  cross,  the  cross  alone. 
Subdued  the  powers  of  hell ; 

Like  lightning  from  his  throne 
The  prince  of  darkness  fell ; 
The  triumphs  of  the  cross  we  sing ; 
Awake,  ye  saints,  each  joyful  string. 

3  The  cross  hath  power  to  save 
From  all  the  foes  that  rise ; 

The  cross  hath  made  the  g^rave 
A  passage  to  the  skies ; 
The  triumphs  of  the  cross  we  sing ; 
Awake,  ye  saints,  each  joyful  string. 

Andrew  Reed. 


XTbe  plan  ot  Salpatiotu 
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Thy  works,  not  mine,  O    Christ,  Speak  gUdnoM  to  this  heart;  They  tell  me  all    is    done;    They 


VifffpifM!if^m£jnTffMP'iB 


o93  C^tnr,  not  JBinr. 

Thy  works,  not  mine,  0  Christ, 
Speak  gladness  to  this  heart ! 
They  tell  me  all  is  done ; 
They  bid  my  fear  depart : 
WT<i  whom,  save  thee,  who  canst  alone 
For  sin  atone,  Lord,  shall  I  flee  f 

2  Thy  tears,  not  mine,  O  Christ, 
Have  wept  my  guilt  away. 

And  turned  this  night  of  mine 
Into  a  blessed  day: 
^o  whom,  save  thee,  who  canst  alone 
For  sin  atone.  Lord,  shall  I  flee  f 

3  Thy  wounds,  not  mine,  O  Christ, 
Can  heal  my  bruised  soul ; 

Thy  stripes,  not  mine,  contain 
The  balm  that  makes  me  whole : 
To  whom,  save  thee,  who  canst  alone 
For  sin  atone.  Lord,  shall  I  flee  f 

4  Thy  death,  not  mine,  0  Christ, 
Has  paid  the  ransom  due ; 

Ten  thousand  deaths  like  mine 
.Would  have  been  all  too  few : 
To  whom,  save  thee,  who  canst  alone 
For  sin  atone.  Lord,  shall  I  flee  f 


Horathis  Booar. 


D94     ^'  iSacrifice  Wtntti, 

The  atoning  work  is  done, 

The  Victim's  blood  is  shed, 
And  Jesus  now  is  gone 
His  people's  cause  to  plead : 
He  stands  in  heaven  their  great  High  Priest, 
And  bears  their  names  upon  his  breast. 


2  He  sprinkled  with  his  blood 
The  mercy-seat  above  j 

For  justice  had  withstood 
The  purposes  of  love ; 
But  justice  now  withstands  no  more, 
And  mercy  yields  her  boundless  store. 

3  No  temple  made  with  hands, 
His  place  of  service  is ; 

In  heaven  itself  he  stands, 
A  heavenly  priesthood  his : 
In  him  the  shadows  of  the  law 
Are  all  fulfilled,  and  now  withdraw. 

Thomas  Kelly. 

595       ^^^^  ^'  Aurrtfl. 

Jesus,  my  great  High  Priest, 
Offered  his  blood  and  died ; 
My  guilty  conscience  seeks 
No  sacrifice  beside. 
His  precious  blood  did  once  atone ; 
And  now  it  pleads  before  the  throne. 

2  To  this  dear  Surety's  hand 
Will  I  commit  my  cause ; 

He  answers  and  fulfills 
His  Father's  broken  laws. 
Behold  my  soul  at  freedom  set ; 
My  Surety  paid  the  dreadful  debt. 

3  My  great  and  glorious  Lord, 
My  Conqueror  and  my  King, 

Thy  scepter  and  thy  sword, 
Thy  reigning  grace  I  sing. 
Thine  is  the  power ;  behold  I  sit 
In  willing  bonds  beneath  thy  feet. 

Isaac  Watt!.. 


♦6 
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fore  his    Pa-ther,Ood, Pleads  the  full  mer-its 


o96  €f)Ttit,  OUT  i^bftoratr. 

He  lives!  the  great  Redeemer  lives! 
What  joy  the  blest  assurance  gives ! 
And  now,  before  his  Father,  God, 
Pleads  the  full  merits  of  his  blood. 

2  Repeated  crimes  awake  our  fears, 
And  justice  armed  with  frowns  appears ; 
But  in  the  Saviour's  lovely  face 

Sweet  mercy  smiles,  and  all  is  peace. 

3  In  every  dark,  distressful  hour, 
When  sin  and  Satan  join  their  power. 
Let  this  dear  hope  repel  the  dart. 
That  Jesus  bears  us  on  his  heart. 

4  Great  Advocate,  almighty  Friend ! 
On  him  our  humble  hopes  depend ; 
Our  cause  can  never,  never  fail, 
For  Jesus  pleads,  and  must  prevail. 


Anne  Steele. 


*f:. 


597  "  ^'^^^  ^^'  CSafi.** 

Jesus,  my  All,  to  heaven  is  gone. 
He  whom  I  fix  my  hopes  upon ; 
His  track  I  see,  and  I  '11  pursue 
The  narrow  way  till  him  I  view. 

2  The  way  the  holy  prophets  went, 
The  road  that  leads  from  banishment, 
The  King's  highway  of  holiness, 

I  '11  go  for  all  his  paths  are  peace. 

3  This  is  the  way  I  long  had  sought, 
And  mourned  because  I  found  it  not ; 
My  grief ,  my  burden,  long  had  been 

"* '"     "'j^nnl^Tint  cease  from  sin. 


of  hit  blood, Pleads  the  full  mer  -  its      of  hia  bloc 


4  The  more  I  strove  against  its  power, 
I  sinned  and  stumbled  but  the  more ; 
Till  late  I  heard  my  Saviour  say, 

"  Come  hither,  soul,  I  am  the  Way ! " 

5  Lo !  glad  I  come ;  and  thou,  dear  I^am 
Shalt  take  me  to  thee  as  I  am. 
Nothing  but  sin  I  thee  can  give ; 
Nothing  but  love  shall  I  receive. 

6  Then  will  I  tell  to  sinners  round     . 
What  a  dear  Saviour  I  have  found ; 

1  '11  point  to  thy  redeeming  blood, 
And  say,  "  Behold  the  way  to  God !" 

JohnC« 

o9S  fltonemrnt  JR«br. 

Now  TO  the  power  of  God  supreme 

Be  everlasting  honors  given ; 
He  saves  from  hell, — we  bless  his  ni 

He  guides  our  wandering  feet  to 

2  'T  was  his  own  purpose  that  begai 
To  rescue  rebels  doomed  to  die ; 

He  gave  us  grace  in  Christ,  his  Son^| 
Before  he  spread  the  starry  sky. 

3  Jesus,  the  Lord,  appears  at  last. 
And  makes  his  Father's  counsels  I 

Declares  the  great  transaction  pasi 
And  brings  immortal  blessings 

4  He  dies ;  and  in  that  dreadful 
Doth  all  the  powers  of  hell  desi 

Rising,  he  brings  our  heaven  to  lij 
And  takes  possession  of  the  joi 


Zbc  plan  ot  Salpation. 
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'Midst  flam  -  iog  worlds,  in     theae   ar  •  rayed. 
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With  joy      shall     I^       lift        up      my   head. 


d99  ^^^  "^  BigtitrottsnrM. 

Jbsus,  thy  Blood  and  Righteousiiess 
-My  beauty  are,  my  glorious  dress ; 
^idst  flaming  worlds,  in  these  arrayed, 
^'Vith  joy  shall  I  lift  up  my  head. 

^   Lord,  I  believe  thy  precious  blood,  — 
^VVhich,  at  the  mercy-seat  of  God, 
or  ever  doth  for  sinners  plead,  — 
or  me,  ev'n  for  my  soul,  was  shed. 

When  from  the  dust  of  death  I  rise 
b  claim  my  mansion  in  the  skies — 
SSv^  then,  this  shall  be  all  my  plea : 
•"Jesus  hath  lived,  hath  died  for  me. 

-jk  This  spotless  robe  the  same  appears, 
"Vrhen  ruined  nature  sinks  in  years ; 
^0  age  can  change  its  glorious  hue, 
"Xbe  robe  of  Christ  is  ever  new. 

5  Oh,  let  the  dead  now  hear  thy  voice : 
Bid,  Lord,  thy  mourning  ones  rejoice ; 
Their  beauty  this,  their  glorious  dress, 
•lesus,  the  Lord  our  Righteousness. 

John  Wesley,  tr. 

OOO      ^t)r  iKcelitng  lobr  of  ffioH. 

^ow  TO  the  Lord  a  noble  song ! 
^^ake,  my  soul !  awake,  my  tongue ! 
^o^anna  to  the  eternal  name, 
^iicl  all  his  boundless  love  proclaim.    . 

^  See  where  it  shines  in  Jesus'  face,  — 
^^^  brightest  image  of  his  grace ! 
^■^d,  in  the  person  of  his  Son, 
^^th  all  his  mightiest  works  outdone. 


3  Grace !  — ^'t  is  a  sweet,  a  charming  theme : 
My  thoughts  rejoice  at  Jesus'  name  : 

Ye  angels !  dwell  upon  the  sound : 
Ye  heavens !  reflect  it  to  the  gpround. 

4  Oh,  may  I  reach  that  happy  place, 
Where  he  unvails  his  lovely  face, 
Where  all  his  beauties  you  behold, 
And  sing  his  name  to  harps  of  gold. 

Isaac  Watts. 

00  1  Coiutraining  ffirarr. 

Before  the  throne  of  God  above 
I  have  a  strong,  a  perfect  plea — 

A  great  High  Priest,  whose  name  is  Love, . 
Who  ever  lives  and  pleads  for  me. 

2  My  name  is  graven  on  his  hands, 
My  name  is  written  on  his  heart ; 

1  know  that  while  in  heaven  he  stands, 

No  tongue  can  bid  me  thence  depart. 

3  When  Satan  tempts  me  to  despair. 
And  tells  me  of  the  guilt  within, 

Upward  I  look,  and  see  him  there 
Who  made  an  end  of  all  my  sin. 

4  Because  the  sinless  Saviour  died, 
My  sinful  soul  is  counted  free ; 

For  God,  the  Just,  is  satisfied 
To  look  on  him,  and  pardon  me. 

5  One  with  himself,  I  cannot  die, 
My  soul  is  purchased  by  his  blood ; 

My  life  is  hid  with  Christ  on  high, 
With  Christ,  my  Saviour  and  ray  God. 

Mrs.  C.  L.  Raitcroft. 


XTbe  (3o0pel :— Btonement  propiOeO. 


H.  Smakt. 


IS   lore  and    aing  and  wondari    Let    xm  mdm  the    SaTloar's  naine!   He  haa  hnahed  the  law*a  loud  thiui*4«r. 


the    SftTloar'a  naine!   He  haa  hnahed  the  law*i 


i^^ 


Yf^HitH 


flame:      He    has  washed  ns     in    hia  blood,     He  has  brooght  ns    nirh  to    CM. 

1 


nTTft^-^Trtf-^^ 


602  "lamhofaob.'' 

Let  us  love  and  smg  and  wonder, 
Let  ns  praise  the  Saviour's  name ! 

He  has  hushed  the  law's  loud  thunder, 
He  has  quenched  Mount  Sinai's  flame: 

He  has  washed  us  in  his  blood, 

He  has  brought  us  nigh  to  God. 

2  Let  us  love  the  Lord  who  bought  us, 
Pitied  us  when  enemies ; 

Called  us  by  his  grace,  and  taught  us, 

Healed  the  blindness  of  our  eyes : 
He  has  washed  us  in  his  blood, 
He  presents  our  souls  to  God. 

3  Let  us  sing,  though  fierce  temptation 
Threaten  hard  to  bear  us  down ! 

For  the  Lord,  our  strong  salvation, 

Holds  in  view  the  conqueror's  crown : 
He,  who  washed  us  in  his  blood, 
Soon  will  bring  us  home  to  God. 

4  Let  us  praise,  and  join  the  chorus 
Of  the  saints  enthroned  on  high ; 

Here  they  trusted  him  before  us. 
Now  their  praises  fill  the  sky : 
"  Thou  hast  washed  us  in  thy  blood, 
Thou  art  worthy,  Lamb  of  God ! " 

John  Newtoiu 

603  ^'  fttonemtnt 

He,  who  once  in  righteous  vengeance 
Whelmed  the  world  beneath  the  flood. 

Once  again  in  mercy  cleansed  it 
With  his  own  most  precious  blood  j 

Coming  from  his  throne  on  high. 
On  the  painful  cro88  to  die. 


2  Oh,  the  wisdom  of  the  Eternal ! 
Oh,  the  depth  of  love  divine ! 

Oh,  the  sweetness  of  that  mercy 

Which  in  Jesus  Christ  did  shine ! 
For  the  guilty,  doomed  to  die, 
Jesus  paid  the  penalty. 

3  When  before  the  judge  we  tremble, 
Conscious  of  his  broken  laws. 

May  the  blood  of  his  atonement 

Cry  aloud,  and  plead  our  cause ; 
Bid  our  guilty  terrors  cease ; 
Be  our  pardon  and  our  peace. 

Edward  Casimll.  Ir. 

604:         ^<  Bftunt  to  )l(rabni. 

Jesus  comes,  his  conflict  over,  — 
Comes  to  claim  his  great  reward ; 

Angels  round  the  Victor  hover. 
Crowding  to  behold  their  Lord ; 

Haste^  ye  saints !  your  tribute  bring, 

Crown  him,  everlasting  King. 

2  Yonder  throne,  for  him  erected, 
Now  becomes  the  Victor's  seat ; 

Lo,  the  Man  on  earth  rejected ! 

Angels  worship  at  his  feet : 
Haste,  ye  saints !  your  tribute  bring, 
Crown  him,  everlasting  King. 

3  Day  and  night  they  cry  before  him, — 
"  Holy,  holy,  holy  Lord ! " 

All  the  powers  of  heaven  adore  him. 

All  obey  his  sovereign  word ; 
Haste,  ye  saints !  your  tribute  bring, 
Crown  him,  everlasting  King. 


'J 

c 


^be  plan  ot  Salpation. 


■lASDJUL    8s,7t,7s. 


J.  Nbandsr. 
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m^tnmim 


-<s 


Z7 


^^m 


WTho  is.this  that  comet  from  Edom,  All  his  raiment  stained  with  blood;  To  the  captive  speaking  freedom; 


P^^ 


\UJ^i\^ 


Bringing  and  be  •  stow-ing  good :  Glorious  in     the  garb  he  wears,  ulorious  in    the  spoils  he  bears  ? 


It^ffffiff 


Who  is  this  that  comes  from  Eklom, 
All  his  raiment  stained  with  blood ; 

To  the  captive  speaking  freedom ; 
Bringing  and  bestowing  good : 

Glorious  in  the  garb  he  wears, 

Glorious  in  the  spoils  he  bears  f 

2  T  is  the  Saviour,  now  victorious, 
Traveling  onward  in  his  might ; 

T  is  the  Saviour,  oh,  how  glorious 
To  his  people  is  the'  sight ! 

Satan  conquered,  and  the  grave, 

Jesus  now  is  stroi^  to  save. 

BAVABIA.    8t^7s.  6L 


3  Why  that  blood  his  raiment  staining  ! 
T  is  the  blood  of  many  slain ; 

Of  his  foes  there 's  none  remaining, 

None  the  contest  to  maintain  : 
Fallen  they,  no  more  to  rise, 
All  their  glory  prostrate  lies. 

4  Mighty  Victor,  reigfn  for  ever ; 
Wear  the  crown  so  dearly  won ; 

Never  shall  thy  people,  never 

Cease  to  sing  what  thou  hast  done ; 
Thou  hast  fought  thy  people^s  foes ; 
Thou  hast  healed  thy  people's  woes. 

Thonias  Kelly. 


Fr.  the  Germsm. 


DC. 


D.C. 


SoBM  toQalTsry*!  holy  monntaiiiySixmsrt.  miiisdhy  the  Ikll!  Hsrs  a  purs  and  healing  foontain  now*  to  yon,  to  mo,  to  all, — 
—la  ^nUl,  per-pet  -  nal  tid^  Opened  when  onr  Mvionr  died. 


u(y(>  ^  J^ountatn  ^rnrli. 

(me  to  Calvary's  holy  mountain, 
/sinners,  ruined  by  the  fall ! 
Here  a  pure  and  healing  fountain 

Flows  to  you,  to  me,  to  all, — 
In  a  full,  perpetual  tide. 
Opened  when  our  Saviour  died. 

2  Come,  in  sorrow  and  contrition, 
Wounded,  impotent,  and  blind ! 
Here  the  guilty,  free  remission. 


Here  the  troubled,  peace  may  find ; 
Health  this  fountain  will  restore, 
He  that  drinks  shall  thirst  no  more  — 

3  He  that  drinks  shall  live  for  ever ; 

'T  is  a  soul-renewing  flood : 
God  is  faithful ;  God  will  never 

Break  his  covenant  in  blood, 
Signed  when  our  Redeemer  died, 
'vhen  he  was  glorified. 

Junes  MontpMnery*. 


J 
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XTbe  Oodpel:— Btonement  propi^e^. 


EOCB  AGHXre.    P.  M. 


Ancient  Melody. 


^^mm 


Be-hold  the  Lamb  of  God !    O  thou  for  ainnera  slain,  Let     it   not  be    in  vain  That  thou  haat  died: 


N^ 


^^ji'j  iiJ"iiT77^iJ'^^^i^~W 


T  ee    for  my  Saviour     let    me  take,    My     on  •  ly    ref-uge    let     me  make  Tby  pierc-ed    aide. 


i 


^ 


is: 


E 


* 


607     '•'s^t  >n^  *^^'- 

Behold  the  Lamb  of  God  ! 
0  thou  for  sinners  slain, 
Let  it  not  be  in  vain 

That  thou  hast  died : 
Thee  for  my  Saviour  let  me  take, 
My  only  refuge  let  me  make 

Thy  pierced  side. 

2  Behold  the  Lamb  of  God ! 

Into  the  sacred  flood 

Of  thy  most  precious  blood 

My  soul  I  cast : 
Wash  me  and  make  me  clean  within, 
And  keep  me  pure  from  every  sin, 

Till  life  be  past. 

LOVnia-KIHDVSSS.    L.  M. 


3  Behold  the  Lamb  of  God ! 
All  hail,  Incarnate  Word, 
Thou  everlasting  Lord, 

Saviour  most  blest ; 
Fill  us  with  love  that  never  faints, 
Grant  us  with  all  thy  blessed  saints 

Eternal  rest. 

4  Behold  the  Lamb  of  God ! 
Worthy  is  h^  alone. 

That  sitteth  olQ  the  throne 

Of  God  abovd ; 
One  with  the  Andient  of  all  days, 
One  with  the  Comfb^r  in  praise, 

All  light  and  love.  \. 

\  M.  Bridges. 


^^m 


UrffffFFir;rfr-^ 


A-wake,myMml,  to    Joyftdlayi,    And  liAg thy  great     Be-dMrnmr*! pnlM;  H«    Jut-lyeltimi a   ■ongF*"""'' 


^^If^ 


^^t^m 


Hii      loT-ing-Und  •   imm,  oh,liowfrM!    Lov-ing-kindiien,  loT-iag-kind-neu,    Hii    loT-lng-kind>neti,oh,liowfrl 


\ 


JLbc  plan  ot  Salpatfom 


800TLAVD.    19r 


/.  Clark. 
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p'Hihnijiiiiu-m^^mB 


The  voice    of  free    grace  cries,  Es-cape    to  the  mountain.   For    A-dam*a  loat  race  Christ  hath 


o-pened  a    fountain;  (  For       sin    and  unclean- ness,     and       ev   -  ery     transgression,  His 

)  Hal-le  •  lu  •  jah    to  the    Lamb,  who  hath  purchased  our  pardon,  We  Ml 


{^iife&iji 


blood  flows  most  freely  in  streams  of  salva-tion,  His  blood  flows  most  freely  in  streams  of  salva*tion.  i 
praise  him  a  •  gain,  when  we  pass  o-ver  Jordan,  We  '11  praise  him  agaUi/ivhen  we  pass  o-ver  Jordan. ) 


i08        *'^'  f«  ^^^'' 

'he  voice  of  free  grace  cries,  Escape  to 
the  mountain, 

'or  Adam^s  lost  race  Christ  hath  opened 
a  fountain ; 

""or  sin  and  uncleanness,  and  every  trans- 
gression, 

iis  blood  flows  most  freely  in  streams  of 
salvation. 
Hallelujah  to  the  Lamb,  etc. 

2  Ye  souls  that  are  wounded !  oh,  flee  to 

the  Saviour! 
He  calk  you  in  mercy,  't  is  inflnite  favor ; 


Your  sins  are  increasing,   escape  to    the 

mountain — 
His  blood  can  remove  them,  it  flows  fi'om 

the  fountain. 
Hallelujah  to  the  Lamb,  etc. 

3  With  joy  shall  we  stand   when  escaped 

to  the  shore ; 
With  harps  in  our  hands  we  will  praise  him 

the  more ! 
We  '11  range  the  sweet  plains  on  the  banks 

of  the  river. 
And  sing  of  salvation  for  ever  and  ever ! 
Hallelujah  to  the  La^ib,  etc. 

R.  Runtsall. 


BO9        Tan*— LOVING-EIHDVISS. 

^Wake,  my  soul,  to  joyful  lays, 

sing  thy  great  Redeemer's  praise ; 
tjastly  claims  a  song  from  me : 
i loving-kindness,  oh,  how  free ! 

le  saw  me  ruined  in  the  fall, 
loved  me,  notwithstanding  all ; 
[saved  me  from  my  lost  estate: 
loving-kindness,  oh,  how  great ! 


3  Though  numerous  hosts  of  mighty  foes. 
Though  earth  and  hell  my  way  oppose, 
He  safely  leads  my  soul  along : 

His  loving-kindness,  oh,  how  strong ! 

4  When  trouble,  like  a  gloomy  cloud, 
Has  gathered  thick  and  thundered  loud. 
He  near  my  soul  has  always  stood : 

His  loving-kindness,  oh,  how  good ! 
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XTbe  (3o0pel :— Btonement  Wtctcb. 


BBBA.    L.  K. 


J.  E.  GouLO. 


m=th>i  0\i^^^ 


-Z5'- 
While,  in     the    va  •  rioua    range   of     thought,  The    one  thing  need  -  ful 


t 


-tf>- 


0 1 0  ®"^  OTfjinfl  Nretful. 

Why  will  ye  waste  on  trifling  cares 
That  life  which  God's  compassion  sparest 
While,  in  the  various  range  of  thought, 
The  one  thing  needful  is  forgot  f 

2  Shall  God  invite  you  from  above  ? 
Shall  Jesus  urge  his  dying  love  f 

Shall  troubled  conscience  give  you  pain  f 
And  all  these  pleas  unite  in  vain  f 

3  Not  so  your  eyes  will  always  view 
Those  objects  which  you  now  pursue  j 
Not  so  will  heaven  and  hell  appear. 
When  death's  decisive  hour  is  near. 

4  Almighty  God !  thy  gn^ce  impart ; 
Fix  deep  conviction  on  each  heart : 
Nor  let  us  waste  on  trifling  cares 
That  life  which  thy  compassion  spares. 

Philip  Doddridi^e. 
ASHWSLL.    L.  M. 


ig^S 


611  "GobCallinfli^rt." 

God  calling  yet !  shall  I  not  hear  t 
Earth's  pleasures  shall  I  still  hold  dear  f 
Shall  life's  swift  passing  years  all  fly, 
And  still  my  soul  in  slumber  lie  t 

2  God  calling  yet !  shall  I  not  rise  t 
Can  I  his  loving  voice  despise. 
And  barely  his  kind  care  repay  t 
He  calls  me  still ;  can  I  delay  f 

3  God  calling  yet !  and  shall  I  grive 
No  heed,  but  still  in  bondage  live  t 
I  wait,  but  he  does  not  forsake ; 

He  calls  me  still ;  my  heart,  awake ! 

4  God  calling  yet !  I  cannot  stay ; 
My  heart  I  yield  without  delay ; 

Vain  world,  farewell !  from  thee  I  part ; 
The  voice  of  God  hath  reached  my  heart 

Jane  Borthwkk.  tr. 
LowaLL  Masok. 


612         "  'l® *H  no*  ffomtgtjt  ?" 

Oh,  do  not  let  the  word  depart, 
And  close  thine  eyes  against  the  light ; 

Poor  sinner,  harden  not  thy  heart : 
Thou  wouldst  be  saved ;  why  not  to-night  f 

2  To-morrow's  sun  may  never  rise 
To  bless  thy  long-deluded  sight  j 


This  is  the  time ;  oh,  then  be  wise ! 
Thou  wouldst  be  saved ;  why  not  to-night  f 

3  Our  God  in  pity  lingers  still  j 
And  wilt  thou  thus  his  love  requite  f 

Renounce  at  length  thy  stubborn  will ; 
Thou  wouldst  be  saved ;  why  not  to-night  f 

Mrs.  Elixabetii  Reed. 


Invitations  anO  TRIlarninde. 


WXLTOV.    L.  M. 


C.  H.  A.  Malan. 
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^^m 


='^f=f=^f=sp^ 


"Tftke      up      thy  cross/*  the  Sav-iour     said,      *' If  thou  wouldat  my    dis    •    ci  •    pie       be; 


1^^^^ 


^^^ 


] 


old  ®v<^  Cross. 

**Takb  up  thy  cross,"  the  Saviour  said, 
"  If  thou  wouldst  my  disciple  be ; 

Detiy  thyself,  the  world  forsake, 
And  humbly  follow  after  me." 

2  Take  up  thy  cross ;  let  not  its  weight 
Fill  thy  weak  spbit  with  alarm ; 

His  strength  shall  bear  thy  spirit  up, 
And  brace  thy  heart  and  nerve  thine  arm. 

3  Take  up  thy  cross,  nor  heed  the  shame  ; 
Nor  let  thy  foolish  pride  rebel ; 

Thy  Lord  for  thee  the  cross  endured. 
To  save  thy  soul  from  death  and  hell. 

4  Take  up  thy  cross,  and  follow  Christ ; 
Nor  tliink  till  death  to  lay  it  down  ; 

For  only  he  who  bears  the  cross 

May  hope  to  wear  the  glorious  crown. 


C.  W.  Everest. 


614  "«t  ttjf  Boor." 

Behold  a  Stranger  at  the  door ! 
He  gently  knocks,  has  knocked  before, 
Has  waited  long,  is  waiting  still ; 
You  treat  no  other  friend  so  ill. 

2  Oh,  lovely  attitude !  he  stands 
With  melting  heart  and  laden  hands ; 
Oh,  matchless  kindness !  and  he  shows 
This  matchless  kindness  to  his  foes. 

3  But  will  he  prove  a  friend  indeed  f 
He  will,  the  very  friend  you  need  — 
The  Friend  of  sinners ;  yes,  't  is  he. 
With  garments  dyed  on  Calvary. 

4  Rise,  touched  with  gratitude  divine, 
Turn  out  his  enemy  and  thine. 

That  soul-destroying  monster  sin. 
And  let  the  heavenly  Stranger  in. 

Joseph  Ciifig. 


HOBTOV.    7s. 


Arr.  fr.  Wartbnsrk. 


laidJisiu' 


,  Toios,CoiiM,a]id  msks  mj  paths  yonr  ehoies;  I  will  guids  70a  to  your  homo;  Weary  pilgrim»liitlMr  come. 


->  ■>  >  ■>  J.. A  J> ,. 


615  JBatt.  U:28. 

Come,  said  Jesus'  sacred  voice, 

Come,  and  make  my  paths  your  choice ; 

1  will  guide  you  to  your  home ; 
Weary  pilgrim,  hither  come. 

2  Thou  who,  homeless  and  forlorn. 
Long  hast  borne  the  proud  world's  scorn  ; 


^IpgBp 


Long  liast  roamed  the  barren  waste. 
Weary  wanderer,  hither  haste. 

3  Hither  come,  for  here  is  found 
Balm  that  flows  for  every  wound ! 
Peace  that  ever  shall  endure. 
Rest  eternal,  sacred,  sure. 


Mrs.  A.  L.  Barhauld. 


254  ^^^  Ooepcl  :-2ltonement  9f^ere^• 

OOMS,  TB  DISCONSOLATE,    lit,  lOi. 

,^  CHOIR. 


Come,  ye  dis-con-ao-Ute,  where'er  ye    tonguiah;  Come  to  the  merc> 


nmr 


CONORBOATION 


fmmk 


II  II  N-* 

Here  bring  your  wounded  hearts,  here  tell  your  anguish;  Earth  hath  no  aor 

^=>^|kr  Ml ^T^      Mrf  r  fir 

616         "Vim  i^rakf  ttr  eomfortrr.**  Here  speaks  the  ComJ 

Come,  ye  disconsolate,  where'er  ye  languish ;  Earth  hath  no  sor 

Come  to  the  mercy-seat,  fervently  kneel ;  cure. 

Here  bring  your  wounded  hearts,  here  tell  3  Here  see  the  brei 

your  anguish ;  flowing 

Earth  hath  no  sorrow  that  heaven  cannot  Forth  from  the  th 

heal.  above ; 

2  Joy  of  the  comfortless,  light  of  the  stray-   Come  to  the  feast  of  h 
{no-  Earth  hath  no  s* 

Hope  of  the  penitent,  fadeless  and  pure ;  remove. 

IXPOSTIJLATION.    lis. 


^■MuMcoie. 


J.  Hopkins. 


Oh»taraye,oh,tamye,forwh7will7adie,/WhenOodin|TMtm«reTiieoBiiiigioni8^f\  [ImM. 

VNow  Jerai  inTitas  yoOftM  Spirit  up,  Come,  /And  angala  are  waiting  to  wtlecM  J«t 


VSow  JoauB  uiTitas  yoOfUio  5pmt  lari, 


617  "  *® *a  fa»n  utmtr  No  price  is  demanded ;  the  Saviour  is  her«  'i 
Oh,  turn  ye,  oh,  turn  ye,  for  why  will  ye  die,       Redemption  is  purchased,  salvation  is  fre^- 
When Godingreatmercyiscomingso nigh!   ^  Delay  not,  delay  not,  the  Spirit  of  grac^^' 
Now Jesusmvitesyou,theSpintsays, Come,       Long  grieved  and  resisted,  may  take  H^ 
And  angels  are  waiting  to  welcome  you  home.  ^^  flight 

2  And  now  Christ  is  ready  your  souls  to   And  leave  thee  in  darkness  to  finish  thy  nw?^-^ 
receive.  To  sink  in  the  gloom  of  eternity's  nigh#P 

Ohjhow  can  you  question,  if  you  will  believe! 

Ifsinisyourburden,whywillyounotcome!  3  Delay  not,  delay  not;  the  hour  is  at  han  ^ 

'T  is  you  he  bids  welcome ;  he  bids  you  come       "^^^  ^^^^  ^^^^  dissolve,  and  the  heaved 
home.  jodnh  Hopkins.    ^,        shall  fade,  .      ,      . 

The  dead,  small  and  great,  in  the  judgme^ 

618  iproftaattnation.  sliall  stand ; 

Delay  not,  delay  not ;  0  sinner,  draw  near.       What  helper,  then,  sinner,  shall  lend  th^^ 
The  waters  of  life  are  now  flowing  for  thee ;  his  aid  !  Thoma*  Hastwcv. 


Inpitatione  anO  TRIlarnindB. 


Jil.    8.  M. 


LowBLL  Mason. 
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«^P 


\e-ctptad  tiBM,  How    is  the  day  of   gnoo;    0    liimon!  eoiiio»wiUuNit  dolay,  And  leek  fheSATionr*!  faeo. 


-^m^ 


ftrrrptrl)  CTtmr. 

e  accepted  time, 
:he  day  of  grace  j 
!  come,  withont  delay, 
;k  the  Saviour^s  face. 

the  accepted  time, 
/iour  calls  to-day ; 
•w  it  may  be  too  late ; — 
hy  should  you  delay  f 

the  accepted  time, 
»spel  bids  you  come ; 
ry  promise  in  his  word 
•es  there  yet  is  room. 

draw  reluctant  souls, 
'east  them  with  thy  love ;  • 

ill  the  angels  spread  their  wings, 
bear  the  news  above. 

John  Dubell. 


own.   8.  M. 


620  "Ainnrr.  fomr!" 

The  Spirit,  in  our  hearts. 
Is  whispering,  "  Sinner,  come : " 

The  bride,  the  Church  of  Christ,  proclaims 
To  all  his  children,  "  Come ! " 

2  Let  him  that  heareth  say 
To  all  about  him,  "  Come !" 

Let  him  that  thirsts  for  righteousness, 
To  Christ,  the  fountain,  come ! 

3  Yea,  whosoever  will. 
Oh,  let  him  frq^ly  come. 

And  freely  drink  the  stream  of  life ; 
'T  is  Jesus  bids  him  come. 

4  Lo !  Jesus,  who  invites. 
Declares,  "  I  quickly  come ; " 

Lord,  even  so!  we  wait  thine  hour; 
0  blest  Redeemer,  come ! 

H.  U.  Onderdonk. 
J.  £.  SWBBTSBR. 


Did Chiiat 0*01  rinnen  woep,  And  ihall  our  eheekibe  dry?  Let  floodi  of  pen4  •  tan-  tial  grief  Bnntlbrth  frameTory  070. 
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b2  1        Wcrptng  for  iSinnm. 

Did  Christ  o'er  sinners  weep. 
And  shall  our  cheeks  be  dry  f 

Let  floods  of  penitential  gn^ef 
Burst  forth  from  every  eye. 

2  The  Son  of  God  in  tears 
Angels  with  wonder  see ; 

Be  thou  astonished,  O  my  soul ! 
He  shed  those  tears  for  thee. 

3  He  wept  that  we  might  weep  j 
Each  sin  demands  a  tear : 

In  heaven  alone  no  sin  is  found, 
And  there  's  no  weeping  there. 


Driijniuiii  Keddoiue. 


!9 

622  et)e  Call  of  loftr. 

And  canst  thou,  sinner !  slight 

The  call  of  love  divine  f 
Shall  God,  with  tenderness,  invite, 

And  gain  no  thought  of  thine  ? 

2  Wilt  thou  not  cease  to  grieve 
The  Spirit  from  thy  breast. 

Till  he  thy  wretched  soul  shall  leave 
With  all  thy  sins  oppressed  ? 

3  To-day  a  pardoning  God 
Will  hear  the  suppliant  pray ; 

To-day  a  Saviour's  cleansing  blood, 
Will  wash  thy  guilt  away. 

Mrs.  Abby  B.  Hyde. 
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BUnVBHTa    7s.    D. 


S.  Wbsbb. 


^^F^m 


Sinners,  turn,why  will  ye   die?    Ood,  your  Maker,  aska  you— Why?  Ood,who  did  your  be-ing  give 

Why,  ye  thankleaa  creaturea,  wl 


Made  you  with  himaelf  to       live ; 
Will   ye  croaa  hia  love  and      die? 


He  the  fa  -  tal  cauae  demanda,  Aaka  the  work  of  hia  own  handa, 


623  S>r1tul  33:11. 

Sinners,  turn,  why  will  ye  die  f 
God,  y6ur  Maker,  asks  you — Why  f 
God,  who  did  your  being  give. 
Made  you  with  himself  to  live } 
He  the  fatal  cause  demands. 
Asks  the  work  of  his  own  hands, — 
Why,  ye  thankless  creatures,  why 
Will  ye  cross  his  love,  and  die  f 

2  Sinners,  turn,  why  will  ye  die  f 
God,  your  Saviour,  asks  you — Why  f 
He  who  did  your  souls  retrieve, 
Died  himself  that  ye  might  live. 

SITMOUB.    7s. 


Will  ye  let  him  die  in  vain  f 
Crucify  your  Lord  again  t 
Why,  ye  ransomed  sinners,  why 
Will  ye  slight  his  grace,  and  die  t 

3  Sinners,  turn,  why  will  ye  diet 
God,  the  Spirit,  asks  you — Why  t 
He,  who  all  your  lives  hath  strove, 
Urged  you  to  embrace  his  love : 
Will  ye  not  his  gn^-ace  receive  t 
Will  ye  still  refuse  to  live  f 
Why,  ye  long-sought  sinners !  why, 
Will  ye  grieve  your  God,  and  diet 

Charles  Wesley. 
Arr.  fir.  Von  Wbbkr. 


62  4    '*  ^B  Brprntinsi  are  BintlcH." 

Depth  of  mercy ! — can  there  be 
Mercy  still  reserved  for  me  f 
Can  my  God  his  wrath  forbear  t 
Me,  the  chief  of  sinners,  spare  f 

2  I  have  long  withstood  his  gprace ; 
Long  provoked  him  to  his  face : 
Would  not  hearken  to  his  calls ; 
Grieved  him  by  a  thousand  falls. 


3  Kindled  his  relentings  are ; 
Me  he  now  delights  to  spare ; 
Cries,  How  shall  I  give  thee  upt — 
Lets  the  hft'Cd  thunder  drop. 

4  There  for  me  the  Saviour  stands ; 
Shows  his  wounds  and  spreads  his  hands 
God  is  love !  I  know,  I  feel : 

Jesus  weeps,  and  loves  me  still. 

Charles  Wesley. 


'Repentance  unto  Xite. 
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HOLT  OfffEBnTGa    P.  M. 


R.  Rrdhbad. 
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^^-j  j^.l'^  frili^ii'hfUi^ 


Ho  -    ly    off  *riDgB,  rich    and  rare,        Of  •  fer-ings     of    praise  and  pray*r,     Pur  •  er  life     and 
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63  &         ^^^  BmcfDrU. 

Holt  offerings,  rich  and  rare, 
Offerings  of  praise  and  prayer, 
Purer  life  and  purpose  high. 
Clasped  hands,  uplifted  eye, 
Lowly  acts  of  adoration 
To  the  God  of  our  salvation — 
On  his  altar  laid  we  leave  them : 
Christ,  present  them !  God,  receive  them ! 

2  Promises  in  sorrow  made, 
Left,  alas !  too  long  unpaid ; 
Fervent  wishes,  earnest  thought. 
Never  into  action  wrought — 

t-^ng  withheld,  we  now  restore  them, 
C>n  thy  holy  altar  pour  them : 
Inhere  in  trembling  faith  to  leave  them : 
C^hrist,  present  them !  God,  receive  them ! 

3  Vows  and  longings,  hopes  and  fears, 
Broken-hearted  sighs  and  tears. 
Dreams  of  what  we  yet  might  foe 
Could  we  cling  more  close  to  thee, 

^^Thich,  despite  of  faults  and  failings, 
^elp  thy  grace  in  its  prevailings — 
On  thine  altar  laid  we  leave  them : 
Christ,  present  them !  God,  receive  them ! 
17 


4  Sinful  thoughts  and  wilful  ways. 
Love  of  self  and  human  praise. 
Pride  of  life  and  lust  of  eye, 
Worldly  pomp  and  vanity — 

Faults  that  let  and  will  not  leave  us. 
Though  their  staying  sorely  grieve  us, 
Help,  oh,  help  us  to  outlive  them ; 
Christ,  atone  for !  God,  forgive  them ! 

5  Brighter  joys  and  tenderer  tears, 
Fonder  faith,  more  faithful  fears, 
Lowlier  penitence  for  sin. 

More  of  Christ  our  souls  within ; 
Love  which,  when  its  life  was  newer, 
Burnt  within  us  deeper,  truer — 
Lost  too  long,  while  we  deplore  them : 
Jesus,  plead  for !  God,  restore  them ! 

6  To  the  Father,  and  the  Son, 
And  the  Spirit,  Three  in  One, 
Though  our  mortal  weakness  raise 
Offerings  of  imperfect  praise, 

Yet  with  hearts  bowed  down  most  lowly. 
Crying,  Holy!  Holy!  Holy! 
On  thine  altar  laid  we  leave  them : 
Christ,  present  them !  God,  receive  them ! 

J.  S.  B.  MoRsell. 
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ETIAM  IT  MIHL    8t,  7i,  3. 


J.  B.  Dykes. 


Show'rs  the   thirs-ty    land     re  -  freah-ing ;  Let  some  droppings  fall     od    me — B    -     •    ven  me. 


tnl  fffif  f  ,'M^>[  JX^j^iTi 


(l2(l  "SbntJOrr 

4.  Pass  me  not,  O  miirhty  SDirit : 
Lord,  I  hear  of  showers  of  bWg,  tj,^^  ^^^  ^^^^  ^1^^  ^li^^  ^  ^^ 

Thou  art  scattering  fuU  and  free :  Witnesser  of  Jesus'  merit, 

Showers  the  thirsty  knd  refreshmg ;  Speak  the  word  of  power  to  me -Even  me. 

Let  some  droppmgs  fall  on  me — Even  me. 

5  Love  of  God,  so  pure  and  changeless ; 


2  Pass  me  not,  O  gracious  Father ; 

Sinful  though  my  heart  may  be ; 
Thou  mightst  leave  me,  but  the  rather 

Let  thy  mercy  light  on  me — Even  me. 


Blood  of  Christ,  so  rich  and  free ; 
Gbrace  of  God,  so  strong  and  boun^ess, 
Magnify  it  all  in  me  —Even  me. 


^  ^         .        c^     .  6  Pass  me  not,  but,  pardon  bringing, 

3  Pass  me  not,  0  gracious  Saviour ;  ^^^        ^^^^  q  Lord,  to  thee; 

Let  me  love  and  clmg  to  thee :  .^^^  ^^^  ^^^^  ^f  ^^  ^^  springing. 

I  am  longing  for  thy  favor,  [me.     Blessing  others,  oh,  bless  me -Even  me. 

Whilst  thou  "rt  calling,  oh,  call  me — Even  Mr.,  e.  okimt. 


iMstaruM.  It.  SI. 


A.  S.  SULUVAM. 


Mp?fqgj 


Lord,  in    thia  thy  mercy*a  day,  Ere  from  ua      it     paaa   a  •  way,  On  our  kneeawefall  and  pray. 


:fj"ji//cip[rii 


627      *'  ^°^  ^'  JEnrctful.** 

Lord,  in  this  thy  mercy's  day. 

Ere  from  us  it  pass  away. 

On  our  knees  we  fall  and  pray. 

2  Holy  Jesus,  grant  us  tears. 
Fill  us  with  heart-searching  fears, 
Ere  the  hour  of  doom  appears. 

3  Lord,  on  us  thy  Spirit  pour, 
Eheeling  lowly  at  the  door, 
Ere  it  close  for  evermore. 


4  By  thy  night  of  agony, 
By  thy  supplicating  cry, 
By  thy  willingness  to  die, — 

5  By  thy  tears  of  bitter  woe 
For  Jerusalem  below. 

Let  us  not  thy  love  forego. 

6  Judge  and  Saviour  of  our  race, 
Grant  us,  when  we  see  thy  face, 
With  thy  ransomed  ones  a  place. 

Isaac  WUUa 


'Repentance  unto  Xite. 
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W.  H.  Havsrgal. 
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Thy   life  was  given  for    me.       Thy  blood,  O  Lord,  was  shed,  That    I    might  ransomed  be. 


And  quickened    from  the    dead ;  Thy  life    was  given  for     me ;  What  have    I   given  for  thee  ? 


62  S  I.UZ  JRtintri. 

Thy  life  was  given  for  me, 
Thy  bloody  0  Lord,  was  shed, 

That  I  might  ransomed  be, 
And  quickened  from  the  dead ; 

Thy  life  was  g^ven  for  me ; 

What  have  I  given  for  thee  f 

2  Long  years  were  spent  for  me 
In  weariness  and  woe, 

That  through  eternity 

Thy  glory  I  might  know ; 
Long  years  were  spent  for  me ; 
Have  I  spent  one  for  thee  f 

3  Thy  Father's  home  of  light. 
The  rainbow-circled  throne. 

Were  left  for  earthly  night, 

For  wanderings  sad  and  lone , 
Yea ;  all  was  left  for  me ; 
Have  I  left  aught  for  thee  f 

PHILIP.    7i.  3L 


4  Thou,  Lord,  hast  borne  for  me 
More  than  my  tongue  can  tell 

Of  bitterest  agony. 

To  rescue  me  from  hell ; 
Thou  suff eredst  all  for  me ; 
What  have  I  borne  for  thee  f 

5  And  thou  hast  brought  to  me 
Down  from  thy  home  above 

Salvation  full  and  free. 

Thy  pardon  and  thy  love ; 
Great  gifts  thou  broughtest  me ; 
What  have  I  brought  to  thee  f 

6  Oh,  let  my  life  be  g^ven, 
My  years  for  thee  be  spent ; 

World-fetters  all  be  riven, 

And  joy  with  suffering  blent  5 
Thou  gavest  thyself  for  me, 
I  give  myself  to  thee. 

Frances  R.  Haverifal. 


W.  H.  Monk. 


mmpi 


bbajjljjJU:! 
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Heal  me,    O    my    Saviour,  heal;  Heal  me,  as     I    suppliant  kneel;  Heal  me,and  my  pardon  seal. 


^^ 


629        ^f  Sftt<  IPtiBflidan. 

HsAL  me,  O  my  Saviour,  heal; 
Heal  me,  as  I  suppliant  kneel; 
Heal  me,  and  my  pardon  seal. 

2  Fresh  the  wounds  that  sin  hath  made; 
Bear  the  prayers  I  oft  have  prayed, 
^nd  in  mercy  send  me  aid. 


3  Thou  the  true  Physician  art ; 
Thou,  O  Christ,  canst  health  impart. 
Binding  up  the  bleeding  heart. 

4  Other  comforters  are  gone ; 
Thou  canst  heal,  and  thou  alone, 
Thou  for  all  my  sin  atone. 


26o  TTbe  <3o0pel :— Btonement  Bccepte^• 

LUX  XUVDL    7i,  6t.    D. 


A.  S.  SuixiVAjf. 


m^  ^j  /?ij  jiji; 


*  *  i 


pas  -  sioD,    Hear  our    be  -  wail   -  iDg    cry.      We    come    to   thee     with  mourn-ing,      We 


k^.rnMffT-fip:i^ 


f=^ 


IP 


630  "3»«u»  ^ttt  JSalbation." 

0  Jesus,  our  salvation, 

Low  at  thy  cross  we  lie ; 
Lord,  in  thy  great  compassion, 

Hear  our  bewailing  cry. 
We  come  to  thee  with  mourning, 

We  come  to  thee  in  woe ; 
With  contrite  hearts  returning, 

And  tears  that  overflow. 

2  O  gracious  Litercessor, 
O  Priest  within  the  vail. 

Plead,  for  each  lost  trangressor, 
The  blood  that  cannot  fail. 

We  spread  our  sins  before  thee. 
We  tell  them  one  by  one ; 

Oh,  for  thy  name^s  great  glory, 
Forgive  all  we  have  done. 

3  Oh,  by  thy  cross  and  passion, 
Thy  tears  and  agony. 

And  crown  of  cruel  fashion, 
And  death  on  Calvary ; 

By  all  that  untold  suffering, 
Endured  by  thee  alone ; 

O  Priest,  0  spotless  offering, 
Plead  for  us,  and  atone ! 


4  And  in  these  hearts  now  broken 

Re-enter  thou  and  reign. 
And  say,  by  that  dear  token, 

We  are  absolved  again. 
And  build  us  up,  and  guide  us. 

And  gfuard  us  day  by  day ; 
And  in  thy  presence  hide  us, 

And  take  our  sins  away. 

James  Haanilton. 

q3  1         Vl^f  *t  t^r  Crofg. 

When  human  hopes  all  wither. 

And  friends  no  aid  supply, 
Then  whither.  Lord,  ah !  whither 

Can  turn  my  straining  eye  f 
'Mid  storms  of  grief  still  rougher, 

'Midst  darker,  deadlier  shade. 
That  cross  where  thou  didst  suffer. 

On  Calvary  was  displayed. 

2  On  that  my  g^e  I  fasten, 

My  refuge  that  I  make ; 
Though  sorely  thou  mayst  chasten. 

Thou  never  canst  forsake  ; 
Thou  on  that  cross  didst  languish. 

Ere  glory  crowned  thy  head ! 
And  I,  through  death  and  anguish, 

Must  be  to  glory  led. 

Charlotte  EUioCt. 
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ST.  HILDA.    7t,  6t.    D. 


E.  Husband. 


f^illj  pi  ;\fpp^^l^4i^f^ 


O     Je  -    BUS,  thou  art  stauding       Out-side    the  fast-closed  door,    In    low  -  ly     patience 


wait  -  ing        To    pass 


threshold     o'er :       We    bear     the  name   of     Christians,      His 


\v»r  r  \  [  \^^M^^^^ 


f'i/jmu^ 


name  and  sign    we    bear:    Oh,  shame,  thrice  shame  up-on     us!     To  keep  him  standing  there. 


H  p  F  r^lf^ll 


632  «t  *^«  »«or. 

O  Jesus,  thou  art  standing 

Outside  the  fast-closed  door, 
In  lowly  patience  waiting 

To  pass  the  threshold  o^er : 
We  bear  the  name  of  Christians, 

His  name  and  sign  we  bear : 
Oh,  shame,  thrice  shame  upon  us ! 

To  keep  him  standing  there. 

2  O  Jesus,  thou  art  knocking : 
And  lo !  that  hand  is  scarred. 

And  thorns  thy  brow  encircle, 
And  tears  thy  face  have  marred : 

Oh,  love  that  passeth  knowledge, 
So  patiently  to  wait ! 

Oh,  sin  that  hath  no  equal, 
So  fast  ta  bar  the  gate ! 

3  0  Jesus,  thou  art  pleading 
In  accents  meek  and  low,  — 

**  I  died  for  you,  my  children, 
And  will  ye  treat  me  so  f  " 

O  Lord,  with  shame  and  sorrow 
We  open  now  the  door : 

Dear  Saviour,  enter,  enter, 
And  leave  us  nevermore ! 

William  W.  How. 


633       "  ^^'  ^  iPatUon.** 

We  stand  in  deep  repentance. 

Before  thy  throne  of  love ; 
0  God  of  grace,  forgive  us ; 

The  stain  of  guilt  remove ; 
Behold  us  while  with  weeping 

We  lift  our  eyes  to  thee ; 
And  all  our  sins  subduing. 

Our  Father,  set  us  free ! 

2  Oh,  shouldst  thou  from  us  fallen 
Withhold  thy  grace  to  gfuide. 

For  ever  we  should  wander. 
From  thee,  and  peace,  aside ; 

But  thou  to  spirits  contrite 
Dost  light  and  life  impart. 

That  man  may  learn  to  serve  thee 
With  thanldul,  joyous  heart. 

3  Our  souls — on  thee  we  cast  them, 
Our  only  refuge  thou ! 

Thy  cheering  words  revive  us, 
When  pressed  with  grief  we  bow : 

Thou  bearest  the  trusting  spirit 
Upon  thy  loving  breast. 

And  givest  all  thy  ransomed 
A  sweet,  unending  rest. 
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OOVTSinOH.    8t,  4t. 


J.  B.  Dykbs. 


634      ^'  Contrite  Heart. 

There  is  a  holy  sacrifice, 
Which  God  in  heaven  will  not  despise. 
Yea,  which  is  precious  in  his  eyes, — 
The  contrite  heart. 

2  That  lofty  One,  before  whose  throne 


3  Spirit  of  glory  and  of  Gk)d ! 

Long  hast  thou  deigned  my  guide  to  be ; 
Now  be  thy  comfort  sweet  bestowed ; 
I  come  to  thee. 

4  I  come  to  join  that  countless  host, 
Who  praise  thy  name  unceasingly ; 


The  countless  hosts  of  heaven  bow  down,     Blest  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost ! 


Another  dwelling-place  will  own,- 
The  contrite  heart. 

3  The  holy  One,  the  Son  of  God, 
His  pardoning  love  will  shed  abroad, 
And  consecrate  as  his  abode 

The  contrite  heart. 

4  The  Holy  Spirit  from  on  high 
Will  listen  to  its  faintest  sigh, 
And  cheer,  and  bless,  and  purify 

The  contrite  heart. 

5  Saviour,  I  cast  my  hopes  on  thee ; 
Such  as  thou  art  I  fain  would  be ; 
In  mercy.  Lord,  bestow  on  me 

The  contrite  heart. 


I  come  to  thee. 


Charlotte  ElUott. 


Charlotte  ElliotL 


635  ^^'  liltart  iSurrntHrrrTi. 

God  of  my  life !  thy  boundless  grace 
Chose,  pai*doned,  and  adopted  me ; 
My  rest,  my  home,  my  dwelling-place ; 
I  come  to  thee. 

2  Jesus,  my  hope,  my  rock,  my  shield ! 

Whose  precious  blood  was  shed  for  me, 
Into  thy  hands  my  soul  I  yield ; 
I  come  to  thee. 


636  ''•EambofftoTi.'* 

0  Lamb  of  God !  that  tak^st  away 

Our  sin,  and  bidd'st  our  sorrow  cease. 
Turn  thou,  oh,  turn  this  night  to  day, 
Grant  us  thy  peace ! 

2  The  troubled  world  hath  war  without ; 
The  restless,  wayward  heart  within 

Hath  fear  and  weariness  and  doubt^ 
And  death  and  sin. 

3  And  there  are  needs  that  none  can  know 
And  tears  no  eye  but  thine  can  see ; 

Hopes  naught  can  satisfy  below  ; 
We  look  to  thee. 

4  'T  is  not  the  calm,  deceitful  dream 
That  earth  calls  peace,  we  ask  for  no^?^ 

No  dropping  down  the  fatal  stream 
With  careless  prow. 

5  Probe  deep  the  wound  if  so  thou  wiltu. 
If  pain  must  wake  us.    Purge  our  dross  : 

Help  us  to  lay  our  load  of  guilt 
Beneatii  thy  cross. 

Mn.  Alesle  B.  Fai 


'Repentance  unto  Xite* 


8t,4a. 


J.  HULLAH. 
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J»«as,]B78aTioar!loQk  on    mb,  for 


am  woa-ry  and  op-proot;  I  como  to  cut  my-telf  on  thoo:  Thoa  art  my  Root 


637       "  ^t^ott  <^^  ^a  ^n*** 
Jesus,  my  Saviour !  look  on  me. 
For  I  am  weary  and  opprest ; 

1  come  to  cast  myself  on  thee : 

Thou  art  my  Best. 

2  Look  down  on  me,  for  I  am  weak, 

I  feel  the  toilsome  journey's  length ; 
Thine  aid  omnipotent  I  seek : 
Thou  art  my  Strength. 

3  I  am  bewildered  on  my  way, 
Dark  and  tempestuous  is  the  night ; 

Oh,  send  thou  forth  some  cheering  ray: 
Thou  art  my  Light. 


WIMHLIIOV.    80,  4a. 


r'g'cr^^rT  P 


4  When  Satan  flings  his  fiery  darts, 
I  look  to  thee ;  my  terrors  cease ; 

Thy  cross  a  hiding-place  imparts : 
Thou  art  my  Peace. 

5  Standing  alone  on  Jordan's  brink, 
In  that  tremendous  latest  strife, 

Thou  wilt  not  suffer  me  to  sink : 
Thou  art  my  Life. 

6  Thou  wilt  my  every  want  supply, 
Ev'n  to  the  end,  whatever  befall ; 

Through  life,  in  death,  eternally. 
Thou  art  my  All. 

J.  R.  Macduir. 


S.  S.  Wkslby. 


LiaaiBf  onthaiymyfnideandMind,  My  fraelooaSaTiov,  I  aa  blait:  Tho'wtary  thondoateondoacond   To  ba      my    raat 


pFiff^iffiFpififff 


boo  Eraning  on  C^riat. 

liiANiNa  on  thee,  my  guide  and  friend. 

My  gracious  Saviour,  I  am  blest : 
Though  weary  thou  dost  condescend 
To  be  my  rest. 

2  Leaning  on  thee,  with  childlike  faith, 
To  thee  the  future  I  confide ; 

^h  step  of  life's  untrodden  path 
Thy  love  will  guide. 

3  Leaning  on  thee,  I  breathe  no  moan,     . 
Tho'  faint  with  languor , parched  with  heat : 

%  will  has  now  become  my  own — 
That  will  is  sweet. 

^  Leaning  on  thee,  though  faint  and  weak, 
Too  weak  another  voice  to  hear, 
%  heavenly  accents  comfort  speak, 
"  Be  of  good  cheer." 

Charlotte  Elliott. 


639  l^trlp  from  «bobr. 

Mt  heart  lies  dead ;  and  no  increase 
Doth  my  dull  husbandry  improve : 
Oh,  let  thy  graces,  without  cease. 
Drop  from  above. 

2  Thy  dew  doth  every  morning  fall : 
And  shall  the  dew  outstrip  thy  Dove  ? — 

The  dew  for  which  earth  cannot  call. 
Drop  from  above ! 

3  The  world  is  tempting  still  my  heart 
Unto  a  hardness  void  of  love ; 

Let  heavenly  grace,  to  cross  its  art. 
Drop  from  above ! 

4  Oh,  come ;  for  thou  dost  know  the  way ! 
Or  if  to  me  thou  wilt  not  move, 

Remove  me  where  I  need  not  say, 
"  Drop  from  above ! " 


TTbe  <3o0pcl :— Btonement  Bccepted. 


Arr.  fr.  Rubinstein. 


With      taar  -  Ail     eyes         I  look    a  -  round; 

■Ji 


mk    a  -  round;  —        Lift    leemi    a       dark      and  itonn-y     lea;  Tot, 


640  "ffomrtoJOr!" 

With  tearful  eyes  I  look  around ; 

Life  seems  a  dark  and  stormy  sea } 
Yet,  'mid  the  gloom,  I  bear  a  sound, 

A  heavenly  whisper,  '*  Come  to  me ! " 

2  It  tells  me  of  a  place  of  rest } 
It  tells  me  where  my  soul  may  flee : 

Oh,  to  the  weary,  faint,  oppressed. 
How  sweet  the  bidding, "  Come  to  me ! " 

BLAXI.    L.  M. 


3  "  Come,  for  all  else  must  fail  and  die ! 
Earth  is  no  resting-place  for  thee ; 

To  heaven  direct  thy  weeping  eye, 
I  am  thy  portion ;  "  Come  to  me ! " 

4  O  voice  of  mercy !  voice  of  love ! 
In  conflict,  grief,  and  agony. 

Support  me,  cheer  me  from  above ! 
And  gently  whisper,  "  Come  to  me ! '' 

Charlotte  Ellkrtt. 
J.  P.  HoLBROOK. 


imfip[\mu 


64 1  ^^'  ^"'  Brfugr. 

Thou  only  Sovereign  of  my  heart. 
My  Refuge,  my  almighty  Friend— 

And  can  my  soul  from  thee  depart, 
On  whom  alone  my  hopes  depend ! 

2  Thy  name  my  inmost  powers  adore  j 
Thou  Art  my  life,  ray  joy,  my  care ; 


Depart  from  thee — 'tis  death,  'tis  more ; 
'T  is  endless  ruin,  deep  despair ! 

3  Low  at  thy  feet  my  soul  would  lie ; 

Here  safety  dwells,  and  peace  divine ; 
Still  let  me  live  beneath  thine  eye, 

For  life,  eternal  life,  is  thine. 

Aane  Steele. 


'Repentance  unto  Xite. 
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WOODWOBTE.    L.  M. 


W.  B.  Bradbury. 


Just       as       I       am,     with  -  out     one  plea,      But      that     thy  blood     was    shed  for     me. 


^42  "EambofftoH." 

Just  as  I  am,  without  one  plea, 
But  that  thy  blood  was  shed  for  me, 
And  that  thou  bid^st  me  come  to  thee, 
O  Lamb  of  Qod,  I  come ! 

2  Jnst  as  I  am,  and  waiting  not 
To  rid  my  soul  of  one  dark  blot, 

To  thee  whose  blood  can  cleanse  each  spot, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come ! 

3  Just  as  I  am,  though  tossed  about 
With  many  a  conflict,  many  a  doubt, 
Fightings  within,  and  fears  without, 

O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come ! 

4  Just  as  I  am ! — thou  wilt  receive. 
Wilt  welcome,  pardon,  cleanse,  relieve ; 
Because  thy  promise  I  believe, 

O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come ! 

5  Just  as  I  am — thy  love  unknown 
Hath  broken  every  barrier  down ; 
Now,  to  be  thine,  yea,  thine  alone, 

O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come ! 

Charlotte  Elliott 

^3  "*^  JEnrdfal,  •  €Eo1i." 

With  broken  heart  and  contrite  sigh, 
A  trembling  sinner,  Lord,  I  cry : 
Thy  pardoning  grace  is  rich  and  free : 
0  God,  be  merciful  to  me ! 

2  I  smite  upon  my  troubled  breast. 
With  deep  and  conscious  guilt  oppressed ; 
Christ  and  his  cross  my  only  plea : 
0  God,  be  merciful  to  me ! 


3  Nor  alms,  nor  deeds  that  I  have  done. 
Can  for  a  single  sin  atone ; 

To  Calvary  alone  I  flee : 

0  God,  be  merciful  to  me ! 

4  And  when,  redeemed  from  sin  and  hell, 
With  all  the  ransomed  throng  I  dwell. 
My  raptured  song  shall  ever  be, 

God  hath  been  merciful  to  me ! 

Cocnellus  Elven. 

644  VMlm  5t. 

Show  pity.  Lord !    0  Lord !  forgive ; 
Let  a  repenting  rebel  live ; 
Are  not  thy  mercies  large  and  free  ? 
May  not  a  sinner  trust  in  thee  t 

2  Oh,  wash  my  soul  from  every  sin, 
And  make  my  guilty  conscience  clean ; 
Here  on  my  heart  the  burden  lies, 
And  past  offences  pain  mine  eyes. 

3  My  lips  with  shame  my  sins  confess, 
Against  thy  law,  against  thy  grace : 
Lord !  should  thy  judgments  grow  severe, 

1  am  condemned,  but  thou  art  clear. 

4  Should  sudden  vengeance  seize  my  breath, 
I  must  pronounce  thee  just  in  death ; 
And  if  my  soul  were  sent  to  hell. 

Thy  righteous  law  approves  it  well. 

5  Yet  save  a  trembling  sinner,  Tjord ! 
Whose  hope,  still  hovering  round  thy  word. 
Would  light  on  some  sweet  promise  there. 
Some  sure  support  against  despair. 
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XTbe  0odpel:— Btonement  accepte^. 


OBACB  CHURCH.    L.  M. 


I.  PiMvmu 


^^tm^^i^i^i\^0M 


Jeitu,  the  iiii]wr'tFrieiid,tothMjiott«ndandon6,feraid  I  Am;  Waary  of  aartbimyMlt  and  tin,  Open  thintamuaad  taktaMin 


645        "  ^^^^  tiut  mmr 
Jesus,  the  sinner^s  Friend,  to  thee, 
Lost  and  undone,  for  aid  I  flee ; 
Weary  of  earth,  myself,  and  sin. 
Open  thine  arms  and  take  me  in. 

2  At  last  I  own  it  cannot  be 
That  I  should  fit  myself  for  thee : 

WABVKL    L.  M. 


ateffffipiBPi 


Here,  then,  to  thee  I  all  resign ; 
Thine  is  the  work,  and  only  thine. 

3  What  can  I  say  thy  grace  to  move  T 
Lord,  I  am  sin, — but  thou  art  love : 
I  gfive  up  every  plea  beside. 
Lord,  I  am  lost, — but  thou  hast  died ! 

Charles  Wesley. 
Arr.  by  Gsa  Kingsukv. 


646  lP«lm3l. 

A  BROKEN  heart,  my  God,  my  King, 
Is  all  the  sacrifice  I  bring : 
The  God  of  grace  will  ne'er  despise 
A  broken  heart  for  sacrifice. 

2  My  soul  lies  humbled  in  the  dust, 
And  owns  thy  dreadful  sentence  just ; 
Look  down,  0  Lord,  with  pitying  eye. 
And  save  the  soul  condemned  to  die. 

3  Then  will  I  teach  the  world  thy  ways ; 
Sinners  shall  learn  thy  sovereign  grace ; 
I  '11  lead  them  to  my  Saviour's  blood, 
And  they  shall  praise  a  pardoning  God. 

4  Oh,  may  thy  love  inspire  my  tongue ! 
Salvation  shall  be  all  my  song ; 

And  all  my  powers  shall  join  to  bless 

The  Lord,  my  Strength  and  Righteousness. 


luac  Watts. 


64  7  iPda^iana  3 : 7-tO. 

No  MORE,  my  God !  I  boast  no  more. 
Of  all  the  duties  I  have  done  ; 

1  quit  the  hopes  I  held  before, 
To  trust  the  merits  of  thy  Son. 

2  Now  for  the  love  I  bear  his  name, 
What  was  my  gain,  I  count  but  loss ; 

My  former  pride  I  call  my  shame. 
And  nail  my  glory  to  his  cross. 

3  Yes — and  I  must,  and  will  esteem 
All  things  but  loss  for  Jesus'  sake ; 

Oh,  may  my  soul  be  found  in  him. 
And  of  his  righteousness  partake. 

4  The  best  obedience  of  my  hands 
Dares  not  appear  before  thy  throne ; 

But  faith  can  answer  thy  demands, 
By  pleading  what  my  Lord  has  done. 

Isaac  Watts. 


1 


'Repentance  unto  Xite. 
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▲vov.  a  M. 


Hugh  Wilson. 


ry-jjiij3i'jJiiijdftii^dij^iJ^JHjiJijiiJ^iia 


0  thflo,  whoM  t«Bd«r  maroy  htari  Cootrition'i  hunbla  sii^ ;  WhoM  haiid  iBdnlgtnt  wipM  t^ 


t!i.wpBiF.^r7ipf 


648  "»ttum." 

O  THOU,  whose  tender  mercy  bears 

Contrition^s  humble  sigh ; 
Whose  hand  mdulgent  wipes  the  tears 

From  sorrow's  weeping  eye ; — 

2  See,  Lord,  before  thy  throne  of  grace, 
A  wretched  wanderer  mourn ; 

Hast  thou  not  bid  me  seek  thy  face  f 
Hast  thou  not  said — **  Return  "  f 

3  And  shall  my  guilty  fears  prevail 
To  drive  me  from  thy  feet  t 

Oh,  let  not  this  dear  refuge  fail, 
This  only  safe  retreat ! 

4  Oh,  shine  on  this  benighted  heart. 
With  beams  of  mercy  shine ! 

And  let  thy  healing  voice  impart 
The  sense  of  joy  divine, 

Anne  Steel*. 


649  *'  l^nnmbfT  JOr." 

0  THOU,  from  whom  all  goodness  flows, 

I  lift  my  soul  to  thee ; 
In  all  my  sorrows,  conflicts,  woes, 

0  Lord,  remember  me ! 

2  When  on  my  aching,  burdened  heart 
My  sins  lie  heavily, 

Thy  pardon  grant,  new  peace  impart ; 
Thus,  Lord,  remember  me ! 

3  When  trials  sore  obstruct  my  way. 
And  ills  I  cannot  flee. 

Oh,  let  my  strength  be  as  my  day — 
Dear  Lord,  remember  me! 

4  When  in  the  solemn  hour  of  death 

1  wait  thy  just  decree : 

Be  this  the  prayer  of  my  last  breath : 
Now,  Lord,  remember  me ! 

Thomas  Heweii. 


LTVDHUXCT.    C  M. 


F.  C.  Makkr. 


\Mif\U\^U\^ 


PrMitnto,dMirJetas,at  thy  ftet,      A  gnilt-y  nb  -  el  Um;    JLiidupw«rdB,to  thy  BMr-cy-MatyPrwamMtolifthistjet. 


60O  ^^  Ipenftrnrr. 

Prostrate,  dear  Jesus,  at  thy  feet, 

A  guilty  rebel  lies; 
And  upwards,  to  thy  mercy-seat. 

Presumes  to  lift  his  eyes. 

2  Let  not  thy  justice  frown  me  hence ; 
Oh,  stay  the  vengeful  storm; 

Forbid  it,  that  Omnipotence 
Should  crush  a  feeble  worm. 

3  If  tears  of  sorrow  could  suffice 
To  pay  the  debt  I  owe, 


Tears  should,  from  both  my  weeping  eyes, 
In  ceaseless  currents  flow. 

4  But  no  such  sacrifice  I  plead 
To  expiate  my  guilt ; 

No  tears,  but  those  which  thou  hast  shed, — 
No  blood,  but  thou  hast  spilt. 

5  Think  of  thy  sorrows,  dearest  Lord! 
And  all  my  sins  forgive. 

Then  justice  will  approve  the  word, 
That  bids  the  sinner  live. 

Samuel  Stennett. 
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Cbridtian  Bipericncc. 


LOVB  DIVIHE.    8t,  7i.   D. 


John  Zundbl. 


All  thy  faithful  mercies  crown.  Je-sua!  thou  art  all  com-passion,  Pure,unbounded  love  tbou  art ; 
En-  ter  ev-ery  trembling  heart. 


bfftfiT-jjLufpf;^^ 


65 1       "  ^^*^  ^B  ^^  Cmtion.** 

Love  divine,  all  love  excelling,  — 

Joy  of  heaven,  to  earth  come  down ! 
Fix  in  us  thy  humble  dwelling, 

All  thy  faithful  mercies  crown ; 
Jesus!  thou  art  all  compassion, 

Pure,  unbounded  love  thou  art  j 
Visit  us  with  thy  salvation, 

Enter  every  trembling  heart. 

2  Bi*eathe,  oh,  breathe  thy  loving  Spirit, 
Into  every  troubled  breast  I 

Let  us  all  in  thee  inherit, 
Let  us  find  the  promised  rest ; 

Take  away  the  love  of  sinning; 
Alpha  and  Omega  be ; 

End  of  faith,  as  its  beginning! 
Set  our  hearts  at  liberty. 

3  Come,  almighty  to  deliver. 
Let  us  all  thy  Ufe  receive! 

Speedily  return,  and  never, 
Never  more  thy  temples  leave! 

Thee  we  would  be  always  blessing. 
Serve  thee  as  thy  hosts  above. 

Pray,  and  praise  thee  without  ceasing. 
Glory  in  thy  perfect  love. 

4  Finish  then  thy  new  creation. 
Pure,  unspotted  may  we  be : 

Let  us  see  our  whole  salvation, 
Perfectly  secured  by  thee ! 


Changed  from  glory  into  glory. 
Till  in  heaven  we  take  our  place; 

Till  we  cast  our  crowns  before  thee, 
Lost  in  wonder,  love,  and  praise. 

Charles  Wesley. 

652  'ftikrJBt.- 

Take  me,  O  my  Father,  take  me! 

Take  me,  save  me,  through  thy  Son ; 
That  which  thou  wouldst  have  me,  make  me. 

Let  thy  will  in  me  be  done. 
Long  from  thee  my  footsteps  straying, 

Thorny  proved  the  way  I  trod ;        * 
Weary  come  I  now,  and  praying— 

Take  me  to  thy  love,  my  God! 

2  Fruitless  years  with  grief  recalling, 
Humbly  I  confess  my  sin ; 

At  thy  feet,  O  Father,  falling. 
To  thy  household  take  me  in. 

Freely  now  to  thee  I  proffer 
This  relenting  heart  of  mine ; 

Freely  life  and  soul  I  offer  — 
Gift  unworthy  love  like  thine. 

3  Once  the  world's  Redeemer,  dying, 
Bare  our  sins  upon  the  tree ; 

On  that  sacrifice  relying. 

Now  I  look  in  hope  to  thee; 
Father,  take  me!  all  forgiving. 

Fold  me  to  thy  loving  breast ; 
In  thy  love  for  ever  living, 

I  must  be  for  ever  blest! 

Ray  Palna> 


Conflict  witb  Sin. 


TBZSn.    8t,  7i.   D. 


J.  P.  H01.BKOOK. 
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Eo  -  I7  Pk  -  ther, 


halt  tanght  me     I  ihoaldliTe  to  thee    a -lone;    Tear  by  year  thy  band  luithbraulit] 

D.B. — StUltUneannbaabeona- roona  a 


'm^ufi 


D.B. 


653  "fUrpiOrSbn." 

Holt  Father,  thou  hast  taught  me 

I  should  live  to  thee  alone ; 
^W  by  year  thy  hand  hath  brought  me 

On  through  dangers  oft  unknown, 
^en  I  wandered,  thou  hast  found  me; 

When  I  doubted,  sent  me  light; 
Still  thine  arm  has  been  around  me, 

All  my  paths  were  in  thy  sight. 

2  In  the  world  will  foes  assail  me, 
Craftier,  stronger  far  than  I; 

And  the  strife  may  never  fail  me, 
Well  I  know,  before  I  die. 


Therefore,  Lord,  I  come  believing 
Thou  canst  give  the  power  I  need; 

Through  the  prayer  of  faith  receiving 
Strength — the  Spirit^s  strength,  indeed. 

3  I  would  trust  in  thy  protection, 

Wholly  rest  upon  thine  arm ; 
Follow  wholly  thy  direction. 

Thou,  mine  only  guard  from  harm! 
Keep  me  from  mine  own  undoing. 

Help  me  turn  to  thee  when  tried. 
Still  my  footsteps,  Father,  viewing, 

Keep  me  ever  at  thy  side. 

John  M.  Neale. 
Arr.  by  J.  P.  Holbrook. 


Miii\^iiiu 


TaJtM  me,    0    my    la^tbar,  take   me!  TakesM,  MTome,  thro*  thy  Son;    That  which  thou  wooldatkaTeaM,  make  me, 

D.B. — ^Wea  -  ry  eome   I    now,    and  pn^'ing— 
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abrtotfan  Bipetience* 


I 


svAv.  ax. 


W.  H.  Havbrgal. 


Oht  for  ft  eloMi  walk  with  Ood,  ▲  ealm  and  hMTnlyfruM,— Alight  to  •hint  npm  the  road  IluitlMdaiM  to  tlw  Iamb 


mmi^ 


654  *  ^^^  CBaA. 

Oh,  for  a  closer  walk  with  God, 
A  calm  and  heavenly  frame, — 

A  light  to  shine  upon  the  road 
That  leads  me  to  the  Lamb ! 

2  Where  is  the  blessedness  I  knew 
When  first  I  saw  the  Lordt 

Where  is  the  soul-refreshing  view 
Of  Jesus  and  his  word  t 

3  What  peaceful  hours  I  once  enjoyed ! 
How  sweet  their  memory  still ! 

But  they  have  left  an  aching  void 
The  world  can  never  fill. 

siHmTr.  0.  x. 


4  Return,  O  holy  Dove,  return, 
Sweet  messenger  of  rest! 

I  hate  the  sins  that  made  thee  mourn. 
And  drove  thee  from  my  breast. 

5  The  dearest  idol  I  have  known, 
Whate'er  that  idol  be, 

Help  me  to  tear  it  from  thy  throne. 
And  worship  only  thee. 

6  So  shall  my  walk  be  close  with  God, 
Calm  and  serene  my  frame ; 

So  purer  light  shall  mark  the  road 
That  leads  me  to  the  Lamb. 

William 
Arr.  fir.  W.  V.  Waixace. 


Ohf  not  to  flntho  month  of  fhao  My  longing  aooliaatimd:  Oh»giTOineadi-TlB«raaBM!  Call; 


OOO         CrratncH  in  4kitfrt. 

Oh,  not  to  fill  the  mouth  of  fame 

My  longing  soul  is  stirred : 
Oh,  give  me  a  diviner  name ! 

Call  me  thy  servant,  Lord! 

2  No  longer  would  my  soul  be  known 
As  uncontrolled  and  free ; 

Oh,  not  mine  own,  oh,  not  mine  own! 
Lord,  I  belong  to  thee ! 

3  Thy  servant,  —  me  thy  servant  choose  5 
Naught  of  thy  claim  abate ! 

The  glorious  name  I  would  not  lose, 
Nor  change  the  sweet  estate. 

4  In  life,  in  death,  on  earth,  in  heaven. 
This  is  the  name  for  me ! 

The  same  sweet  style  and  title  gfiven 
Through  all  eternity. 

Thomas  H.  Gill. 


OOD       "CrrmbUt^i  at  mp  OKorH.** 

Oh,  for  that  tenderness  of  heart. 

That  bows  before  the  Lord ; 
That  owns  how  just  and  good  thou  art, 

And  trembles  at  thy  word. 

2  Oh,  for  those  humble,  contrite  tears, 
Which  from  repentance  fiow; 

That  sense  of  guilt  which,  trembling,  fear» 
The  long-suspended  blow! 

3  Saviour!  to  me,  in  pity  give, 
For  sin,  the  deep  distress ; 

The  pledge  thou  wilt,  at  last,  receive, 
And  bid  me  die  in  peace. 

4  Oh,  fill  my  soul  with  faith  and  love. 
And  strength  to  do  thy  will; 

Raise  my  desires  and  hopes  above, — 
Thyself  to  me  reveal. 


Conflict  witb  Sin* 


CUJUtiYiL    C  M. 
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Arr.  fr.  Spohr. 


r<::?!>  ■ ^^ 
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657  yialmJ^. 

As  PANTS  the  hart  for  cooling  streams, 

When  heated  in  the  chase, 
So  longs  my  soul,  O  God,  for  thee, 

And  thy  refreshing  grace. 

2  For  thee,  my  God — the  living  God, 
My  thirsty  soul  doth  pine; 

Ohf  when  shall  I  behold  thy  face, 
.  Thou  Majesty  divine! 

3  Why  restless,  why  cast  down,  my  soulf 
Trust  God;  who  will  employ 

fiisaid  for  thee,  and  change  tliese  sighs 
To  thankful  hymns  of  joy. 

4- 1  sigh  to  think  of  happier  days. 
When  thou,  0  Lord!  wast  nigh; 

When  every  heart  was  tuned  to  praise. 
And  none  more  blest  than  I. 

5  Why  restless,  why  cast  down,  my  soul? 

Hope  still ;  and  thou  shalt  sing 
The  praise  of  him  who  is  thy  God, 

Thy  health's  eternal  spring. 

Henry  F.  Lyte. 


C  M. 


658  "<  *tl>"  ^t  teittl  flim." 

Lord,  it  belongs  not  to  my  care 

Whether  T  die  or  live; 
To  love  and  serve  thee  is  my  share, 

And  this  thy  grace  must  give. 

2  If  life  be  long,  I  will  be  glad 
That  I  may  long  obey; 

If  short,  yet  why  should  I  be  sad 
To  soar  to  endless  dayf 

3  Christ  leads  me  through  no  darker  rooms 
Than  he  went  through  before; 

No  one  into  his  kingdom  comes, 
But  through  his  opened  door. 

4  Come,Lord,  when  grace  has  made  me  meet, 
Thy  blessed  face  to  see ; 

For  if  thy  work  on  earth  be  sweet, 
What  will  thy  glory  be ! 

5  My  knowledge  of  that  life  is  small ; 
The  eye  of  faith  is  dim; 

But 't  is  enough  that  Christ  knows  all. 
And  I  shall  be  with  him. 

Richard  Baxter. 


LowBLL  Mason. 


I  do  not  adc  that  lift  may  be,  0  Lord,  a  pkaiant  road;  Hor  that  thoawonld-Mt  take  from  me,  An^tofits  weary  load. 


659    "CtlTougt)  iPracr  to  lig^t." 

I IH)  not  ask  that  life  may  be, 

0  Lord,  a  pleasant  road ; 
^or  that  thou  wouldest  take  from  me. 

Aught  of  its  weary  load. 

2  For  one  thing  chiefly  do  I  plead, 
Dear  Lord,  lead  me  aright;  [bleed, 

"^oogh  strength  should  fail,and  heart  should 
Lead  me  through  peace  to  light. 


3  I  do  not  ask  to  understand 
My  cross,  my  way  to  see ; 

Let  me,  in  darkness,  feel  thy  hand, 
Ajid  simply  follow  thee. 

4  Joy  is  like  day,  but  peace  divine 
May  rule  the  quiet  night: 

Lead  me,  till  perfect  day  shall  shine, 
0  Lord,  through  peace  to  light. 

A.  A.  Procter. 
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Cbridtian  JEiperience. 


J,  B.  DVKBS. 


HOLLDIOSIDS.    7i.    D.  .  ^  J.  B.  Dvkbs. 


Saviour,  when,  in  duat,  to  thee    Low  we  bend  th*a-dor-ing  knee;  When  repentant,    to   the  skies 

D.  8. — Bending  from  thy  throne  on  high. 


Scarce  we  lift  our  weep-ing  eyes;       Oh,  by  all  thy  pains  and  woe    Suffered  once  for  man  be-  low. 
Hear    our  sol-emn  Lit  -a  -   nyl 


6u0        ^'  flnrient  IftHng. 

Saviour,  when,  in  dust,  to  thee 
Low  we  bend  the  adoring  knee ; 
When,  repentant,  to  the  skies 
Scarce  we  lift  our  weeping  eyes; 
Oh,  by  all  thy  pains  and  woe 
Suffered  once  for  man  below, 
Bending  from  thy  throne  on  high. 
Hear  our  solemn  Litany! 
2  By  thy  helpless  infant  years, 
By  thy  life  of  want  and  tears, 
By  thy  days  of  sore  dbtress 
In  the  savage  wilderness ; 
By  the  dread  mysterious  hour 
Of  the  insulting  tempter's  power,  — 
Turn,  oh,  turn  a  favoring  eye ; 
Hear  our  solemn  Litany ! 

8OLITUDI.    7i. 


3  By  thine  hour  of  dire  despair ; 
By  thine  agony  of  prayer : 

By  the  cross,  the  nail,  the  thorn, 
Piercing  spear,  and  torturing  scorn  : 
By  the  gloom  that  vailed  the  skies 
O'er  the  dreadful  sacrifice ;  — 
Listen  to  our  humble  cry 
Hear  our  solemn  Litany ! 

4  By  thy  deep  expiring  groan ; 
By  the  sad  sepulchral  stone  ; 
By  the  vault  whose  dark  abode 
Held  in  vain  the  rising  God ;  — 
Oh,  from  earth  to  heaven  restored. 
Mighty  re-ascending  Lord ! 
Listen,  listen  to  the  cr>- 

Of  our  solemn  Litany ! 

Rohett  Grants 


L.  T.  DOWNBS. 
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661      ''Jesus.  Fisitjftr.'* 

Jesus,  Jesus !  visit  me ; 
How  my  soul  longs  after  thee ! 
When,  my  best,  my  dearest  Friend ! 
Shall  our  separation  end  Y 
2  Lord !  my  longings  never  cease ; 
Without  thee  I  find  no  peace ; 
'T  is  my  constant  cry  to  thee,  — 
Jesus,  Jesus !  visit  me. 


r- 

3  Mean  the  joys  of  earth  appear, 
All  below  is  dark  and  drear ; 
Naught  but  thy  belov^  voice 
Can  my  wretched  heart  rejoice. 

4  Thou  alone,  my  gracious  Lord ! 
Art  my  shield  and  great  reward ; 
All  my  hope,  ray  Saviour  thou,  — 
To  thy  sovereign  will  I  bow. 

R.  P.  Dunn.  tr. 


Conflict  witb  Sin. 


m 


BHVOS.    71.    D. 
Choir. 


J.  P.  HOLBROOK. 
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Je-sua  I  lov  •  er    of  my    aoul,    Let    me    to     thy  bo-aom  fly  While  the    bil    •    Iowa  near  me 


OongregcMon. 
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roll,    While  the      tem    •    peat  atill  is     high ;  Hide  me,     O       my  Saviour  I    hide.      Till    the 
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662         ^^ri»i,  ^ur  fill. 

Jesus  !  lover  of  my  soul. 

Let  me  to  thy  bosom  fly 
While  the  billows  near  me  roll, 

While  the  tempest  still  is  high ; 
Hide  me,  0  my  Saviour !  hide, 

Till  the  storm  of  life  is  past ; 
Safe  into  the  haven  guide ; 

Oh,  receive  my  soul  at  last ! 

2  Other  refuge  have  I  none ; 

Hangs  my  helpless  soul  on  thee ; 
Leave,  ah !  leave  me  not  alone, 

Still  support  and  comfort  me. 
All  my  trust  on  thee  is  stayed ; 

AU  my  help  from  thee  I  bring ; 
Cover  my  defenceless  head 

With  the  shadow  of  thy  wing. 

MABTTV.    7t.    D. 


3  Thou,  O  Christ !  art  all  I  want ; 
More  than  all  in  thee  I  find ; 

Raise  the  fallen,  cheer  the  faint, 
Heal  the  sick,  and  lead  the  blind. 

Just  and  holy  is  thy  name, 
I  am  all  unrighteousness ; 

Vile  and  full  of  sin  I  am. 
Thou  art  full  of  truth  and  grace. 

4  Plenteous  grace  with  thee  is  found, — 
Grace  to  pardon  all  my  sin ; 

Let  the  healing  streams  abound, 
Make  and  keep  me  pure  within ; 

Thou  of  life  the  fountain  art. 
Freely  let  me  take  of  thee ; 

Spring  thou  up  within  my  heart. 
Rise  to  all  eternity. 

Charles  Wesley. 


S.  B.  Marsh. 


f  J«-nu!  loT-«r  of  my  tool,  Let  mi  to  thy  bo  •  Mm  fly  )  f  mdo  mo,  0  my  SaT-ionr!  hido,  ) 
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Cbri0tian  iBxPCticncc. 


THA&AW.    7t.   6L 


Arr.  by  H.  Lamson. 
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Teach       me,    Lord,    on    earth      to       show,         By       my 
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leva,    how      much    I 


o^Nre. 


663  VffcnotDUbgmmt. 

Chosen  not  for  good  in  me. 
Waked  from  coming  wrath  to  flee, 
Hidden  in  the  Saviour's  side, 
By  the  Spirit  sanctified — 
Teach  me,  Lord,  on  earth  to  show, 
By  my  love,  how  much  I  owe. 

2  Oft  I  walk  beneath  the  cloud, 
Dark  as  midnight's  gloomy  shroud : 
But,  when  fear  is  at  the  height, 
Jesus  comes,  and  all  is  light ; 
Bless6d  Jesus !  bid  me  show 
Doubting  saints  how  much  I  owe. 

3  Oft  the  nights  of  sorrow  reign — 
Weeping,  sickness,  sighing,  pain ; 
But  a  night  thine  anger  bums — 
Morning  comes,  and  joy  returns ; 
God  of  comforts !  bid  me  show 

To  thy  poor  how  much  I  owe. 

R.  M.  McCheyne. 

664  ^^'  Karroin  nUg* 

Lord,  thy  children  guide  and  keep. 
As  with  feeble  steps  they  press 

On  the  pathway  rough  and  steep 
Through  this  weary  wilderness : 

Holy  Jesus !  day  by  day 

Lead  us  in  the  narrow  way. 

2  There  are  sandy  wastes  that  lie 
Gold  and  sunless,  vast  and  drear, 

Where  the  feeble  faint  and  die ; 
Grant  us  grace  to  persevere : 

Holy  Jesus !  day  by  day 

licad  us  in  the  narrow  way. 


^ 


3  There  are  soft  and  flowery  glades. 
Decked  with  golden-fruited  trees — 

Sunny  slopes,  and  scented  shades ; 

Keep  us,  Lord,  from  slothful  ease : 
Holy  Jesus !  day  by  day 
Lead  us  in  the  narrow  way. 

4  Upward  still  to  purer  heights, 
Onward  yet  to  scenes  more  blest, 

Calmer  regions,  clearer  lights, 

Till  we  reach  the  promised  rest  — 
Holy  Jesus !  day  by  day 
Lead  us  in  the  narrow  way. 

WillUm  W.  How. 

665       "  ^titf  of  JSinnm.'* 

Chief  of  sinners  though  I  be, 
Jesus  shed  his  blood  for  me ; 
Died  that  I  might  live  on  high, 
Died  that  I  might  never  die ; 
As  the  branch  is  to  the  vine, 

1  am  his  and  he  is  mine. 

2  Oh,  the  height  of  Jesus^  love ! 
Higher  than  the  heavens  above. 
Deeper  than  the  depths  of  seA, 
Lasting  as  eternity ; 

Love  that  found  me, — wondrous  thought  .'— 
Found  me  when  I  sought  him  not  I 

3  Chief  of  sinners  though  I  be, 
Christ  is  all  in  all  to  me ; 

All  my  wants  to  him  are  known. 
All  my  sorrows  are  his  own ; 
Safe  with  him  from  earthly  strife. 
He  sustains  ray  hidden  life. 

WillUm  McComh. 


Contlict  witb  Sin. 


PILOT.    71.  6L 


J.  E.  Gould. 
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666       **'«•»  *«• 

Jesus,  Saviour,  pilot  me 
Over  life's  tempestuous  sea ; 
Unknown  waves  before  me  roll, 
Hiding  rock  and  treacherous  shoal ; 
Chart  and  compass  came  from  thee : 
Jesus,  Saviour,  pilot  me. 

2  As  a  mother  stills  her  child, 
Thou  canst  hush  the  ocean  wild ; 
Boisterous  waves  obey  thy  will 


When  thou  say'st  to  them  "Be  still !" 
Wondrous  Sovereign  of  the, sea, 
Jesus,  Saviour,  pilot  me. 

3  When  at  last  I  near  the  shore. 
And  the  fearful  breakers  roar 
'Twixt  me  and  the  peaceful  rest, 
Then,  while  leaning  on  thy  breast. 
May  I  hear  thee  say  to  me, 
"Fear  not,  I  will  pilot  thee!" 

Edward  Hopper. 


J.  R.  Ahlb. 


Once  I  thought  my  mountain  strong, 
Firmly  fixed  no  more  to  move ; 

Then  my  Saviour  was  my  song. 
Then  my  soul  was  filled  with  love } 

Those  were  happy,  golden  days, 

Sweetly  spent  in  prayer  and  praise. 

2  Little  then  myself  I  knew, 
Little  thought  of  Satan^s  power ; 

Now  I  feel  my  sins  anew ; 

Now  I  feel  the  stormy  hour! 
Sin  has  put  my  joys  to  fiight ; 
Sin  has  turned  my  day  to  night. 

3  Saviour,  shine  and  cheer  my  soul, 
Bid  my  dying  hopes  revive ; 

Hake  my  wounded  spirit  whole, 

Far  away  the  tempter  drive ; 
Speak  the  word  and  set  me  free, 
Let  me  live  alone  to  thee. 

John  Newton. 


668       "  Ueam  of  ^niBrT." 

0  THOU  God  who  hearest  prayer 
Every  hour  and  everywhere ! 
For  his  sake,  whose  blood  I  plead, 
Hear  me  in  my  hour  of  need : 
Only  hide  not  now  thy  face, 
God  of  all-sufficient  grace ! 

2  Leave  me  not,  my  strength,  my  trust 
Oh,  remember  I  am  dust : 

Leave  me  not  again  to  stray ; 
Leave  me  not  the  tempter's  prey : 
Fix  my  heart  on  things  above ; 
Make  me  happy  in  thy  love. 

3  Hear  and  save  me,  gracious  Lord ! 
For  my  trust  is  in  thy  word ; 
Wash  me  from  the  stain  of  sin, 
That  thy  peace  may  rule  within : 
May  I  know  myself  thy  child, 
Ransomed,  pardoned,  reconciled. 

Jodah  C<mder. 


\ 


Cbridtian  JExperfence. 
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669        "mtmre  if  ttir  Vlriirlmrtt?  " 

Sweet  was  the  time  when  fii^  I  felt 
The  Savioiir's  pardoning  blood 

Applied  to  cleanse  my  soul  from  guilt. 
And  bring  me  home  to  God. 

2  Soon  as  the  mom  the  light  revealed. 
His  praises  tuned  my  tongfue ; 

And,  when  the  evening  shade  prevailed, 
His  love  was  all  my  song. 

3  In  prayer,  my  soul  drew  near  the  Lord, 
And  saw  his  glory  shine ; 

And  when  I  read  his  holy  word, 
I  called  each  promise  mine. 

4  Now,  when  the  evening  shade  prevails. 
My  soul  in  darkness  mourns ; 

And  when  the  mom  the  light  reveals. 
No  light  to  me  returns. 

5  Rise,  Saviour !  help  me  to  prevail, 
And  make  my  soul  thy  care ; 

I  know  thy  mercy  cannot  fail, 
Let  me  that  mercy  share. 


John  Newton. 


8T.  ASLBXD.    So,  3e. 


670       "  ^^^'^^  Utotttlfi  Ssttgns !" 
Alas  !  what  hourly  dangers  rise ! 

What  snares  beset  my  way ! 
To  heaven,  oh,  let  me  lift  mine  eyes, 

And  hourly  watch  and  pray. 

2  How  oft  my  mournful  thoughts  complain. 
And  melt  in  flowing  tears ! 

My  weak  resistance,  ah,  how  vain ! 
How  strong  my  foes  and  fears ! 

3  0  gracious  God !  in  whom  I  live. 
My  feeble  efforts  aid ; 

Help  me  to  watch,  and  pray,  and  strive. 
Though  tremblbig  and  afraid. 

4  Increase  my  faith,  increase  my  hope. 
When  foes  and  fears  prevail ; 

And  bear  my  fainting  spirit  up. 
Or  soon  my  strength  will  fail. 

5  Oh,  keep  me  in  thy  heavenly  way. 
And  bid  the  tempter  flee ! 

And  let  me  never,  never  stray 
From  happiness  and  thee. 

Anne  Steele. 


J.  B.  Dykxs. 


rieroe  raged  the  tempest  o'er  tlw  deep, Watoh  did  thine  aajrijms  eeimute  keepyBnt  ^^ 
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671  "IpfEte,  »f  AtflU" 

Fierce  raged  the  tempest  o'er  the  deep. 
Watch  did  thine  anxious  servants  keep, 
But  thou  wast  wrapped  in  guileless  sleep, 
Calm  and  still. 

2  "  Save,  Lord,  we  perish, "  was  their  cry, 
"  Oh,  save  us  in  our  agony ! " 
Thy  word  above  the  storm  rose  high, 
"Peace,  be  still." 


3  The  wild  winds  hushed ;  the  angry  deep 
Sank,  like  a  little  child,  to  sleep ; 

The  sullen  billows  ceased  to  leap, 
At  thy  will. 

4  So,  when  our  life  is  clouded  o'er. 
And  storm-winds  drift  us  from  the  shore,^ 
Say,  lest  we  sink  to  rise  no  more, 

"Peace,  be  still." 

GodikeyTlifta^' 


^ 


1^ 
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Fa  -  ther,  I  know  that  all  my  life    Is  portioned  out  for     me ;    The  changes  that  will  sure-ly  come 


G72      ^o^'<  9I«n  ^^^  ^• 
Father,  I  know  that  all  my  life 

Is  portioned  out  for  me ; 
The  changes  that  will  surely  come 

I  do  not  fear  to  see : 

1  ask  thee  for  a  present  mind, 
Intent  on  pleasing  thee. 

2  I  ask  thee  for  a  thoughtful  love, 
Through  constant  watching  wise, 

To  meet  the  glad  with  joyful  smiles. 
And  wipe  the  weeping  eyes ; 

A  heart  at  leisure  from  itself. 
To  soothe  and  sympathize. 

nOCASUXL.    c.  M. 


3  I  would  not  have  the  restless  will 
That  hurries  to  and  fro. 

Seeking  for  some  great  thing  to  do. 

Or  secret  thing  to  know : 
I  would  be  treated  as  a  child. 

And  guided  where  I  go. 

4  I  ask  thee  for  the  daily  strength. 
To  none  that  ask  denied, 

A  mind  to  blend  with  outward  life. 

While  keeping  at  thy  side ; 
Content  to  fill  a  little  space. 

If  thou  be  glorified. 

Anna  L.  Warlni^ . 
Arr.  fr.  Bbsthovbn. 
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673  ''ft  yirrtHi  Utanb." 

Whbn,  wounded  sore,  the  stricken  soul 
Lies  bleeding  and  unbound, 

One  only  hand,  a  pierced  hand, 
Can  heal  the  sinner's  wound. 

2  When  sorrow  swells  the  laden  breast, 
And  tears  of  anguish  flow, 

One  only  heart,  a  broken  heart, 
Can  feel  the  sinner's  woe. 

3  When  penitence  has  wept  in  vain 
Over  some  foul,  dark  spot, 


One  only  stream,  a  stream  of  blood. 
Can  wash  away  the  blot. 

4  'T  is  Jesus'  blood  that  washes  white, 
His  hand  that  brings  relief ; 

His  heart  that 's  touched  with  all  our  joys, 
And  f eeleth  for  our  grief. 

5  Lift  up  thy  bleeding  hand,  O  Lord ! 
Unseal  that  cleansing  tide ; 

We  have  no  shelter  from  our  sin, 
But  in  thy  wounded  side. 

Mn.  C.  F.  Alexander. 
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CLIPTOV.    Ill,  lOi. 


Cbridtian  JExperience. 


U.  C  BURNAP. 


When  winds  are  raging  o'er  the  up-per     o  •  cean,  And  biMows  wild  contend  with  angry    roar; 


*T  is  said,  far  down,beneath  the  wild  com-mo-tion,  That  peaceful  stillness    reigneth  ev-er  -  more. 


jL          .    ,              .        .     .,  3  So  to  the  heart  that  knows  thy  love,  0 

WHENwinds  are  raging  o'er  the  upper  ocean,  Purest 

And  biUows  wild  contend  with  angry  r^^^^^  ^  ^  ^^^pl^^  ^^^^  evermore; 

.r«  .      ^^^^     ^          V         ^,  .1        M  -1  And  all  the  babble  of  life's  angry  voices 

'T  IS  said,  far  down,  beneath  the  wild  com-  jy^^^  ^  ^^^^  ^^^^^  ^^  i^            ^^ 

motion,                                      [more.  ^^^^ 
That  peaceful  stillnesss  reigneth  ever- 

„       ^     ,          .,     .,          .        «  ^           X  4  Far,  far  away,  the  roar  of  passion  dieth, 

2  Far,  far  beneath,  the  noise  of  tempests  ^^^  ^^^^  thoughts  rise  kind  and  peace^ 

dieth,  £^y^ 

And  sUver  waves  chime  ever  peacefully,  ^^^  ^^  ^^^  ^^^^  ^^^  ^^^  ^,^^  j^  ^^^^ 

And  no  rude  storm,  how  fierce  soe'er  it  Disturbs  the  soul  that  dwells,  O  Lord,  i:^ 

flieth,  y              y    ^ 

Disturbs  the  Sabbath  of  that  deeper  sea. 


thee. 


PEJIKIVILL.    61,  u 


Mis.  H.  B.  Stov^:, 
H.  J.  Trbmbath. 


Christian,work  for  Jesus,  Who  on  earth  for  thee    Labored,  wearied,  suffered,  Died  up-on    the  tre«. 

d2i 
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675      "morfcfor  Jrsus." 

Christian,  work  for  Jesus, 
Who  on  earth  for  thee 

Labored,  wearied,  suffered, 
Died  upon  the  tree. 

2  Work  with  lips  so  fervid 
That  thy  words  may  prove 

Thou  hast  brought  a  message 
From  the  God  of  love. 

3  Work  with  heart  that  burneth, 
Humbly  at  his  feet 


Priceless  gems  to  offer. 
For  his  crown  made  meet. 

4  Work  with  prayer  unceasing. 
Borne  on  faith's  strong  wing, 

Elamestly  beseeching 
Trophies  for  the  King. 

5  Work  while  strength  endureth. 
Until  death  draw  near; 

Then  thy  Lord's  sweet  welcome 
Thou  in  heaven  shalt  hear. 

M.iiaslock. 


J 


Conflict  witb  Sin. 


nauA.  iii,iOk 


F.  L.  Bbnjamin. 
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Oh,  for  th«  peace  which  floweth  like  a    riv  - 
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Oh,  for  the  faith  to  grasp  heav*o*a  bright  **  for  ever/*    A  -  mid  the  ahadows  of  earth*a  **  little  while. 
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$76  "ftlittUflS^ilr.** 

Oh,  for  the  peace  which  floweth  like  a  river, 
Making  lifers  desert  places  bloom  and 
smile! 
Oh,  for  the  faith  to  grasp  heaven's  bright 
"  for  ever, " 
Amid  the    shadows    of    earth's   'kittle 
while!" 

2  A  little  while  for  patient  vigil-keeping, 
To  face  the  storm,  to  battle  with  the 

strong; 
A  little  while  to  sow  the  seed  with  weeping, 
Then  bind  the  sheaves  and  sing  the  har- 
vest song! 

3  A  little  while  the  earthen  pitcher  taking 
To  wayside  brooks,  from  far-off  fountains 

fed; 
Then  the  cool  lip  its  thirst  for  ever  slaking 
Beside  the  fullness  of  the  Fountain-head. 

4  A  little  while  to  keep  the  oil  from  failing, 
A  little  while  faith's  flickering  lamp  to 

trim; 
And  then,  the  Bridegroom's  coming  foot- 
steps hailing. 
To  haste  to  meet  him  with  the  bridal 
hymn! 

5  And  he  who  is  himself  the    gift   and 
giver,  — 
The  future  glory  and  the  present  smile,  — 
With  the  bright  promise  of  the  glad  "  for 
ever" 
Will  light  the  shadows  of  the  "little 
while!" 

Mrs.  Jane  Crewdson. 


q77  CiMTDrt)  ant)  IrtH. 

Father!  whose  hand  hath  led  me  so  se- 
curely. 
Father,  whose  ear  hath  listened  to  my 
prayer. 
Father,  whose  eye  hath  watched  o'er  me  so 
surely. 
Whose  heart  hath  loved  me  with  a  love 
so  rare; — 

2  Vouchsafe,  0  heavenly  Father,  to  instruct 

me 
In  the  straight  way  wherein  I  ought  to  go, 
To  life  eternal  and  to  heaven  conduct  me. 
Through  health  and  sickness,  and  through 
weal  and  woe. 

3  0  my  Redeemer!  who  hast  my  redemp- 

tion 
Purchased  and  paid  for  by  thy  precious 

blood; 
Thereby  procuring  an  entire  exemption 
From  the  dread  wrath  and  punishment 

of  God! 

4  Thou  who  hast  saved  my  soul  from  con- 

demnation, 
Redeem  it  also  from  the  power  of  sin, 
Be  thou  the  Captain  still  of  my  salvation, 
Through  whom  alone  I  can  the  victory 

win. 

5  Direct,  control,  and  sanctify  each  motion 
Within  my  soul,  and  make  it  thus  to  be 

Prayerful,  and  still,  and  full  of  deep  devo- 
tion, 
A  holy  temple,  worthy.  Lord,  of  thee ! 

Richard  Masie,  tr. 
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Cbrfdtian  JExpetience. 


TTiHMMTTO.    8i,  6*. 


Axr.  fr.  Flbmbong. 
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Since  on  thine    arm     thou  bid*st    me 
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lean,         Help    me,  throughout  life's  changing       scene,         By   faith  to  cling     to      thee! 


6  7  S  01tn0<ng  to  fffirist. 

0  Holy  Saviour !  Friend  unseen, 
Since  on  thine  arm  thou  bid^st  me  lean, 
Help  me,  throughout  life's  changing  scene, 

By  faith  to  cling  to  thee ! 

2  Witliout  a  murmur  I  dismiss 
My  former  dreams  of  earthly  bliss ; 
My  joy,  my  recompense  be  this, 

Each  hour  to  cling  to  thee ! 

3  What  though  the  world  deceitful  prove. 
And  earthly  friends  and  hopes  remove ; 
With  patient,  uncomplaining  love, 

Still  would  I  cling  to  thee. 

4  Though  oft  I  seem  to  tread  alone 
Life's  dreary  waste,  with  thorns  o'ergrown. 
Thy  voice  of  love,  in  gentlest  tone, 

Still  whispers,  "Cling to  me!" 

5  Though  faith  and  hope  are  often  tried, 

1  ask  not,  need  not,  aught  beside ; 
So  safe,  so  calm,  so  satisfied. 

The  soul  that  clings  to  thee ! 

Charlotte  Elliott. 

679  "^UaH  for  JHf." 

0  THOU,  the  contrite  sinner's  Friend, 
Who  loving,  lov'st  them  to  the  end, 
On  this  alone  my  hopes  depend. 
That  thou  wilt  plead  for  me. 

2  When  weary  in  the  Chnstian  race. 
Far  off  appears  my  resting-place, 
And,  fainting,  I  mistrust  thy  grace. 

Then,  Saviour,  plead  for  me. 


3  When  I  have  erred  and  gone  astray, 
Afar  from  thine  and  wisdom's  way, 
And  see  no  glimmering,  guiding  ray, 

Still,  Saviour,  plead  for  me. 

4  When  Satan,  by  my  sins  made  bold, 
Strives  from  thy  cross  to  loose  my  hold, 
Then  with  thy  pitying  arms  enfold, 

And  plead,  oh,  plead  for  me ! 

5  And  when  my  dying  hour  draws  near, 
Darkened  with  anguish,  guilt  and  fear, 
Then  to  my  fainting  sight  appear, 

Pleading  in  heaven  for  me. 

Charlotte  Elliott. 

680  "^  >B^<n  BtsijBnteb." 

1  ASK  not  now  for  gold  to  gild, 

With  mocking  shine,  an  aching  frank.^ 
The  yearning  of  the  mind  is  stilled — 
I  ask  not  now  for  fame. 

2  But,  bowed  in  lowliness  of  mind, 

I  make  my  humble  wishes  known ; 
I  only  ask  a  will  resigned, 
0  Father,  to  thine  own. 

3  In  vain  I  task  my  aching  brain. 
In  vain  the  sage's  thoughts  I  scan ; 

I  only  feel  how  weak  I  am. 

How  poor  and  blind  is  man. 

4  And  now  my  spirit  sighs  for  home, 
And  longs  for  light  whereby  to  see; 

And,  like  a  weary  child,  would  come, 
0  Father,  unto  thee. 

John  G.  WWtt**!«-     ; 


Conflict  witb  Sin. 
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ILMEUB8T.    8i,  6*. 


E.  D.  DSBWBTT. 


681  fttt^ffftoff. 

Drawn  to  the  cross,  which  thou  hast  blessed 
With  healing  gifts  for  souls  distressed, 
To  find  in  thee  my  life,  my  rest, 
Christ  Crucified,  I  comci 

2  Thou  knowest  all  my  griefs  and  fears, 
Thy  grace  abused,  my  misspent  years ; 
Yet  now  to  thee,  with  contrite  tears, 
Christ  Crucified,  I  come. 

Auma  p.  iL 


3  Wash  me,  and  take  away  each  stain; 
Let  nothing  of  my  sin  remain; 

For  cleansing,  though  it  be  through  pain, 
Christ  Crucified,  I  come. 

4  And  then  for  work  to  do  for  thee. 
Which  shall  so  sweet  a  service  be 
That  angels  well  might  envy  me, 

Christ  Crucified,  I  come. 

GenevleTe  Inms. 
L.  Hartsough. 


CHOBUB. 


I   amoemingf  Lordl    Coming  now  to    thoo!    WuhmOyeleanMniOyin  tho  blood  Thntflowod  00  Gal- ▼»•  ry. 

+-    - 


682        "atonfogBIoob." 

I  HEAR  thy  welcome  voice, 
That  calls  me,  Lord,  to  thee. 

For  cleansing  in  thy  precious  blood. 
That  flowed  on  Calvary. 

Cho.— I  am  coming,  Lord ! 

Coming  now  to  thee ; 
Wash  me,  cleanse  me,  in  the  blood 
That  flowed  on  Calvary ! 

2  Though  coming  weak  and  vile, 
Thou  dost  my  strength  assure ; 

Thou  dost  my  vileness  fully  cleanse, 
Till  spotless  all,  and  pure.  —  Cho. 


3  'T  is  Jesus  calls  me  on 
To  perfect  faith  and  love. 

To  perfect  hope,  and  peace,  and  trust, 
For  earth  and  heaven  above.  —  Cho. 

4  And  he  the  witness  gives 
To  loyal  hearts  and  free, 

That  every  promise  is  fulfilled 
If  faith  but  brings  the  plea.  —  Cho. 

$  All  hail !  atoning  blood ! 

All  hail !  redeeming  grace ! 
All  hail !  the  gift  of  Christ,  our  Lord, 

Our  Strength  and  Righteousness.— Cho. 
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Cbriatian  JExperietice. 


LAHGRAH.    lOi. 


J.  Lamgram. 


But  there  no      e  -   vil  thing  may  find  a    home:   And   yet    I     hear  a  voice  that  bida  me  **  Come.*' 


683  "  ^^'  ^°^"  '^^  Jrsiu." 

Weary  of  earth,  and  laden  with  my  sin, 

1  look  at  heaven  and  long  to  enter  in; 
But  there  no  evil  thing  may  find  a  home : 
And  yet  I  hear  a  voice  that  bids  me  "  Come. " 

2  So  vile  I  am,  how  dare  I  hope  to  stand 
In  the  pnre  glory  of  that  holy  land  f 
Before  the  whiteness  of  that  throne  appear  Y 
Yet  there  are  hands  stretched  out  to  draw 

me  near. 

3  The  while  I  fain  would  tread  the  heavenly 

way, 
Evil  is  ever  with  me  day  by  day ; 
Yet  on  mine  ears  the  gracious  tidings  fall, 
'^  Repent,  confess,  thou  shalt  be  loosed  from 

all." 

4  It  is  the  voice  of  Jesus  that  I  hear, 

His  are  the  hands  stretched  out  to  draw 

me  near. 
And  his  the  blood  that  can  for  all  atone. 
And    set   me  faultless  there   before  the 

throne. 

5  'T  was  he  who  found  me  on  the  deathly 

wild. 
And  made  me  heir  of  heaven,  the  Father's 

child. 
And  day  by  day,  whereby  my  soul  may  live. 
Gives  me  his  grace  of  pardon,  and  will  give. 

Samuel  J.  Stone. 

684  '*  ^tline  an  tf^e  JEnrit." 

O  Jbsus  Christ  the  righteous !  live  in  me. 
That,  when  in  glory  I  thy  face  shall  see, 


Within  the  Father's  house,   my    glorious 

dress 
May  be  the  garment  of  thy  righteousness. 

2  Then  thou  wilt  welcome  me,  O  righteous 

Lord, 
Thine  all  the  merit,  mine  the  great  reward ;     , 
Mine  the  life  won,  and  thine  the  life  laid^ 

down. 
Thine  the  thorn-plaited,  mine  the  righteom^^ 

crown. 

3  Naught  can  I  bring,  dear  Lord,  for  all     ^ 

owe; 
Yet  let  my  full  heart  what  it  can  bestow 
Like  Mary's  gift  let  my  devotion  prove, 
Forgiven  g^atly,  how  I  greatly  love. 

Samtiel  J.  Stone^     ^ 

685  "  Jrsus  SirD." 

Lord,  I  am  come !  thy  promise  is  my  i^^c^ 
Without  thy  word  I  durst  not  venture  nx^^  'f 
But  thou  hast  called  the  burdened  soxil  to 

thee, 
A  weary,  burdened  soul,  O  Lord,  am  I ! 

2  Bowed  down  beneath  a  heavy  load  ofmn, 
By  Satan's  fierce  temptations  sorely  prest, 
Beset  without,  and  full  of  fears  widiin, 
Trembling  and  faint  I  come  to  thee  for  rest. 

3  Be  thou  my  refuge.  Lord,  my  hiding- 

place; 
I  know  no  force  can  tear  me  from  thy  side; 
Unmoved,  I  then  may  all  accusers  face, 
And  answer  every  charge  with  —  "Jesus 

died."  ^(^ 

John  Neirto*.     I     ^ 


Conflict  v^itb  Situ 


T.  HBvrucTT. 


283 


<« 


Lord,  when  thy  kingdom  comes,  remember  me; "  Thus  spake  the  dy  •  ing  lips    to      dy  -  ing  esrs ; 


Oh,  faith,which  in  that  darkest  hour  could  see  The  promised   glo  -  ry    of     the    far*  off   years  I 
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b86  ^0  Bfiftm  €^itt. 

*^  LoBDy  when  thy  kingdom  comes,  remem- 
ber me  J " 
Thus  spake  the  dying  lips  to  dying  ears; 
Ohy  faithy  which  in  the  darkest  hour  could 

The  promised  glory  of  the  far-off  years ! 

2  No  kingly  sign  declares  that  glory  now, 
No  ray  of  hope  lights  up  that  awful  hour ; 

^.  thorny  crown  surrounds  the  bleeding 
brow, 
The  hands  are  stretched  in  weakness,  not 
in  power. 

3  Yet  hear  the  word  the  dying  Saviour 

saith, 
"Thou  too  shalt  rest  in  Paradise  to-day ; " 
Oh,  words  of  love  to  answer  words  of  faith ! 
Oh,  words  of  hope  for  those  who  live  to 
pray! 

W.  D.  Madagan. 

I^RD,  when  with  dying  lips  my  prayer  is 
said, 
Chrant  that  in  faith  thy  kingdom  I  may 

And,  thinking  on  thy  cross  and  bleeding 
head. 
May  breathe  my  parting  words,  "Re- 
member me.^ 

2  Bemember  me,  but  not  my  shame  or  sin ; 
^y  cleansing  blood  hath  washed  them 
all  away ; 


Thy  precious  death  for  me  did  pardon  win; 
Thy  blood  redeemed  me  in  that  awful 
day. 

3  Remember  me;  yet  how  canst  thou  forget 
What  pain  and  anguish  I  have  caused 

to  thee. 
The  cross,  the  agony,  the  bloody  sweat, 
And  all  the  sorrow  thou  didst  bear  for  me  f 

4  Remember  me ;  and,  ere  I  pass  away. 
Speak  thou  the  assuring  word  that  sets 

us  free, 
And  make  thy  promise  to  my  heart,  "To-day 
Thou  too  shalt  rest  in  Paradise  with  me." 

W.  D.  Macla^n. 
688  "larU.  I  BelUbf." 

Yes,  I  do  feel,  my  God,  that  I  am  thine ; 

Thou  art  my  joy, — myself , mine  only  grief; 
Hear  my  complaint,  low  bending  at  thy 
shrine, — 

"Lord,I  believe ;  help  thou  mine  unbelief." 

2  Unworthy  even  to  approach  so  near. 
My  soul  lies  trembling  like  a  summer's  leaf ; 

Yet,  oh,  forgive !  I  doubt  not,  though  I  fear, 
"Lord,I  believe ;  help  thou  mine  unbelief." 

3  Oh,  draw  me  nearer ;  for,  too  far  away. 
The  beamings  of  thy  brightness  are  too 

brief; 
While  faith,  tho' fainting,  still  has  strength 
to  pray, — 
"Lord,I  believe ;  help  thou  mine  unbelief." 

J.  S.  B.  MooKlL 
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Cbtidtian  JExperience. 


8T.  MDKUm,    Of,  4s. 


A.  S.  SULUVAN. 


We   are  but  atrangers  here,  Heav'n  is  our  home;  Earth  is   a    dea-ert  drear,  Heav*nia  our  home. 


f^ipprir  ,','rif,jJi^r^.iCf[iM 
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Dan-ger  and  sorroiv  stand  Round  us  on  every  hand,  Heav'nis  our  Pather4and,Heav*nia  our  home. 


689       "Uomeitljwt." 

We  are  but  strangers  here, 

Heaven  is  our  home ; 
Eailh  is  a  desert  drear, 

Heaven  is  our  home. 
Danger  and  sorrow  stand 
Round  us  on  every  hand, 
Heaven  is  our  Fatherland, 

Heaven  is  our  home. 

2  What  though  the  tempest  rage  t 
Heaven  is  our  home ; 

Short  is  our  pilgrimage, 

Heaven  is  our  home. 
And  Time's  wild  wintry  blast 
Soon  shall  be  overpast, 
We  shall  reach  home  at  last ; 

Heaven  is  our  home. 

3  There  at  our  Saviour's  side, 
Heaven  is  our  home ; 

May  we  be  glorified ; 

Heaven  is  our  home : 
There  are  the  good  and  blest, 
Those  we  love  most  and  best. 
Grant  us  with  them  to  rest ; 

Heaven  is  our  home. 

4  Grant  us  to  murmur  not, 
Heaven  is  our  home ; 

Whatever  our  earthly  lot. 

Heaven  is  our  home. 
Grant  us  at  last  to  stand 
There  at  thine  own  right  hand, 
Jesus,  in  Fatherland : 

Heaven  is  our  home ! 

Thomas  R.  Taylor,  alt. 


690       ^»tts  ts  JEinr. 

Now  I  have  found  a  Friend ; 

Jesus  is  mine ;  — 
His  love  shall  never  end ; 

Jesus  is  mine : 
Though  earthly  joys  decrease, 
Though  earthly  friendships  cease, 
Now  I  have  lasting  peace : 

Jesus  is  mine. 

2  Though  I  grow  poor  and  old, 
Jesus  is  mine ; 

Though  I  grow  faint  and  cold, 

Jesus  is  mine : 
He  shall  my  wants  supply ; 
His  precious  blood  is  nigh^ 
Naught  can  my  hope  destroy ; 

Jesus  is  mine. 

3  When  earth  shall  pass  away,  — 
Jesus  is  mine,  — 

In  the  gre&t  judgment  day,  — 

Jesus  is  mine : 
Oh !  what  a  glorious  thing, 
Then  to  behold  my  King, 
On  tuneful  harp  to  sing, 

Jesus  is  mine. 

4  Father !  thy  name  I  bless  j 
Jesus  is  mine ; 

Thine  was  the  sovereign  grace ; 

Praise  shall  be  thine ; 
Spirit  of  holiness ! 
Sealing  the  Father's  grace, 
Thou  mad'st  my  soul  embrace 

Jesus,  as  mine. 

Henry  J.  M.  Hope. 


Conflict  v^itb  Sin. 


BBOOKLTV.    5t,4f. 
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Home  of  the    strao-ger,  strength  to      th^    end ;    Ref  -  uge  from  dan  -  ger»    Sav-iour  a^d  Friend. 


d9  X  JSabtour  anti  Jtunti. 

Rest  of  the  weary,  joy  of  the  sad ; 
Hope  of  the  dreary,  light  of  the  glad ; 
Home  of  the  stranger,  strength  to  the  end ; 
Refuge  from  danger,  Saviour  and  Friend. 

2  Pillow  where  lying,  love  rests  its  head ; 
Peace  of  the  dying,  life  of  the  dead; 
Path  of  the  lowly,  prize  at  the  end ; 
Breath  of  the  holy.  Saviour  and  fViend. 

OAK.    6f,  4s. 


3  When  my  feet  stumble,  I  '11  to  thee  cry, 
Crown  of  the  humble,  cross  of  the  high ; 
When  my  steps  wander,  over  me  bend, 
Truer  and  fonder.  Saviour  and  Friend ! 

^  Ever  confessing  thee,  I  will  raise 
Unto  thee  blessing,  glory,  and  praise  j 
All  my  endeavor,  world  without  end. 
Thine  to  be  ever.  Saviour  and  Friend ! 

J.  S.  B.  MonselL 
LowKLL  Mason. 


y^JJJlJ'Pjl 


AM 


.-<5>- 


BaTiraxvthydTingloTsTlioagaTMtiiM:  \  MyhMrtftilflllitsTow,  Somflthing  for  thee. 

ffirelioiildIaagMwithhold,]>earLord,fhxmthee:/lBloTemyiOidwoiUdb^  Some  oflhring  bring  thee  now, 


ipfflfffppi^ll 


692    ''i^omettingforCfire." 

Saviour,  thy  dying  love 

Thou  ga vest  me: 
Nor  should  I  aught  withhold. 

Dear  Lord,  from  thee : 
In  love  my  soul  would  bow. 
My  heart  fulfill  its  vow. 
Some  offering  bring  thee  now. 

Something  for  thee. 

2  O'er  the  blest  mercy-seat, 

Pleading  for  me, 
My  feeble  faith  looks  up, 

Jesus,  to  thee : 
Help  me  the  cross  to  bear. 
Thy  wondrous  love  declare, 
Some  song  to  raise,  or  prayer. 

Something  for  thee. 


3  Give  me  a  faithful  heart  — 
Likeness  to  thee. 

That  each  departing  day 

Henceforth  may  see 
Some  work  of  love  begun. 
Some  deed  of  kindness  done. 
Some  wanderer  sought  and  won, 

Something  for  thee. 

4  All  that  I  am  and  have — 
Thy  gfifts  so  free — 

In  joy,  in  grief,  through  life. 

Dear  Lord,  for  thee: 
And  when  thy  face  I  see. 
My  ransomed  soul  shall  be. 
Through  all  eternity. 

Something  for  thee. 

S.  Dryden  Phelps. 
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Cbri0tian  J6n>etfence. 


PBOFIOBDBa    01,4s. 


A.  S.  SULUVAM. 


Near-er,    O    Qod,  to  theef  Hear  thou  our  prayer;  Ev'n  tho*  a     heav-y  cross 


tinil^  we  bear. 


Still    all  our  prayer  shall  be,  Near-er, 


p 


^ 


S 


Qod,to  thee,  near  -  er  to      theel     near-er    to  thee! 


rfirfirffcii 


nfkS                 Close  to  CoH.  _-  ,,           -                  -       .                .  .       ,  .    , 

^               _    _,    ,  ^    ^,      ,    _       ^,  3  If  thou  the  cup  of  pain  givest  to  drizik. 

Nearer,  O  God,  to  thee!    Hear  thou  our  Let  not  the  trembling  lip  from  the  draught 

P^yer;  shrink: 

Ev'n  though  a  heavy  cross   famting  we  g^  ^^y  ^^  ^^  ^  y^ 

o.  .„^^f^'                   T^  ,,  ^  Nearer,  O  God,  to  thee,  nearer  to  thee! 
Still  all  our  prayer  shall  be 

Nearer,  O  God,  to  thee,  nearer  to  thee !  4  And  when  thou,  Lord,  once  more,  glorious 

shalt  come, 

2  If,  where  they  led  the  Lord,  we  too  are  q^^  fo,  ^  dwelling-place,  in  thy  bright 

''<*™®'  home ! 

Planting  our  steps  in  his,  weary  and  worn ;  Through  aU  eternity 

There  even  let  us  be  Nearer,  0  God,  to  thee,  nearer  to  thee! 

Nearer,  0  God,  to  thee,  nearer  to  thee !  wnuam  w.  bc». 


■on  LOn.    <t,4i. 


Mu^^\fmm\i 


T.  £.  Pbrkins. 


FDIB. 


]lor«loTotothio,0(nirist,aoroloTOtothoe!EssrthoiithtmytrIinakooBbtiididkBio;ThUU  q 

D.8.— Kore  loT0,O  Christ,to  tiiM,moro  lore  to  thae! 


BloTO,OChrist,tothoo,moroloTotothao!  [Ghilst,  tetkbsi^ 

ii'ffif^^i^Ffif^ffiffFM^^ 


j^^^ 


^y      ,  ,        ^  ^    .  ,        X  3  Let  sorrow  do  its  work,  send  gnef  and 

More  love  to  thee,  O  Christ,  more  love  to  t*o;ti  . 

th      I  pain, 

inee .  ,       ,   ,  Sweet  are  thy  messengers,  sweet  their  re- 

Hear  thou  the  prayer  I  make  on  bended  t^xd 

knee;  When  they  can  sing  with  me, 

..        This  IS  my  earnest  plea,-  More  love,0  Christ,  to  thee,more  love  to  theel 

More  love,0  Christ,to  thee,  more  love  to  thee! 

^  , ,     .      X  1  w  4  Then  shall  my  latest  breath  whisper  thv 

2  Once  earthly  joy  I  craved,  sought  peace  praise 

VT       xi_      «;^^^s^»  ,  .    X-  u    *     This  be  the  parting  cry  my  heart  shall  rwse; 

Now  thee  alone  I  seek,-givewhatis best;  •    This  still  its  prayer  shall  be, - 

.c        This  idl  my  prayer  shall  be,-  More  love,0  Christ,  to  thee,more  love  to  thee! 

More  love,OChrist,to  thee,  more  love  to  thee!  miv  e.  p.  pteata^ 


MQVXOl  FLACl.    6t,  4i. 


Conflict  wftb  Sin. 


-itvm 


Saviour  II     fol  -  low    oiSi  ^id-ed    by    thee,     See-ing  not    yet    the  hand   that  lead-eth    me; 

- 


jUjJ  jif:J;ii 


Hushedbemyheartand  still,  Pear  I    no    fur-therill;      On-ly   to    meet   thy  will  Mv  will  shall  be. 


lyneart ana  still,  rear  I    no    rur-tneriii;      an-ly  to    meet   tny  wiii  bov  win  snail  oe. 

^^f  P  fin  riff  frr^#a 


695  "*  nUfi  ^'U  SnrtD  not.** 

Saviour!  I  follow  on,  guided  by  thee, 
Seeing  not  yet  the  hand  that  leadeth  me; 

Hushed  be  my  heart  and  still, 

Fear  I  no  further  ill ; 

Only  to  meet  thy  will 
My  will  shall  be. 

2  Riven  the  rock  for  me,  thirst  to  relieve, 
Manna  from  heaven  falls  fresh  every  eve ; 
Never  a  want  severe 
Causeth  my  eye  a  tear. 
But  thou  dost  whisper  near, 
"Only  believe!" 


BITHAHT.    6t,4i. 


3  Often  to  Marah's  brink  have  I  been  brought; 
Shrinking  the  cup  to  drink,  help  I  have 

sought; 
And  with  the  prayer's  ascent, 
Jesus  the  branch  hath  rent — 
Quickly  relief  hath  sent. 
Sweetening  the  draught. 

4  Saviour!  I  long  to  walk  closer  with  thee; 
Led  by  thy  guiding  hand,  ever  to  be ; 

Constantly  near  thy  side, 
Quickened  and  purified. 
Living  for  him  who  died 
Freely  for  me !  ch*rie«  s.  RoMiuon. 


Arr.  by  Lowbll  Mason. 


Vsinr,  ny  Ood,  to  thM,  MS2W  to  thse!  Bt^  tho*  it  be  a  eroM  thst  ralMth  me;  StiU  sU  my  MBf  ihaU  be— Vstrtr,iB7  0^ 

D.  8.— Vetrtr,  my  Ood,  to  thee,  neerer  to  thee! 


fStnniM  28: 10-22.  Angels  to  beckon  me 

Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee,  nearer  to  thee!  Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee,  nearer  to  thee! 
£v'n  though  it  be  a  cross  that  raiseth  me ; 

Still  all  my  song  shall  be —  4  Then,  with  my  waking  thoughts  bright 

Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee,  nearer  to  thee!  with  thy  praise, 

2  Though  Uke  the  wanderer  (the  sun  gone  Out  of  my  stony  griefs  Bethel  I  '11  raise ; 

down)  ^^  ^y  °^y  "^o^s  to  be 

Darkness  comes  over  me— my  rest  a  stone;  Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee,  nearer  to  thee ! 

Yet  in  my  dreams  I  'd  be  /\   -a       •    ^  i     •        ^       -      ^\.     ^ 

Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee,  nearer  to  thee!  5  Or  rf  on  goyful  wing  cleaving  the  slqr 

'     "^          '              '  Sun,  moon,  and  stars  forgot,  upward  I  fly, 

3  There  let  the  way  appear  steps  unto  q^  ^11  ^^y  ^^^  ^^^  ^^^ 

heaven.  Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee,  nearer  to  thee! 

All  that  thou  sendest  me  m  mercy  given ;  m«.  s.  f.  Adams. 
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Cbdatian  ;6n>etfence. 


FABOLB.    6a|5t. 


Spbncbr  Lane. 


(jBjJjjlMM 


In  the  hour  of   trl  -  al«    Je-fos,  plead  for  me;         Leet  by  bate  de  •  ai  •  al>  I   de-pert  from   thee; 


When  thoa  000*11  me  wa-Ter,    With  a  look  re  -    call, 

1^ 


Vor  fur  ftar  or     fit  -  Tor      Soier  me  to    &1L 


@97   «l^ofcftomC|rtut. 

In  the  hour  of  trial, 

Jesus,  plead  for  me ; 
Lest  by  base  denial, 

I  depart  from  thee  j 
When  thou  see'st  me  waver, 

With  a  look  recall. 
Nor  for  fear  or  favor 

Suffer  me  to  fall. 

2  With  forbidden  pleasures 
Would  this  vain  world  charm; 

Or  its  sordid  treasures 
Spread  to  work  me  harm ; 

Bring  to  my  remembrance 
Sad  Gethsemane, 

Or,  in  darker  semblance, 
Cross-crowned  Calvary. 

3  Should  thy  mercy  send  me 
Sorrow,  toil,  and  woe; 

Or  should  pain  attend  me 

On  my  path  below ; 
Grant  that  I  may  never 

Fail  thy  hand  to  see ; 
Grant  that  I  may  ever 

Cast  my  care  on  thee. 

4  When  my  last  hour  cometh. 
Fraught  with  strife  and  pain. 

When  my  dust  retumeth 
To  the  dust  again ; 


On  thy  truth  relying 

Through  that  mortal  strife, 
Jesus,  take  me,  dying. 

To  eternal  life. 


James  Montgocociy. 


698    Omretlonflinfli. 

Purer  yet,  and  purer 

I  would  be  in  mind, 
Dearer  yet  and  dearer 

Every  duty  find ; 
Hoping  still  and  trusting 

God  without  a  fear. 
Patiently  believing 

He  will  make  all  clear. 

2  Calmer  yet  and  calmer 
Trial  bear  and  pain. 

Surer  yet  and  surer 
Peace  at  last  to  gain ; 

Suffering  still  and  doing. 
To  his  will  resigned, 

And  to  God  subduing 
Heart  and  will  and  mind. 

3  Higher  yet  and  higher 
Out  of  clouds  and  night, 

Nearer  yet  and  nearer 
Eising  to  the  light — 

Oft  these  earnest  longfings 
Swell  within  my  breast. 

Yet  their  inner  meaning 
Ne'er  can  be  expressed. 


J.  W.  VOD 


Conflict  witb  Sim 
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MAODALIVB.    6t,  St. 


J.  B.  DvKiis. 


fiil{i\i'}\UU 


Saviour,  ble88-cd  Sav-iour,  Listen  while  we  8ing,Hearta  and  voices  raising     Praises  to  our  King. 

a. 


J  ij  /  f^JiJi 


All  we  have  we   of  •  fer,       All  we  hope  to    be,  Bod-y,  soul,  and  spir  -  it.      All  we  yield  to    thee. 

:jt  It  ^  ^t.  ^2.  J^     .  -^  ^    .  .    .   ^  -#•  -<^ 

1 


axffi^5#4H 


699     *^  ^^^  ^^**>** 

Saviour,  blessed  Saviour, 

Listen  while  we  sing. 
Hearts  and  voices  raising 

Praises  to  our  Eling. 
All  we  have  we  offer. 

All  we  hope  to  be. 
Body,  soul,  and  spirit, 

All  we  yield  to  thee. 

'2  Great  and  ever  greater 

Are  thy  mercies  here, 
True  and  everlasting 

Are  the  glories  there, 
"Where  no  pain,  or  sorrow, 

Toil,  or  care,  is  known, 
"Where  the  angel-legions 

Cii"cle  round  thy  throne. 

3  Dark  and  ever  darker 

Was  the  wintry  past ; 
i^ow  a  ray  of  gladness 

O'er  our  x>ath  is  cast. 
Every  day  that  passeth. 

Every  hour  that  flies, 
TTells  of  love  unfeigned, 

Love  that  never  dies. 

^  Clearer  still  and  clearer 
Dawns  the  light  from  heaven. 

In  our  sadness  bringing 
News  of  sin  forgiven. 

X9 


Life  has  lost  its  shadows. 

Pure  the  light  within ; 
Thou  hast  shed  thy  radiance 

On  a  world  of  sin. 

Godfrey  Thrini;. 

700  "SsHitDarD  nebrr  looiiins.*' 

Nearer,  ever  nearer, 

Christ,  we  draw  to  thee. 
Deep  in  adoration 

Bending  low  the  knee : 
Thou  for  our  redemption 

Cam'st  on  earth  to  die ; 
Thou,  that  we  might  follow, 

Hast  gone  up  on  high. 

2  Onward,  ever  onward. 
Journeying  o'er  the  road 

Worn  by  saints  before  us. 

Journeying  on  to  God ; 
Leaving  all  behind  us 

May  we  hasten  on. 
Backward  never  looking 

Till  the  prize  is  won. 

3  Higher  then  and  higher 
Bear  the  ransomed  soul. 

Earthly  toils  forgotten. 

Saviour,  to  its  goal ; 
Where  in  joys  unthought  of 

Saints  with  angels  sing, 
Never  weary  raising 

Praises  to  their  King. 
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Cbrtotlan  iBxpcticncc. 


Lk  KOVTB.    F.  X. 


Emmblar. 


701  C^rift  ^UT  Bfft. 

0  Love,  that  wilt  not  let  me  go, 
I  rest  my  weary  soul  in  thee ; 

1  give  thee  back  the  life  I  owe, 
That  in  thine  ocean  depths  its  flow 

May  richer,  fuller  be. 

2  0  Light,  that  followest  all  my  way, 
I  yield  my  flickering  torch  to  thee ; 

My  heart  restores  its  borrowed  ray. 
That  in  thy  sunshine's  blaze  its  day 
May  brighter,  fairer  be 

ORASSmUi.    F.  x. 


3  0  Joy,  that  seekest  me  through  pain 
I  cannot  close  my  heart  to  thee ; 

I  trace  the  sunshine  through  the  rain, 
And  feel  the  promise  is  not  vain 
That  mom  shall  tearless  be. 

4  0  Cross,  that  liftest  up  my  head, 
I  dare  not  ask  to  fly  from  thee ; 

I  lay  in  dust  life's  glory  dead. 
And  from  the  ground  there  blossoms  re 
Life  that  shall  endless  be. 

G.  Madicasa 
Old  Melody,  arr. 


I     hear    a  sweet  voice  rins-inff  clear.      All    is  well  I       All     is  well  I   It         is  my  Father's 


my  Father's 


If  If rffi 


voice    I  hear,     All      is  well  I    All     is  well  I 


Wher-e'er  I 


walk  that  voice  is  heard :  It       is  my 


kjfMf-ff»im-4i-imriftfMpi^ 


Qod,    my  Father's  word,*'  Fear  not,  but  trust:  I    am  the  Lord : "  All     is  well  I        All      is  wcU 


h^[\lt!f\}UfntJMHh\m 


Conflict  witb  Sin. 


ILTOV.    C.  M.   5L 


F.  C.  Makkr. 
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703  longing  for  ^rorr. 

Dear  Lord  and  Father  of  mankind, 

Forgive  our  feverish  ways ! 
Keclothe  us  in  onr  rightful  mind ; 
In  purer  lives  thy  service  find, 

In  deeper  reverence,  praise. 

2  In  simple  trust  like  theirs  who  heard. 
Beside  the  Syrian  sea, 

'Hie  gracious  calling  of  the  Lord, 
Let  us,  like  them,  without  a  word 
Rise  up  and  follow  thee. 

3  Oh,  Sabbath  rest  by  Galilee  !i 
Oh,  calm  of  hiUs  above, 

^ere  Jesus  knelt  to  share  with  thee 
The  silence  of  eternity. 
Interpreted  by  love ! 

4  Drop  thy  still  dews  of  quietness, 
Till  all  our  strivings  cease : 

Take  from  our  souls  the  strain  and  stress ; 


And  let  our  ordered  lives  confess 
The  beauty  of  thy  peace. 

J.  G.  Whittier. 
703  ^o^'>  ^"  miVtitn. 

0  Saviour,  lend  a  listening  ear, 

And  answer  my  request ! 
Forgive,  and  wipe  the  falling  tear. 
Now  with  thy  love  my  spirit  cheer, 

And  set  my  heart  at  rest. 

2  I  mourn  the  hidings  of  thy  face ; 
The  absence  of  that  smile, 

Which  led  me  to  a  throne  of  g^race. 
And  gave  my  soul  a  resting-place. 
From  eartjily  care  and  toil. 

3  Up  to  the  place  of  thine  abode 
I  lift  my  waiting  eye ; 

To  thee,  0  holy  Lamb  of  God ! 
Whose  blood  for  me  so  freely  flowed, 
I  raise  my  ardent  cry. 

Thomas  Hastings. 


704 

I HBAB  a  sweet  voice  ringing  clear, 

All  is  well ! 
It  is  my  Father's  voice  I  hear ; 

All  is  well! 
Where'er  I  walk  that  voice  is  heard : 
It  is  my  God,  my  Father's  word, 
"Pear  not,  but  trust :  I  am  the  Lord:" 

All  is  well ! 

2  Clouds  cannot  long  obscure  my  sight ; 

All  is  well ! 
I  know  there  is  a  land  of  light ; 

All  is  well ! 


From  strength  to  strength,  from  day  to  day, 
I  tread  along  the  world's  highway ; 
Or  often  stop  to  sing  or  say,  / 

All  is  well ! 

3  In  morning  hours,  serene  and  bright. 

All  is  well ! 
In  evening  hours  or  darkening  night 

All  is  well ! 
And  when  to  Jordan's  side  I  come, 
'Midst  chilling  waves  and  raging  foam. 
Oh,  let  me  sing  as  I  go  home. 

All  is  well ! 

E.  Paxtoa  Hood.  • 
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Cbri0tian  jBsperience. 


lYAVOXLIST.    C.  M. 


Arr.  ft-.  Mbmdblssohn. 


Tlif8«TionrliidsthM  watch  and  pnj  And  grants  thtSpirifsquiek^nffny 

Thro^liib'iBiomMtanflioai;  T( 


^i 


^fp#f|f  l#rl%JflF  pfiflF  N|ip  ftp  F^ 


705  "  C>B>tH)  anD  ^rag/' 

The  Saviour  bids  thee  watch  and  pray 
Through  life's  momentous  hour ; 

And  grants  the  Spirit's  quickening  ray 
To  those  who  seek  his  power. 

2  The  Saviour  bids  thee  watch  and  pray, 
Maintain  a  warrior's  strife ; 

0  Christian !  hear  his  voice  to-day : 
Obedience  is  thy  life. 

3  The  Saviour  bids  thee  watch  and  pray; 
For  soon  the  hour  will  come 

That  calls  thee  from  the  earth  away 
To  thy  eternal  home. 

4  The  Saviour  bids  thee  watch  and  pray, 
Oh,  hearken  to  his  voice, 

And  follow  where  he  leads  the  way. 
To  heaven's  eternal  joys ! 

8AVIBT.    C.  M. 


706         "  NraTfT  to  JT^rr." 

Oh,  could  I  find,  from  day  to  day, 

A  nearness  to  my  God, 
Then  would  my  hours  glide  sweet  away 

While  leaning  on  his  word. 

2  Lord,  I  desire  with  thee  to  live 
Anew  from  day  to  day. 

In  joys  the  world  can  never  give, 
Nor  ever  take  away. 

3  Blest  Jesus,  come  and  rule  my  heart, 
And  make  me  wholly  thine, 

That  I  may  never  more  depart, 
Nor  grieve  thy  love  divine. 

4  Thus,  till  my  last,  expiring  breath, 
Thy  goodness  I  '11  adore ; 

And  when  my  frame  dissolves  in  deatf" 
My  soul  shall  love  thee  more. 

Benjamin  CI 
Arr.  fr.  Schubert. 


OhtWIfflTl  m«y  ■^'•^  ^*«  !»«"—  tut eJaj, Vat  t  wm  tha Lard'a  mhtAm'  Onr  fcit may  inanTii  thi« tharity  wy^  Yat hi^  Tm-ii»«ii-— 1  *,»» 


707  •uTjtailVoDfi. 

Oh,  mean  may  seem  this  house  of  clay. 
Yet 't  was  the  Lord's  abode ; 

Our  feet  may  mourn  this  thorny  way, 
Yet  here  Immanuel  trod. 

2  This  fleshly  robe  the  Lord  did  wear ; 
This  watch  the  Lord  did  keep ; 

These  burdens  sore  the  Lord  did  bear ; 
These  tears  the  Lord  did  weep ! 

3  This  world  the  Master  overcame ; 
This  death  the  Lord  did  die : 


Oh,vanquished  world !  oh,glorious shame ! 
Oh,  hallowed  agony ! 

4  Oh,  vale  of  tears,  no  longer  sad. 
Wherein  the  Lord  did  dwell ! 

Oh,  holy  robe  of  flesh  that  clad 
Our  own  Immanuel ! 

5  Our  very  frailty  brings  us  near 
Unto  the  Lord  of  heaven ; 

To  every  grief,  to  every  tear. 
Such  glory  strange  is  given. 

Thomas  H.  GIIL 


Conflict  witb  Sin. 


LTVDl.    F.  X. 


Thuringian  Folk-song. 
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■iiiil-l\ili\U^iitU\iji\i'-] 


Tell  me,  my  Saviourl  Where  thou  dost  feed  thy  flock,  Resting  beside  the  rock,  Cool  in  the  shade: 

I 


Why  should  I     be  as  one  Turning  aside  alone,  Left,  when  thy  sheep  have  gone.  Where  I  have  strayed? 


708       ««nt.l:7. 

Tell  me,  my  Saviour! 

Where  thou  dost  feed  thy  flock, 

Resting  beside  the  rock, 

Cool  in  the  shade : 
Why  should  I  be  as  one 
Turning  aside  alone, 
Left,  when  thy  sheep  have  gone, 

Where  I  have  strayed  f 

2  Seek  me,  my  Saviour ! 
For  I  have  lost  the  way : 
I  will  thy  voice  obey ; 
Speak  to  me  here ! 

TBUBTDTO.    7i. 


Help  me  to  find  the  gate 
Where  all  thy  chosen  wait  2 
Ere  it  shall  be  too  late, 
Oh,  call  me  near ! 

3  Show  me,  my  Saviour ! 
How  I  can  grow  like  thee ; 
Make  me  thy  child  to  be, 

Taught  from  above : 
Help  me  thy  smile  to  win ; 
Keep  me  safe  folded  in. 
Lest  I  should  rove  in  sin, 

Far  from  thy  love. 

Charles  S.  Robinson. 


Wm.  G.  Fischer. 


N^P 


I  sa    eomiiig  to  tht  orots;  I  am  poor  sad  wosk  sad  blind;  I  aa  counting  all  but  drou:  I  ihall  ftill  sal-Ta-tion  ilnd. 
EtF.— I  sa  tnuting,  Lord,  in  thee,  Dear  Lamb  of  Cal-Ts  •  ry;    Hnmbly  at  thy  ereei  I  bow;  Save  me,  Je-iof,  mTO  me  now. 


709     "  CIninsrtf)  from  «n  £in." 

I  AM  coming  to  the  cross ; 
I  am  poor  and  weak  and  blind, 

1  am  counting  all  but  dross } 
I  shall  full  salvation  find. 

Rbf. — I  am  trusting,  Lord,  in  thee. 
Dear  Lamb  of  Calvary ; 
Humbly  at  thy  cross  I  bow ; 
Save  me,  Jesus,  save  me  now. 

2  Long  my  heart  has  sighed  for  thee ; 
Long  has  evil  dwelt  within ; 


Jesus  sweetly  speaks  to  me, 
I  will  cleanse  you  from  ail  sin.  —  Rep. 

3  Here  I  give  my  all  to  thee, — 
Friends  and  time  and  earthly  store ; 

Soul  and  body  thine  to  be — 
Wholly  thine  for  ever  more. — Ref. 

4  Li  the  promises  I  trust ; 
Now  I  feel  the  blood  applied ; 

I  am  prostrate  in  the  dust ; 
I  with  Christ  am  crucified.— Ref. 

W.  McOonalcL 
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Cbristfan  ;6spctience. 


00V8ICIIATI0V.    7f.    D. 


let  them    move  At     the    im  -  pulse    of    thy    love;  Take  my  feet,  and  let  them  be    Swift  and 


beau-ti  -  ful  for     thee;  Take  my  voice,  and  let  me    sing     Al  •  ways,  on  •  ly,      for     my    King. 


^^^ifm^wii^  t  f  f  I  f  p  p-^ 


710  «II  for  Jrstui. 

Take  my  life,  and  let  it  be 
Conseci*ated,  Lord,  to  thee ; 
Take  my  hauds,  aud  let  them  move 
At  the  impulse  of  thy  love ; 
Take  my  feet,  aud  let  them  be 
Swift  and  beautiful  for  thee ; 
Take  my  voice,  aud  let  me  sing 
Always,  only,  for  my  King. 

2  Take  my  lips,  aud  let  them  be 
Filled  with  messages  from  thee ; 
Take  my  silver  aud  my  gold, 
Not  a  mite  would  I  withhold ; 
Take  my  moments  aud  my  days, 
Let  them  flow  iu  ceaseless  praise ; 
Take  my  intellect,  aud  use 
Every  power  as  thou  shalt  choose. 

3  Take  my  will,  aud  make  it  thine ; 
It  shall  be  no  longer  mine ; 

Take  my  heart,  it  is  thine  own ! 
It  shall  be  thy  royal  throne ; 
Take  my  love ;  my  Loi'd,  I  pour 
At  thy  feet  its  treasure-store; 
Take  myself,  and  I  will  be. 
Ever,  only,  all,  for  thee ! 

Frances  R.  Haversal. 


711  «  IftMH  Heart. 

Oh,  this  soul,  how  dark  and  blind ! 
Oh,  this  foolish,  earthly  mind ! 
Oh,  this  forward,  selfish  will, 
Which  refuses  to  be  still ! 
Oh,  these  ever-roaming  eyes, 
Upward  that  refuse  to  rise ! 
Oh,  these  wayward  feet  of  mine, 
Found  in  every  path  but  thine ! 

2  Oh,  this  stubborn,  prayerless  knee, 
Hands  so  seldom  clasped  to  thee. 
Longings  of  the  soul,  that  go 

Like  the  wild  wind,  to  and  fro ! 
To  and  fro,  without  an  aim, 
Turning  idly  whence  they  came, 
Bringing  in  no  joy,  no  bliss, 
Only  adding  weariness ! 

3  Giver  of  the  heavenly  peace  ! 
Bid,  oh,  bid  these  tumults  cease ; 
Minister  thy  holy  balm ; 

Fill  me  with  thy  Spirit's  calm : 
Thou,  the  Life,  the  Truth,  the  Way, 
Leave  me  not  in  sin  to  stay ; 
Bearer  of  the  sinner's  guilt. 
Lead  me,  lead  me,  as  thou  wilt. 

Hontiiis  BoBW- 


Qonxagc  anD  Cbeet. 


7f.   S. 


Arr.  by  Gko.  Kingslby. 
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j#|j;EFj|JJj|j:M:ia'lJ;g^j|j;iil 

oaT]ili6r«,nirl^tw«aiist»lnitikoaldiiotftar;  7oMw«SaTe|batwt*TfaIUmid,OMthatloTMnitoue«id: 


^i[:ffn^frip[fFif^fff£%ffl 


Ml[^m\ 


hnnurdfthtn,  with  ovonf*  go;  Long  wo  ihall  not  dwoU  bolow;  Boon  thojoyflil  nows  will  oomo,  **  C]iild,yoiir  Yathor  eollo— oomo 


^TRffrH 


712  **Com«Homr.- 

Brethren,  while  we  sojourn  here, 
Fight  we  most,  but  should  not  fear ; 

Foes  we  have,  but  we  've  a  Friend, 

One  that  loves  us  to  the  end : 

F'orward,  then,  with  courage  go ; 

I-«ong  we  shall  not  dwell  below ; 

Soon  the  joyful  news  will  come, 

Child,  vour  Father  calls — come  home!" 

7    * 


44 


2   In  the  way  a  thousand  snares 
Lie,  to  take  us  unawares ; 
Batan,  with  malicious  art, 
batches  each  ung^uarded  part : 


But,  from  Satan's  malice  free. 

Saints  shall  soon  victorious  be ; 

Soon  the  joyful  news  will  come, 

"Child,  your  Father  calls — come  home!" 

3  But  of  all  the  foes  we  meet, 

None  so  oft  mislead  our  feet. 

None  betray  us  into  sin, 

Like  the  foes  that  dwell  within ; 

Yet  let  nothing  spoil  our  peace, 

Christ  shall  also  conquer  these ; 

Soon  the  joyful  news  will  come, 

"Child,  your  Father  calls — come  home !" 

Joseph  Swain. 


KOBVDTO.    F.  M. 


fijlJJj^Ji.'JJlJl^^JfJl,).lJlfJjfHjj|Jflrl^^lj:il 


no  gloomy  night  will  ooon  bo  post,  Tho  morning  will  op-  ponr»    Thonyoof  blooi>odllfht«t  last  looh  oyo  will  elioor. 


Uap- 


The  gloomy  night  will  soon  be  past. 

The  morning  will  appear. 
The  rays  of  blessed  light  at  last 
Each  eye  will  cheer. 

2  Thou  bright  and  morning  Star,  thy  light 

Will  to  our  joy  be  seen ; 
Thou,  Lord,  wilt  meet  our  longing  sight ; 
No  cloud  between. 

J  Thy  love  sustains  us  on  our  way 
While  pUgrims  here  below ; 


Thou  dost,  0  Saviour,  day  by  day. 
Thy  grace  bestow. 

4  But  oh !  the  more  we  learn  of  thee. 
And  thy  rich  mercy  prove, 

The  more  we  long  thy  face  to  see. 
And  know  thy  love. 

5  Then  shine,  thou  bright  and  morning  Star, 
Dispel  the  dreary  gloom ; 

Oh,  take  from  sin  and  grief  afar 
Thy  people  home. 

S.  p.  Tresellcs. 


2g6 


Cbctotian  jBsperience. 


P0BTU0UB8I  ETiar.    11*. 


M.  Pom- 


How  flrm  a   lbim>dA*tioii,  jt  laintaof  tht  Lord!     Is     Uid for foar  fkith  in  hii  oz  ^col-lont  word!  What 

1 


nj,  than  to  yon  he  hath  nid,—  To    you,  whofbr  roHnfe  to 


Jo-onihaYoflodf    To    7oa»  whofbrreftigo  to  Jt-n 


714  "/earnot." 

How  FIRM  a  foundation,  ye  saints  of  the 

Lord! 
Is  laid  for  yonr  faith  in  his  excellent  word ! 
What  more  can  he  say,  than  to  you  he 

hath  said,  — 
To  you,  who  for  refuge  to  Jesus  have  fled  t 

2  "Fear  not,  I  am  with  thee,  oh,  be  not 

dismayed, 
For  I  am  thy  God,  I  will  still  give  thee 

aid; 
I  '11  strengthen  thee,  help  thee,  and  cause 

thee  to  stand. 
Upheld  by  my  gracious,  omnipotent  hand. 

3  "When  through  the  deep  waters  I  call 

thee  to  go. 
The  rivers  of  sorrow  shall  not  overflow ; 
For  I  will  be  with  thee  thy  trouble  to  bless. 
And  sanctify  to  thee  thy  deepest  distress. 


4  "  When  through  fiery  trials  thy  ] 

shall  lie. 
My  g^race,  all-sufficient,  shall  be  thy 
The  flame  shall  not  hurt  thee ;  I  onl 
Thy  dross  to  consume,  and  thy  gold  1 

5  "Ev'n  down  to  old  age  all  mj 

shall  prove 
My  sovereign,  eternal,  unchangeab 
And  then,  when  gray  hairs  shall  tfa 

pies  adorn. 
Like  lambs  they  shall  still  in  my  b 

borne. 

6  "  The  soul  that  on  Jesus  hath  lei 

repose, 
I  will  not — I  will  not  desert  to  his 
That  soul — though  all  hell  should  e 

to  shake, 
I'll  never — no  never — no  never  fo 


QOBHSV.    111. 


i^ 


FINK. 


$0    eyoi  thatare  woary, and hearti that aroioro!) 

(Look  off     nn -to  Jo  -  SOI, now  (Omit ))   lOT-row  no  mort!   Tht   Ufht    of  hit  ooontonaiiooahiBAl 


|D.c.-Thathoro,as  in  hoaT-«n,tharo(Oim< )     nood    bo  no  night. 


'a:::?!*  jr< 


Qoutngc  anD  Cbeer. 


•jlt  R  B«»im23,  ^  While  looking  to  Jesus,  my  heart  cannot 

The  Lord  is  my  Shepherd,  no  w«uit  shall  I  ▼  i-.     vi     '  it        t 

\.  I  tremble  no  more  when  I  see  Jesus  near ; 

Ifeedi^Jienpa8ture8,8afe-foldedIr«.t;  ^  l^owttiat  his  presence  my  safeguard  will 
He  leadeth  my  soul  where  the  still  waters  ^^^^  ..^^  ^  ^^^  troubledt"  he  saith  un- 

Restores  me  when  wandering,  redeems 

3  Still  looking  to  Jesus,  oh,  may  I  be  found, 
When  Jordan's  dark  waters  encompass  me 
2  Through  the  valley  and  shadow  of  death  round ; 

though  I  stray.  They  bear  me  away  in  his  presence  to  be : 

Since  thou  art  my  Guardian,  no  evil  I  fear;   I  see  him  still  nearer  whom  always  I  see. 
Thy  rod  shall  defend  me,  thy  staff  be  my 


when  oppressed. 


stay; 


4  Then,  then  shall  I  know  the  full  beauty 


No  harm  can  befall,  with  my  Comforter  ^  ^     and  grace 

Of  Jesus,  my  Lord ,  when  I  stand  face  to  f ace^ 

Shall  know  how  his  love  went  before  me 

3  hi  the  midst  of  aflftiction,  my  table  is  each  day, 

spread  •  -^^^  wonder  that  ever  my  eyes  turned  away. 
With  blessings  unmeasured  my  cup  run-  ^**"  **'  '^■^'  **  ^ 

neth  o'er ;  717'  "  Jiidit.  net  ^uw udig.- 

With  perfume  and  oil  thou  anointest  my  Though  faint,  yet  pursuing,  we  go  on  our 
head;  way; 

Oh,  what  shall  I  ask  of  thy  providence  The  Lord  is  our  Leader, his  word  is  our  stay; 

oiore  t  Tho'  suffering,  and  sorrow,  and  trial  be  near, 

The  Lord  is  our  Refuge,  and  whom  can  we 

4  Let  goodness  and  mercy,  my  bountiful  f^^j,  f 

God! 

StiUfoUowmystepstilllmeettheeabove;  ^  He  raiseth  the  fallen,  he  cheereth  the 

1 8eek,by  the  path  which  my  forefathers  trod  faint ; 

Through  the  land  of  their  sojourn,  thy  The  weak,  and  oppressed— he  will  hear  their 

kingdom  of  love.  ,.„,«  Mon.g«n«y.  complaint ; 

K  J    e.  ontgomenr  The  way  may  bo  wcary,  and  thomy  the  road, 

716  "lodtrnfluntoJcus."  Buthow  can  we  falter  t-our  help  is  in  God! 

0  KYKs  that  are  weary,  and  hearts  that  are  3  Though  clouds  may  surround  us,  our  God 

sore !  is  our  light ; 

Look  off  unto  Jesus,  now  sorrow  no  more !  Though  storms  rage  around  us,  our  God  is 
The  light  of  his  countenance  shineth  so  our  might ; 

bright.  So,  faint  yet  pursuing,  still  onward  we  come ; 

That  here,  as  in  heaven,  there  need  be  no  The  Lord  is  our  Leader,  and  heaven  is  our 

night.  home !  j«hii  n.  Darby.  <  f  > 
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Cbrtotian  JBspcrience. 


MAVSVULD.    81,  7f.    D. 


Arr.  fr.  Mbndblssomn. 


^^##H#^^ 


Call  Je  -  ho  -  vah  thy  salvation,  Rest  beoeath.th'  Almighty's  shade;  In  his  secret  hab-i  -  ta-tion 


iFFftifftjl 


Dwell,  and  nev  -  er      be    dismayed:  There  no     tu-mult  can     a  -  larm  thee,  Thou  shalt  dread  no 


p^i'^iMh^^^f^^'??^^^ 


hid-den  snare;  Guile  nor    vi  -   o  •  lence  can  harm  thee.   In       e  -   ter  •  nal     safeguard  there. 


t^;^  }?P^ 


7  IS  VMlm9l. 

Call  Jehovah  thy  salvation, 

Rest  beneath  the  Ahnighty^s  shade ; 
In  his  secret  habitation 

Dwell,  and  never  be  dismayed: 
There  no  tumult  can  alarm  thee, 

Thou  shalt  dread  no  hidden  snare ; 
Guile  nor  violence  can  harm  thee, 

In  eternal  safeguard  there. 

2  Fi'om  the  sword,  at  noon-day  wasting, 
From  the  noisome  pestilence, 

In  the  depth  of  midnight,  blasting, 
God  shall  be  thy  sure  defence : 

Fear  not  thou  the  deadly  quiver. 
When  a  thousand  feel  the  blow ; 

Mercy  shall  thy  soul  deliver. 
Though  ten  thousand  be  laid  low. 

3  Since,  with  pure  and  firm  affection, 
Thou  on  God  hast  set  thy  love. 

With  the  wings  of  his  protection, 
He  will  shield  thee  from  above ; 

Thou  shalt  call  on  him  in  trouble, 
He  will  hearken,  he  will  save ; 

Here,  for  grief  reward  thee  double, 
Crown  with  life  beyond  the  grave. 

Jatues  Montifomery. 


719  "^9  **  Vrraktng. 

Christians,  up !  the  day  is  breaking, 

Gird  your  ready  armor  on ; 
Slumbering  hosts  around  are  waking, 

Rouse  ye !  in  the  Lord  be  strong ! 
While  ye  sleep  or  idly  linger. 

Thousands  sink,  with  none  to  save  ^ 
Hasten !  Time's  unerring  linger 

Points  to  many  an  open  grave. 

2  Hark !  unnumbered  voices  crying, 
"Save  us,  or  we  droop  and  die!" 

Succor  bear  the  faint  and  dying, 

Ou  the  wings  of  mercy  fly : 
Lead  them  to  the  crystal  fountain 

Gushing  with  the  streams  of  life ; 
Guide  them  to  the  sheltering  mountaixi 

For  the  gale  with  death  is  rife. 

3  See  the  blest  millennial  dawning ! 
Bright  the  beams  of  Bethlehem's  sta*^ 

Eastern  lands,  behold  the  morning  f 

Lo !  it  glimmers  from  afar : 
O'er  the  mountain-top  ascending, 

Soon  the  scattered  light  shall  rise, 
Till,  in  radiant  glory  blending. 

Heaven's  high  noon  shall  greet  our  ey* 

Elbert  & 


I 


Courage  anD  Cbeer. 
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BBBCSOn.    8i,7i.   Ol 


R.  DbWitt  Mallarv. 


Throayhthf  Bight  of  doabt  and  mt-tow,    Oa-ward  goM  tht     pU-grlm  band,    SingiBg  wiift  of      oz  -  ptc-ta-  tion, 

D.  8.— Brotharelafpi  th»    hand  of   hroth-«r, 


U  I    1/ 


FIITB. 


D.B. 


lii\iU^?'^f'\ 


KarehiBg  to    the  prom-iaod  land.    Cloarbo-lbn    iia,thnmghthadarkBoai,  Oloaaaaad  bona  thtgidd- lag  light; 
8tip>ping  fiMir-loM  through  tho  night. 


730  ^^  Cfiurrt)  ^r. 

■Through  the  night  of  doubt  and  sorrow, 
Onward  goes  the  pilgrim  band, 

Singing  songs  of  expectation, 
Marching  to  the  promised  land. 

Ciear  before  us,  through  the  darkness. 
Gleams  and  bums  the  gfuiding  light : 

Brother  clasps  the  hand  of  brother, 
Stepping  fearless  through  the  night. 

2  One  the  light  of  God's  own  presence, 

O'er  his  ransomed  people  shed, 
^^^-sing  far  the  gloom  and  terror, 

brightening  all  the  path  we  tread : 
^'^^  the  object  of  our  journey, 

^^ ne  the  faith  which  never  tires, 
^"^  *==fe  the  earnest  looking  forward, 
ne  the  hope  our  God  inspires. 


^  ^^ne  the  strain  the  lips  of  thousands 
-"^ift  as  from  the  heart  of  one ; 

^^^  the  conflict,  one  the  peril, 
^^^ne  the  march  in  God  begun : 
*^  ^  the  gladness  of  rejoicing 

_^^n  the  far  eternal  shore, 

^fc^ere  the  one  Almighty  Father, 
*teigns  in  love  for  evermore. 

S.  Baring-Gould,  tr. 

7 

Y 


Y 


]  Sanqurt  £ons. 

,  for  me,  for  me  he  careth, 
^^ith  a  brother's  tender  care ; 
^^,  with  me,  with  me  he  shareth 
^Svery  burden,  every  fear. 


Yes,  for  me  he  standeth  pleading, 

At  the  mercy-seat  above ; 
Ever  for  me  interceding, 

Constant  in  untiring  love. 

2  Yes,  in  me,  in  me  he  dwelleth, 

I  in  him,  and  he  in  me ! 
And  my  empty  soul  he  filleth. 

Here  and  through  eternity. 
Thus  I  wait  for  his  returning. 

Singing  all  the  way  to  heaven ; 
Such  the  joyous  song  of  morning. 

Such  the  banquet  song  of  even. 

Hfirmtius  Bonar. 

722        ^^'  Brproacl)  of  Cf^rlat. 

Cross,  reproach,  and  tribulation ! 

Ye  to  me  are  welcome  guests, 
When  I  have  this  consolation, 

That  my  soul  in  Jesus  rests. 
The  reproach  of  Christ  is  glorious ! 

Those  who  here  his  burden  bear 
In  the  end  shall  prove  victorious, 

And  eternal  gladness  share. 

2  Bonds  and  stripes,  and  evil  story, 

Are  our  honorable  crowns ; 
Pain  is  peace,  and  shame  is  glory, 

Gloom}''  dungeons  are  as  thrones. 
Bear,  then,  the  reproach  of  Jesus, 

Ye  who  live  a  life  of  faith ! 
Lift  triumphant  songs  and  praises 

Ev'n  in  martyrdom  and  death. 

Tr.  fr.  L.  A.  Cotter. 
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ST.  ALBAirS.    6a,  St.    D. 


Cbttotian  ;6£pecience. 


Arr.  fr.  Haydn. 


Brightly  gleams  our  banner,  Pointing  to    the  sky,  Waving  wand'rers  onward  To  their  home  on  high. 


Journeying  o'er  the  des-ert,    Qladly  thus  we    pray,  And  with  hearts  united,Take  our  heav'nward  way. 


irfif"f 


RBFRAIN. 


Brightly  gleams  our  ban-ner,  Pointing  to  the  sky,  Waving  wand'rers  onward    To  their  home  on  high. 
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Brightly  gleams  our  banner, 

Pointing  to  the  sky, 
Waving  wanderers  onward 

To  their  home  on  high. 
Journeying  o'er  the  desert, 

Gladly  thus  we  pray. 
And  with  hearts  united, 

Take  our  heavenward  way. — Ref. 

2  Jesus,  Lord  and  Master, 

At  thy  sacred  feet,^ 
Here  with  hearts  rejoicing 

See  thy  children  meet ; 


Often  have  we  left  thee, 

Often  gone  astray ; 
Keep  us,  mighty  Saviour, 

In  the  narrow  way. — Rep. 

3  All  our  days  direct  us 

In  the  way  we  go ; 
Lead  us  on  victorious 

Over  every  foe : 
Bid  thine  angels  shield  us 

When  the  storm-clouds  lower ; 
Pardon  thou  and  save  us 

In  the  last  dread  hour.  —  Ref. 

Thomas  J.  Potter. 


WALKS.     8i,4s 


Welsh  Melody. 


Thro*  the  love   of  God    our   Sav-iour,    All    will  be     well;  Free  and  changeless  is    his    fk  •    vor; 

D.8. — Strong  the  hand  stretch'd  out  to  shield  usr 


FINE. 


All,    all    is      well.    Precious  is    the  blood  that  healed  us ;  Per-fect    is    the  grace  that  sealed  us ; 
All  must  be      well. 


Courage  anD  Cbeer. 


8T.  OIBTRUDI.    6i,  5s.    D. 


A.  S.  SULUVAN. 


301 


Onward,  Christian  sol  -  diers,  Marching  as    to     war,  With  the  cross  of  Je- sua,  Oo-ing  on    be-fore. 


Christ,  the  roy-al    Mas-ter,  Leads  against  the  foe ;  Forward  in  •  to    bat  -  tie.    See,  his  banners    go. 

-fflP  ..  J- 


Onward,Chri8tian  soldiers,  Marching  as  to 


With  the  cross  of  Je  •  sus  Qo-ing  on  be-fore. 

A         1  I  J.  > 


ii  I  I  I  riii;  ^^ 

of  Je  -  iui     '      I  ^     "^ 


war,  With  the  erou 
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Onward,  Christian  soldiers, 

Marching  as  to  war, 
With  the  cross  of  Jesus 

Going  on  before. 
Christ,  the  royal  Master, 

Leads  against  the  foe  \ 
Forward  into  battle. 

See,  his  banners  go.— Cho. 

2  Like  a  mighty  army, 

Moves  the  Church  of  God; 
Brothers,  we  are  treading 

Where  the  saints  have  trod ; 
We  are  not  divided. 

All  one  body  we. 
One  in  hope  and  doctrine, 

One  in  charity.  —  Cho. 


3  Crowns  and  thrones  may  perish, 
Kingdoms  rise  and  wane, 

But  the  Church  of  Jesus 

Constant  will  remain ; 
Gates  of  hell  can  never 

'Gainst  that  Church  prevail ; 
We  have  Christ's  own  promise. 

And  that  cannot  fail. — Cho. 

4  Onward,  then,  ye  people, 
Join  our  happy  throng ; 

Blend  with  ours  your  voices 

In  the  triumph-song ; 
Glory,  laud,  and  honor, 

Unto  Christ  the  King ; 
This  through  countless  ages, 

Men  and  angels  sing.  —  Cho. 

S.  Baring-Gould. 
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Through  the  love  of  God  our  Saviour, 

All  will  be  well  J 
Free  and  changeless  is  his  favor ; 

All,  all  is  well. 
Precious  is  the  blood  that  healed  us ; 
Perfect  is  the  grace  that  sealed  us ; 
Strong  the  hand  stretched  out  to  shield  us ; 

All  must  be  well. 

2  Though  we  pass  through  tribulation. 

All  will  be  well : 
Ours  is  such  a  full  salvation ; 

All,  all  is  well. 


Happy  still  in  God  confiding, 
Fruitful,  if  in  Christ  abiding. 
Holy,  through  the  Spirit's  guiding. 
All  must  be  well. 

3  We  expect  a  bright  to-morrow ; 

All  will  be  well ; 
Faith  can  sing  through  days  of  sorrow. 

All,  all  is  well. 
On  our  Father's  love  relying, 
Jesus  every  need  supplying. 
Or  in  living,  or  in  djdng. 

All  must  be  well. 

Mrs.  Mary  B.  Peters. 
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snn.  6ty  5c 


Hbnry  Smart. 


^H-l^liU^^\  J'^-^^hLgU 


Varwardlbt    our  w&teh-ward,  St^aadToie-M   jobiad;  Stak  tha  tUngi  bt  -  ftrt     «■>    Vot  a  look  bo  •  kiad; 


tyiff-mg 


Bonutlio  fle-rypil-lar        At  oar  ar-my*s    hoad;    Who  shall  dnam  of    ohriiikiBg,     By  our  Oap-taia    lodt 


pffffF^?^^i:i'fTr^iFr[f 


lor-ward  thio'tho    dot  -  art,    Thro^tho  toll  and   flfht:   Jor-dan  flows  bo  •  tan     xu,      21  -  oa  boaau  with  llgkt! 


imi#^i%fifH 
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Forward  !  be  our  watchword, 

Steps  and  voices  joined ; 
Seek  the  things  befoi*e  us, 

Not  a  look  behind ; 
Burns  the  fiery  pillar 

At  our  army's  head ; 
Who  shall  dream  of  shrinking, 
By  our  Captain  led  f 
Forward  through  the  desert, 
Through  the  toil  and  fight : 
Jordan  flows  before  iis, 
Zion  beams  with  light ! 

2  Forwai'd,  when  in  childhood 

Buds  the  infant  mind ; 
All  through  youth  and  manhood. 

Not  a  thought  behind  ; 
Speed  through  realms  of  nature, 

Climb  the  steps  of  grace ; 
Faint  not,  till  in  glory 
Gleams  our  Father's  face. 
Forward,  all  the  life-time. 

Climb  from  height  to  height : 
Till  the  head  be  hoary. 
Til)  the  eve  be  light. 


3  Forwai*d,  flock  of  Jesus, 
Salt  of  all  the  earth ; 

Till  each  yearning  purpose 

Spring  to  glorious  birth : 

Sick,  they  ask  for  healing. 

Blind,  they  grope  for  day ; 
Pour  upon  the  nations 
Wisdom's  loving  ray. 
Forward  out  of  error. 

Leave  behind  the  night ; 
Forward  through  the  darkness^ 
Forward  into  light! 

4  Glories  upon  glories 
Hath  our  God  prepared, 

B}*^  the  souls  that  love  him 

One  day  to  be  shared ; 
Eye  hath  not  beheld  them, 

Ear  hath  never  heard ; 
Nor  of  these  hath  uttered 
Thought  or  speech  a  word : 
Forward,  marching  eastward 
Where  the  heaven  is  bright, 
TiU  the  vail  be  lifted. 
Till  our  faith  be  sight ! 

Henry  Alford. 


doucage  and  Cbcer. 
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J.  Barnbv. 


Par  o'er  yon  hor  -  i  -  son    Rise  the  cit-y  towers,  Where  our  Oodabideth;  That  fair  home  is    ours: 


i^m 


-2^ 


i^i^j  jjujit^ 


Plash  the  streets  wtth  jasper,  Shine  the  gates  with  gold:  Flows  the  gladd'ning  river  Shedding  joys  untold: 


Thither,  onward    thither.     In  the  Spirit's  might: 


Pilgrims  to  your  country,  Porward In-to  Lightl 


727     "iiatfcaTti  (nto  ll|rtt!" 

Par  o'er  yon  horizon 

Rise  the  city  towers, 
Where  our  God  abideth ; 
That  fair  home  is  ours : 
Plash  the  streets  with  jasper, 
Shine  the  gates  with  gold : 
Flows  the  gladdening  river 
Shedding  joys  untold : 
Thither,  onward  thither, 
In  the  Spirit's  might : 
Pilgrims  to  your  country, 
Forward  into  Light ! 

2  Into  God's  high  temple 

Onward  as  we  press, 
Beauty  spreads  around  us, 

Bom  of  holiness ; 
Ajch,  and  vault,  and  curving, 

Lights  of  varied  tone ; 
Softened  words  and  holy, 
Prayer  and  praise  alone : 
Every  thought  upraising 

To  our  city  bright, 
Where  the  tribes  assemble 
Round  the  throne  of  Light ! 


3  Naught  that  city  needeth 
Of  these  aisles  of  stone : 

Where  the  Godhead  dwelleth. 

Temple  there  is  none : 
All  the  saints  that  ever 

In  these  courts  have  stood. 
Are  but  babes,  and  feeding 
On  the  children's  food. 
On  through  sign  and  token. 

Stars  amidst  the  night ; 
Forward  through  the  darkness. 
Forward  into  Light ! 

4  To  the  eternal  Father 
Loudest  anthems  raise : 

To  the  Son  and  Spirit 

Echo  songs  of  praise : 
To  the  Lord  of  Glory 

Blessed  Three  in  One, 
Be  by  men  and  angels 
Endless  honor  done. 
Weak  are  earthly  praises, 
Dull  the  songs  of  night : 
Forward  into  triumph, 
Porward  into  Light ! 

Henry  Alford. 
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(Ibrfdtian  £sperfence. 


WEBB.    7i,  6«.    D. 


G.  J.  Wbbb. 


Stand  up  I — stand  up  for    Je-susI    Ye    soldiers  of  the  cross ;     Lift  high  his  roy-al     ban-ner, 

D.B. — ^Till     ev  •  ery  foe    is    vanquished. 


It    must  not  suf'fer    loss: 
And  Christ  is  Lord  in-deed. 


From  vie  •  fry  un- to       vic-t*ry      Hia     ar- my  shall  he     lead, 

JJ      J :f^^-i 
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Stand  up ! — stand  up  for  Jesus! 

Ye  soldiers  of  the  cross ; 
Lift  high  his  royal  banner, 

It  must  not  suffer  loss : 
From  victory  unto  victory 

His  army  shall  he  lead, 
Till  every  foe  is  vanquished, 

And  Christ  is  Lord  indeed. 

2  Stand  up! — stand  up  for  Jesus! 

The  trumpet  call  obey ; 
Forth  to  the  mighty  conflict, 

In  this  his  glorious  day : 
"  Ye  that  are  men,  now  serve  him," 

Against  unnumbered  foes ; 
Let  courage  rise  with  danger. 

And  strength  to  strength  oppose. 


CASKET.    7b,  6t.    D. 


3  Stand  up ! — stand  up  for  Jesus! 
^  Stand  in  his  strength  alone ; 
The  arm  of  flesh  will  fail  you — 

Ye  dare  not  trust  your  own : 
Put  on  the  gospel  armor. 

And,  watching  unto  prayer, 
Where  duty  calls,  or  danger. 

Be  never  wanting  there. 

4  Stand  up ! — stand  up  for  Jesus ! 
The  strife  will  not  be  long ; 

This  day,  the  noise  of  battle, 
The  next,  the  victor's  song ; 

To  him  that  overcometh, 
A  crown  of  life  shall  be ; 

He  with  the  King  of  Glory 
Shall  reign  eternally ! 


T.  E.  PRRiaMS. 


Courage  and  Cbeer. 
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BKHTLIT.    71, 6«.    D. 


J.  HULLAH. 


SoMtiiBM  a  light  lur-pirU-M  The  ChriftUn  while  haiingi;    It    ic  the  Lord  who  rii-ee  With  hasling  in  hie  wingi: 


rNiiJjji^jijij^Vi,i 


WheBooHifartfluede-elin-iiig,  Hegiantetheeeola- gain       A  eeM-on  of  clear  ahiaiiig,   Tbeheerit  af-ter  rain. 


[Wtfitm 
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Sometimes  a  light  surprises 

The  Christian  while  he  sings ; 
It  is  the  Lord  who  rises 

With  healing  in  his  wings : 
When  comforts  are  declining. 

He  grants  the  soul  again 
A  season  of  clear  shining. 

To  cheer  it  after  rain. 

2  In  holy  contemplation. 
We  sweetly  then  pursue 

The  theme  of  God's  salvation, 

And  find  it  ever  new : 
Set  free  from  present  sorrow, 

We  cheerfully  can  say, 
Let  the  unknown  to-morrow 

Bring  with  it  what  it  may. 

3  It  can  bring  with  it  nothing. 
But  he  will  bring  us  through; 

Who  gives  the  lilies  clothing, 
Will  clothe  his  people  too : 

Beneath  the  spreading  heavens, 
No  creature  but  is  fed ; 

And  he  who  feeds  the  ravens, 
Will  give  his  children  bread 

4  Though  vine  nor  fig-tree  neither, 
Their  wonted  fruit  should  bear. 

Though  all  the  fields  should  wither. 
Nor  flocks,  nor  herds  be  there; 

20 


Yet  God  the  same  abiding, 
His  praise  shall  tune  my  voice. 

For  while  in  him  confiding, 
I  cannot  but  rejoice. 

WUliam  Cowper. 
730    "^onotD  in  )tlui  Strpe.** 

0  HAPPY  band  of  pilgrims. 

If  onward  ye  will  tread. 
With  Jesus  as  your  Fellow, 

To  Jesus  as  your  Head ! 
The  cross  that  Jesus  carried, 

He  carried  as  your  due : 
The  crown  that  Jesus  weareth. 

He  weareth  it  for  you. 

2  The  faith  by  which  ye  see  him, 
The  hope  in  which  ye  yearn, 

The  love  that  through  all  trouble 

To  him  alone  will  turn : 
What  are  they  but  forerunners 

To  lead  you  to  his  sight  ? 
What  are  they  save  the  effluence 

Of  uncreated  light  f 

3  The  trials  that  beset  you. 
The  sorrows  ye  endure. 

The  manifold  temptations 
That  death  alone  can  cure : 

What  are  they,  but  his  jewels 
Of  right  celestial  worth  ? 

What  are  they  but  the  ladder. 
Set  up  to  heaven  otl  ^««?OcA 


3o6 


Cbri0tiait  ££pecfence. 


THUBDIQIA.    5fl,  8f,  6i. 


Samurl  Gi 


Je  •  sua,  who  can    be       Once  compared  with  thee  ?  Source  of  rest   and    con  •  ao  •  la  *  tion. 


pJJjjiiHJij 


Life,  and  light,  and  full   sal  -va-tion;  Son  of  Qod,with  thee  None  com -pared     can     bel 
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Jesus,  who  can  be 
Once  compared  with  thee  t 
Source  of  rest  and  consolation, 
Life,  and  light,  and  full  salvation ; 
Son  of  God,  with  thee 
None  compared  can  be  ! 

2  Thou  hast  died  for  me. 

From  all  misery 
And  distress  me  to  deliver, 
And  from  death  to  save  for  ever ; 

I  am  by  thy  blood 

Reconciled  to  God. 

CRETE.    N,  St. 


3  Grant  me  steadiness. 
Lord,  to  run  my  race. 

Following  thee  with  love  most  tender, 
So  that  Satan  may  not  hinder 

Me  by  craft  or  force ; 

Further  thou  my  course. 

4  When  I  hence  depart. 
Strengthen  thou  my  heart ; 

Where  thou  art,  0  Lord,  convey  me; 
In  thy  righteousness  array  me, 

That  at  thy  right  hand 

Joyful  I  may  stand. 

J.  Gaabold.  tr.        


J.  B.  Dykbs. 


C3izlffela]i,doftthooiM  tbaiB    On     thalio-ly    grouid,  How  th*  powtrt  of    • 


Til    Baft  thy  fUfi  a. 


Chxiitiu,  up  and  imito  thom,  Coontiiig  gain  bat    lots;    Smita  thorn  by  tho    mar  -  it     Of     tha    he  -  Ij    Gnia 

J2Z1 
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doucade  and  Cbeec. 
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pathhilavd.  si,  81,  si. 


U.  C  BURNAP. 


Je-8U 8,  still  lead   on,      Till  our  rest  be    won;    And  al-tbo*  the  wsy  be  cheerless,  We  will  follow, 


m[  I  Pi&m,  ^  f. 


calm  and  fearless;  Ghiideusby  thy    hand       To  our  Father  •  land,        To  our  Father  -  land. 


^^m 
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Jesus,  still  lead  on, 

Till  our  rest  be  won  j 
And  although  the  way  be  cheerless, 
We  will  follow  calm  and  fearless ; 

Guide  us  by  thy  hand 

To  our  Fatherland. 

2  If  the  way  be  cjLrear, 

If  the  foe  be  n^r, 
Let  not  f aithlessi'ear  o'ertake  us, 
Let  not  faith  utd  hope  forsake  us ; 

For,  through  many  a  foe. 

To  our/home  we  go. 


3  When  we  seek  relief 
From  a  long-felt  grief, 

When  temptations  come,  alluring, 
Make  us  patient  and  enduring. 
Show  us  that  bright  shore, 
Where  we  weep  no  more. 

4  Jesus,  still  lead  on. 
Till  our  rest  be  won ; 

Heavenly  Leader,  still  direct  us. 
Still  support,  console,  protect  us, 

Till  we  safely  stand 

In  our  Fatherland. 

Jane  Borthwlck.  tr. 


%0^  6s,  Si.    Tone— CRBTX. 

C^iSTiAN,  dost  thou  see  them 
)n  the  holy  ground, 
[ow  the  powers  of  evil 
Rage  thy  steps  around  t 
Christian,  up  and  smite  them, 

Coimting  gain  but  loss; 
Smite  them  by  the  merit 
Of  the  holy  Cross. 

2  Christian,  dost  thou  feel  them. 

How  they  work  within, 
Striving,  tempting,  luring. 

Goading  on  to  sin  f 
Christian,  never  tremble ; 

Never  yield  to  fear : 
Smite  them  by  the  virtue 

Of  unceasing  prayer. 


3  Christian,  dost  thou  hear  them. 
How  they  speak  thee  fair  f 

"  Always  fast  and  vigil  f 
Always  watch  and  prayer  f" 

Christian,  answer  boldly : 
"While  I  breathe,  I  pray:'' 

Peace  shall  follow  battle. 
Night  shall  end  in  day. 

4  Well  I  know  thy  trouble, 

0  my  servant  true ; 
Thou  art  very  weary, — 

1  was  weary  too : 

But  that  toil  shall  make  thee 
Some  day  all  mine  own ; 

And  the  end  of  sorrow 
Shall  be  near  my  throne. 


Hold  me  with  thy  powerful  hand;  Bread  of  heaven,  Bread  of  heaven,  Feed  me  till  I  want  no  more. 
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Guide  me,  0  thoa  great  Jehovah, 
Pilgrim  through  this  barren  land ; 

1  am  weak,  but  thou  art  mighty ; 
Hold  me  with  thy  powerful  hand; 

Bread  of  heaven, 
Feed  me  till  I  want  no  more. 

2  Open  thou  the  crystal  fountain 
Whence  the  healing  streams  do  flow  ; 

Let  the  fiery,  cloudy  piUar 


Lead  me  all  my  journey  through ; 

Strong  Deliverer, 
Be  thou  still  my  Strength  and  Shie^     "^^ 

3  When  I  tread  the  verge  of  Jordan^ 
Bid  my  anxious  fears  subside ; 

Death  of  deathl  and  hell's  Destructkoi^/ 
Land  me  safe  on  Canaan's  side; 

Songs  of  pra&^s 
I  will  ever  give  to  tl^e. 

William  wniiaas 


KIVU.    P.  M. 


A.  ^''«.  SlTLLIVAV. 


Lttthaehar^BtwaathMBiraiM^  WakathaMiigof  gladBets:    Oodhim-ttlf  to  jojaadpnditTurBttlM] 


iTffrff^r 


'=f 
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I  JMj|itt  the  day  that  won  thoir  orowa,  Opened  heaTon'i  bright  portal.  As  thej  laid  the  mortal  down,    Tb  pot  en  thlai-i 


aourage  atU)  Qbcct. 
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E.  J.  Hopkins. 
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tHiii\i'/i\U^ 


s,  heavenly 


lead   us      0*er  the  world's  tempestuous  sea ;  Quard  us,  guide  us. 


sed  us,  For  we  have  no  help  but  thee;   C  Yet  pos-sessing  I 

(  Every  blessing,  |   If  our  Qod  our  Pa-ther  be. 


^^lj'^,FFl[:fritf#^ 


tavenly  Father,  lead  us 
irorld's  tempestaous  sea ; 
uide  us,  keep  us,  feed  us, 
ive  no  help  but  thee ; 
ng    Every  blessing, 
d  our  Father  be. 

)reathe  forgiveness  o'er  us ; 
eakness  thou  dost  know ; 
tread  this  earth  before  us ; 
ft  feel  its  keenest  woe ; 
reary,    Faint  and  weary, 
the  desert  thou  didst  go. 

>ur  God,  descending, 
earts  with  heavenly  joy ; 
very  passion  blending, 
that  can  never  cloy ; 
led.    Pardoned,  guided, 
san  our  peace  destroy. 

James  Edmeston. 
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Sayiour,  through  the  desert  lead  us, 
Without  thee  we  cannot  go ; 

Thou  from  cruel  chains  hast  freed  us, 
Thou  hast  laid  the  tyrant  low : 

Let  thy  presence 
Cheer  us  all  our  journey  through. 

2  When  we  halt,  no  track  discovering. 
Fearful  lest  we  go  astray. 

O'er  our  path  the  pillar  hovering. 
Fire  by  night  and  cloud  by  day, 

Shall  direct  us : 
Thus  we  shall  not  miss  our  way. 

3  When  our  foes  in  arms  assemble, 
Ready  to  obstruct  our  way, 

Suddenly  their  hearts  shall  tremble. 
Thou  wilt  strike  them  with  dismay ; 

And  thy  people, 
Led  by  £hee,  shall  win  the  day. 

Tbotnas  Kelly. 


M.    Tana— KSVnr. 

irch  new  anthems  raise ; 

song  of  gladness ; 
!  to  joy  and  praise 

martyrs'  sadness : 
lay  that  won  their  crown, 
eaven's  bright  portal, 
i  the  mortal  down 

the  immortal. 

iched  they  from  the  flame, 
torture  never  j 
Oman's  sharpest  aim, 
;st  endeavor : 


For  by  faith  they  saw  the  land 

Decked  in  all  its  glory, 
Where  triumphant  now  they  stand 

With  the  victor's  story. 

3  Up  and  follow.  Christian  men ! 

Press  through  toil  and  sorrow ; 
Spurn  the  night  of  fear,  and  then, 

Oh,  the  glorious  morrow ! 
Who  will  venture  on  the  strife  t 

Blest  who  first  begin  it ; 
Who  will  grasp  the  Land  of  Life  t 

Warriors,  up  and  win  it  I 
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8TIPHAV06.    8i,5fl,af. 


Wm.  H.  Monk. 
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Art  thou  weary,  art  thou  languid, 
Art  thou  soi*e  distressed  t 

"Come  to  me,"  saith  Cue,  "and  coming. 
Be  at  rest." 

2  Hath  he  marks  to  lead  me  to  him. 

If  he  be  my  Guide  t — 
"  In  his  feet  and  hand  are  wound-prints, 
And  his  side." 

3  Is  there  diadem,  as  Monarch, 

That  his  bi-ow  adorns  f — 
"  Yea,  a  crown,  in  very  surety ; 
But  of  thorns." 

4  If  I  find  him,  if  I  follow, 

What  his  guerdon  hei'e  t — 


"  Many  a  son*ow,  many  a  labor, 
Many  a  tear." 

5  If  I  still  hold  closely  to  him, 

What  hath  he  at  last  f — 
**  Sorrow  vanquished,  labor  ended, 
Jordan  passed." 

6  If  I  ask  him  to  receive  me, 

Will  he  say  me  nay  f — 
**  Not  till  earth,  and  not  till  heaven 
Pass  away." 

7  Finding,  following,  keeping,  strugglii 

Is  he  sure  to  bless  t — 
"  Saints,  apostles,  prophets,  martyrs, 
Answer,  Yes." 

J.  M.  Neale. 


BULLDIQIB.    8i,  5«,  Sf. 


E.  W.  BULLINGUr. 
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1  A^l  trusting  thee.  Lord  Jesus, 

Trusting  only  thee ! 
Trusting  thee  for  full  salvation. 
Great  and  free. 

2  I  am  trusting  thee  for  pardon. 

At  thy  feet  I  bow  ; 
For  thy  gi*ace  and  tender  mercy. 
Trusting  now. 

3  I  am  trusting  thee  for  cleansing 

In  the  crimson  flood ; 
Trusting  thee  to  make  me  holy 
By  thy  blood. 


4  I  am  trusting  thee  to  guide  me ; 

Thou  alone  shalt  lead. 
Every  day  and  hour  supplying 
All  my  need. 

5  I  am  trusting  thee  for  power. 

Thine  can  never  fail ; 
Words  which  thou  thyself  shalt  give  me 
Must  prevail. 

6  I  am  trusting  thee,  Lord  Jesus ; 

Never  let  me  fall ; 
I  am  trusting  thee  for  ever, 
And  for  all. 

Frmnces  R.  HavenraL 


Courage  and  <Ibeet. 
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RjjniOKT.  p.  a. 


P.  NiCOLAI. 


How  brifhtlj  ihiiiM  tha  Morning  Star!  What  ray  di-TinoitrMuai  from 


a  -  fiur!  Ood'i  rlo  -  ry    tAoro 
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•w  BRIGHTLY  shines  the  Morning  Star ! 

lat  ray  divine  streams  from  afar ! 

lod's  glory  there  is  shining. 

ght  beam  of  God !  which  scatters  night, 

d  guides  the  wandering  soul  aright, 

^liich  after  truth  is  pining : 

us !  God's  Word !  truth  revealing, 

TOW  healing,  soothe  our  sighing, 

f  our  tears,  and  end  our  dying. 

dy  comfort  here,  my  joy  above, 

n's  son,  son  of  the  Father's  love, 

enthroned  in  highest  heaven, 

th  my  whole  heart  thy  praise  I  sing ; 

thee,  our  Prophet,  Priest,  and  King, 

ie  endless  honors  given. 

nour,  to  thee,  trusting,  clinging, 

tne  I  bringing  soul  and  spirit, 

ee,  my  portion,  to  inherit. 

Ud  me,  my  God,  to  sing  thy  praise, 
ine  ageless  love,  thy  matchless  grace, 
Ji  Christ  our  Lord  appearing, 
len  such  a  gift  God  gave  for  thee. 


When  such  a  brother  true  is  he. 

Why  still,  my  soul,  be  fearing  t 
Choose  him,  know  him,  greatest,  dearest. 
Best,  and  nearest,  to  befriend  thee 
'Gainst  all  foes  who  may  offend  thee. 

4  To  him  who  conquered  death  and  hell. 
To  him  let  joyous  anthems  swell 

Throughout  heaven's  great  Forever. 
Praise  to  the  Lamb  that  once  was  slain, 
Glory  to  him  who  bore  our  pain. 

Flow  on,  an  endless  river !  , 

Earth  and  heaven — creatures  lowly. 
Angels  holy — join  your  voices, 
Till  the  world  with  praise  rejoices. 

5  Rejoice,  ye  heavens j  thou,  earth,  reply: 
With  praise,  ye  sinners,  fill  the  sky, 

For  this  his  incarnation. 
Incarnate  God,  put  forth  thy  power, 
Ride  on,  ride  on,  great  Conqueror, 

Till  all  know  thy  salvation. 
Amen,  amen :  hallelujah ! 
Hallelujah !  praise  be  given 
Evermore  by  earth  and  heaven ! 

J.  M.  Sloan,  tr. 


Stand   up,     my     soul,  shake  off     thy     fears.    And  gird     the     gos  •  pel       ar  •  mor      on; 
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March    to  the  gates     of     end  -  less       joy,     Where  Je  -  sus,    thy    great  Cap>tain  *s    gone. 

^    ^  ^    ^        r\  Qfr^V^- 
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Stand  up,  my  soul,  shake  off  thy  fears, 
And  gird  the  gospel  armor  on ; 

March  to  the  gates  of  endless  joy, 
Where  Jesus,  thy  great  Captain 's  gone. 

2  Hell  and  thy  sins  resist  thy  course. 
But  hell  and  sin  are  vanquished  foes ; 

Thy  Saviour  nailed  them  to  the  cross, 
And  sung  the  triumph  when  he  rose. 


3  Then  let  my  soul  march  boldly  on, — 
Press  forward  to  the  heavenly  gate ; 

There  peace  and  joy  eternal  reign. 
And  glittering  robes  for  conquerors 

4  There  shall  I  wear  a  starry  crown, 
And  triumph  in  almighty  grace. 

While  all  the  armies  of  the  skies 
Join  in  my  glorious  Leader's  praise. 


mSSIOVABT  CHABT.    L.  M. 


Charlbs  Zbunek. 
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Awake,  our  souls !  away,  our  fears ! 

Let  every  trembling  thought  be  gone ; 
Awake,  and  run  the  heavenly  race. 

And  put  a  cheerful  courage  on ! 

2  True,  't  is  a  straight  and  thorny  road. 
And  mortal  spirits  tire  and  faint ; 

the  mighty  God, 

,  of^every  saint- 


And  firm  endures,  while  endless  years 
Their  everlasting  circles  run. 

4  Prom  thee,  the  overflowing  spring, 
Our  souls  shall  drink  a  fresh  supply : 

While  such  as  trust  their  native  stren]^ 
Shall  melt  away,  and  droop,  and  die. 

5  Swift  as  an  eagle  cuts  the  air. 
We  Ul  mount  aloft  to  thine  abode ; 

On  wings  of  love  our  souls  shall  fly. 


Courage  and  Cbcec. 


LIAD  HE  OB.    p.  M. 


C  C.  Converse. 
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Traveling  to  the  better  land, 
O'er  the  desert's  scorching  sand, 
Father !  let  me  grasp  thy  hand ; 
Lead  me  on,  lead  me  on ! 

2  When  at  Marah,  parched  with  heat, 
I  the  sparkling  fountain  greet. 

Make  the  bitter  water  sweet ; 
Lead  me  on,  lead  me  on ! 

3  When  the  wilderness  is  drear. 
Show  me  Elim's  palm-grove  near. 
And  her  weUs,  as  crystal  clear : 

Lead  me  on,  lead  me  on ! 

4  Through  the  water,  through  the  fire. 
Never  let  me  fall  or  tire, 


mUTAVT.    10i,3L 


Every  step  brings  Canaan  nigher : 
Lead  me  on,  lead  me  on ! 

5  Bid  me  stand  on  Nebo's  height, 
Gaze  upon  the  land  of  light. 
Then,  transported  with  the  sight. 

Lead  me  on,  lead  me  on ! 

6  When  I  stand  on  Jordan's  brink. 
Never  let  me  fear  or  shrink ; 
Hold  me.  Father,  lest  I  sink : 

Lead  me  on,  lead  me  on ! 

7  When  the  victory  is  won, 
And  eternal  life  begun. 
Up  to  glory  lead  me  on ! 

Lead  me  on,  lead  me  on ! 


J.  Barn  BY. 


For     all    thy  saints,  who  from  their  1«  -  bora     rest,     Who    thee  by    faith   be  -  fore 
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iRTOrld  confessed,  Thy  name,  O   Je  -   sus,     be  for  ev  •  er  blest. 
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For  all  thy  saints,  who  from  their  labors  rest. 
Who  thee  by  faith  before  the  world  conf ess'd. 
Thy  name,  O  Jesus,  be  for  ever  blest. 

2  Oh,may  thy  soldiers,f  aithf  ul,true  and  bold. 
Fight  as  the  saints  who  nobly  fought  of  old. 
And  win,  with  them,  the  victor's  crown  of 

gold. 

3  Oh,  blest  communion,  fellowship  divine! 
We  feebly  struggle,  they  in  glory  shine ; 
Yet  all  are  one  in  thee,  for  all  are  thine. 


4  But,  lo,  there  breaks  a  yet  more  glorious 

day: 
The  saints  triumphant  rise  in  bright  array: 
The  King  of  glory  passes  on  his  way. 

5  From  earth's  wide  bounds,  from  ocean's 

farthest  coast, 
Through    gates    of   pearl  streams  in  the 

countless  host. 
Singing  to  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost. 


3'4 
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HUMMIL.    C.  M. 


C.  Zkunrk. 
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Oh,  for  a  thousand  tongues  to  sing 

My  dear  Redeemer's  praise ! 
The  glories  of  my  God  and  King, 

The  triumphs  of  his  grace ! 

2  My  gracious  Master  and  my  Qod ! 
Assist  me  to  proclaim, 

To  spread  through  all  the  earth  abroad 
The  honors  of  thy  name. 

3  Jesus — the  name  that  calms  my  fears, 
That  bids  my  sorrows  cease ; 

'T  is  music  to  my  ravished  ears ; 
'T  is  life,  and  health,  and  peace. 

4  He  breaks  the  power  of  canceled  sin, 
He  sets  the  prisoner  free ; 

His  blood  can  make  the  foulest  clean ; 
His  blood  availed  for  me. 

5  Let  us  obey,  we  then  shall  know. 
Shall  feel  our  sins  forgiven ; 

Anticipate  our  heaven  below. 
And  own  that  love  is  heaven. 

Charles  Wesley. 
FULBBBT.    a  M. 
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Oh,  for  a  faith  that  will  not  shrink 
Though  pressed  by  every  foe. 

That  will  not  tremble  on  the  brink 
Of  any  earthly  woe ;  — 

2  That  will  not  murmur  nor  complain 
Beneath  the  chastening  rod, 

But  in  the  hour  of  grief  or  pain 
Will  lean  upon  its  God ;  — 

3  A  faith  that  shines  more  bright  and  clear 
When  tempests  rage  without, 

That  when  in  danger  knows  no  fear, 
In  darkness  feels  no  doubt ;  — 

4  A  faith  that  keeps  the  narrow  way 
Till  life's  last  hour  is  fled. 

And  with  a  pure  and  heavenly  ray 
Lights  up  a  dying  bed. 

5  Lord !  give  us  such  a  faith  as  this, 
And  then,  whate'er  may  come, 

We  '11  taste  ev'n  here  the  hallowed  bliss 
Of  an  eternal  home. 

W.  ItBalbwrf- 
H.  J.  GAUNTLnr. 


fe%iiiiJiJuJjJirJp^ 

Olonr  to  God!  whose  wit]itM-trai]i.ThoM  horooa  bold i]ifkith.Could milo  an novn 


Olory  to  Ood !  whow  witnoM-traiiifThoie  htreoa  bold  in  fldthiCoald  milo  on  pomtj  and  pain,  And  trinaipb  ov^ia 


ffif^lffFlflfPffflU 


747  IHartjr.faitfi. 

Glory  to  God!  whose  witness-train, 

Those  heroes  bold  in  faith. 
Could  smile  on  poverty  and  pain. 

And  triumph  ev'n  in  death. 

2  Oh,  may  that  faith  our  hearts  sustain, 
Wherein  they  fearless  stood. 

When,  in  the  power  of  cruel  men. 
They  poured  their  willing  blood. 


3  God  whom  we  serve,  our  God,  can  save. 
Can  damp  the  scorching  flame. 

Can  build  an  ark,  can  smooth  the  wave, 
For  such  as  love  his  name. 

4  Lord !  if  thine  arm  support  us  still 
With  its  eternal  strength, 

We  shall  o'ercome  the  mightiest  ill, 
And  conquerors  prove  at  length. 

Tr.  fir.  Zlaceadofl 


Courage  and  Cbeer. 


A  -  wAke,  my  soul,  stretch  ev  -  ery  nerve,  And  press  with  vig  -  or        on ;  A       heavenly 
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Awake,  my  soul,  stretch  every  nerve, 

And  press  with  vigor  on ; 
A  heavenly  race  demands  thy  zeal, 

And  an  immortal  crown. 

2  A  cloud  of  witnesses  around 

Hold  thee  in  full  survey ; 
Forget  the  steps  already  trod, 

And  onward  urge  thy  way. 

3  'T  is  God's  all-animating  voice, 
That  calls  thee  from  on  high, 

'T  is  his  own  hand  presents  the  prize 
To  thine  aspiring  eye. 

4   Blest  Saviour,  introduced  by  thee, 

Have  I  my  race  begun ; 
-A.nd,  crowned  with  victory,  at  thy  feet 

I  '11  lay  my  honors  down. 

PhUip  DoddridgOb 
•  49  ^'  SBarfarr. 

A^  I  a  soldier  of  the  cross, 

A  follower  of  the  Lamb  t 
-^oid  shall  I  fear  to  own  his  cause. 

Or  blush  to  speak  his  name  t 

^    Must  I  be  carried  to  the  skies 

On  flowery  beds  of  easet 
^^hile  others  fought  to  win  the  prize, 

And  sailed  through  bloody  seast 

3    Are  there  no  foes  for  me  to  face  t 
Must  I  not  stem  the  flood  t 
this  vile  world  a  friend  to  gprace, 
To  help  me  on  to  God  t 


4  Sure  I  must  flght,  if  I  would  reign ; 
Increase  my  courage.  Lord ! 

I  '11  bear  the  toil,  endure  the  pain. 
Supported  by  thy  word. 

5  Thy  saints,  in  all  this  glorious  war, 
Shall  conquer,  though  they  die ; 

They  view  the  triumph  from  afar. 
And  seize  it  with  their  eye. 

6  When  that  illustrious  day  shall  rise, 
And  all  thine  armies  shine 

In  robes  of  victory  through  the  skies, 
The  glory  shall  be  thine. 

Isaac  Watts. 
7  50  *'  ^ '"«  "«*  «W)amfT»." 

1  'm  not  ashamed  to  own  my  Lord, 

Or  to  defend  his  cause ; 
Maintain  the  honor  of  his  word, 
The  glory  of  his  cross. 

2  Jesus,  my  God! — I  know  his  name— 
His  name  is  all  my  trust ) 

Nor  will  he  put  my  soul  to  shame, 
Nor  let  my  hope  be  lost. 

3  Firm  as  his  throne  his  promise  stands, 
And  he  can  well  secure 

What  I  've  committed  to  his  hands, 
Till  the  decisive  hour. 

4  Then  will  he  own  my  worthless  name 
Before  his  Father's  face. 

And  in  the  new  Jerusalem 
Appoint  my  soul  a  place. 


( 
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CUTLEB.    C.  M.  D. 


H.  S.  CUTUOL 
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The    Son     of  God  goes  forth  to  war,     A      king  -  ly  crown  to       gain;      His  blood-red  banner 
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The  Son  of  God  goes  forth  to  war, 

A  kingly  crown  to  gain ; 
His  blood-red  banner  streams  afar : 

Who  foUows  in  his  train  ? 
Who  best  can  drink  his  cup  of  woe, 

And  triumph  over  pain, 
Who  patient  bears  his  cross  below — 

He  follows  in  his  train. 

2  The  martyr  first,  whose  eagle  eye 
Could  pierce  beyond  the  grave, 

Who  saw  his  Master  in  the  sky, 

And  called  on  him  to  save : 
Like  him,  with  pardon  on  his  tongue. 

In  midst  of  mortal  pain, 
He  prayed  for  them  that  did  the  wrong : 

Who  follows  in  his  train  t 

3  A  glorious  band,  the  chosen  few, 

On  whom  the  Spirit  came :         [knew. 
Twelve  valiant  saints,  their  hope  they 

And  mocked  the  cross  and  flame. 
They  climbed  the  dizzy  steep  to  heaven 

Through  peril,  toil,  and  pain : 
0  God  !  to  us  may  grace  be  given 

To  follow  in  their  train ! 

Reginald  Heber. 


752  SxotJ.J^O:  39-38. 

Long  as  the  darkening  cloud  abode, 

So  long  did  Israel  rest; 
Nor  moved  they  till  the  guiding  Lord 

In  brightness  stood  confessed : 
Father  of  spirits !    Light  of  life ! 

Now  lift  the  cloudy  vail ! 
Shine  forth  in  fire  amid  that  night 

Whose  blackness  makes  us  quail ! 

2  'T  is  done !    To  Christ  the  power  given ; 
He  rends  the  vail  away ; 

O'er  earth  a  splendor  pours  from  heaven, 
That  makes  our  darkness  —  day ! 

Rise  then,  and  follow,  all  the  host, 
His  glory  who  precedes ! 

This  true  Shechinah,  which  we  boast^ 
To  the  true  Canaan  leads. 

3  The  city  there  is  jasper-built. 
The  sea,  a  golden  fire. 

And  underneath  the  emerald  bow 

Sings  an  immortal  choir ! 
Oh,  thither  lead  us,  Lord  of  light ! 

Through  all  this  wilderness ; 
Till  in  the  glory  of  that  sight 

We  perfect  are  in  bliss ! 

(^coqre  Riduuds.  aliL 


Courage  and  Cbccv. 


317 


ABCADIA.    C.  M. 


Thomas  Hastings. 


things  on  earth,  least  like  What  men     a-gree  to    praise,    What  men  a  -  gree . 


to     praise. 
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God's  glory  is  a  wondrous  thing, 
Most  strange  in  all  its  ways, 

And,  of  all  things  on  earth,  least  like 
What  men  agree  to  praise. 

2  Oh,  blest  is  he  to  whom  is  given 

The  instinct  that  can  tell 
That  God  is  on  the  field,  when  he 

Is  most  invisible ! 

3  -And  blest  is  he  who  can  divine 

^Where  real  right  doth  lie, 
-A^xid  dares  to  take  the  side  that  seems 
^rong  to  man's  blindfold  eye ! 

4-     Oh,  learn  to  scorn  the  praise  of  men ! 
Oh,  learn  to  lose  with  God ! 
or  Jesus  won  the  world  through  shame, 
And  beckons  thee  his  road. 

And  right  is  right,  since  God  is  God ; 
And  right  the  day  must  win ; 
D  doubt  would  be  disloyalty, 
To  falter  would  be  sin ! 

Frederick  W.  Faber. 

?^  ^4  «n«»».nn.  Brut. 

'^   ^ATHEB  of  love,  our  Guide  and  Friend, 

Oh,  lead  us  gently  on, 
xtil  life's  trial-time  shall  end. 

And  heavenly  peace  be  won. 

We  know  not  what  the  path  may  be 
As  yet  by  us  untrod ; 
xit  we  can  trust  our  all  to  thee. 
Our  Father  and  our  God. 


3  But  if  some  darker  lot  be  good, 
Oh,  teach  us  to  endure 

The  sorrow,  pain,  or  solitude. 
That  makes  the  spirit  pure. 

4  Christ  by  no  flowery  pathway  came, 
And  we,  his  followers  here, 

Must  do  thy  will  and  praise  thy  name, 
In  hope,  and  love,  and  fear. 

5  And,  till  in  heaven  we  sinless  bow, 
And  faultless  anthems  raise, 

O  Father,  Son,  and  Spirit,  now 
Accept  our  feeble  praise. 

William  J.  Irons. 

755  Im.  33:6-10. 

Sing,  all  ye  ransomed  of  the  Lord, 

Your  gre&t  Deliverer  sing : 
Ye  pilgrims,  now  for  Zion  bound, 

Be  joyful  in  your  King. 

2  His  hand  divine  shall  lead  you  on, 
Through  all  the  blissful  road ; 

Till  to  the  sacred  mount  you  rise, 
And  see  your  gracious  God. 

3  Bright  garlands  of  immortal  joy 
Shall  bloom  on  every  head ; 

While  sorrow,  sighing,  and  distress. 
Like  shadows,  all  are  fled. 

4  March  on  in  your  Redeemer's  strength  j 
Pursue  his  footsteps  still ; 

And  let  the  prospect  cheer  your  eye 
While  laboring  up  the  hill. 

Philip  Doddridge. 
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Cbtfdtfan  Bxpetfence. 


ALEXAHDBS  8.  M. 


Charlbs  Zeuner. 
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7&6  Our  iSalbation  Krar. 

Your  harps,  ye  trembling  saints, 
Down  from  the  willows  take : 

Loud  to  the  praise  of  love  divine 
Bid  every  string  awake. 

2  Though  in  a  foreign  land, 
We  are  not  far  from  home ; 

And  nearer  to  our  house  above 
We  every  moment  come. 

3  His  grace  will  to  the  end 
Stronger  and  brighter  shine ; 

Nor  present  thingfs,  nor  things  to  come, 
Shall  quench  the  spark  divine. 


OLMUTZ.    8.  M. 


4  When  we  in  darkness  walk, 
Nor  feel  the  heavenly  flame, 

Then  is  the  time  to  tnist  our  God, 
And  rest  upon  his  name. 

5  Soon  shall  our  doubts  and  fears 
Subside  at  his  control; 

His  loving-kindness  shall  break  through 
The  midnight  of  the  soul. 

6  Blest  is  the  man,  O  God, 
Who  stays  himself  on  thee ; 

Who  waits  for  thy  salvation.  Lord, 
Shall  thy  salvation  see. 

A.  M.  TapU<a 
Arr.  by  L.  Mason. 
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757         "  Sc  of  ttooH  CottrBgr.** 

Give  to  the  winds  thy  fears ; 

Hope,  and  be  undismayed ; 
God  hears  thy  sighs  and  counts  thy  tears ; 

God  shall  lift  up  thy  head. 

2  Through  waves,  and  clouds,  and  storms, 
He  gently  clears  thy  way ; 

Wait  thou  his  time ;  so  shall  this  night 
Soon  end  in  joyous  day. 

3  What  though  thou  rulest  not ! 
Yet  heaven,  and  earth,  and  hell 

Proclaim,  God  sitteth  on  the  throne. 
And  ruleth  all  things  well. 

4  Far,  far  above  thy  thought 
His  counsel  shall  appear. 

When  fully  he  the  work  has  wrought 
That  caused  thy  needless  fear. 

lohn  Wesley,  tr. 


758      "OKeffld  not  C^o  l^fr." 

My  soul,  weigh  not  thy  life 
Against  thy  heavenly  crown ; 

Nor  suffer  Satan's  deadliest  strife 
To  beat  thy  courage  down. 

2  With  prayer  and  crying  strong, 
Hold  on  the  fearful  fight. 

And  let  the  breaking  day  prolong 
The  wrestling  of  the  night. 

3  The  battle  soon  will  yield, 
If  thou  thy  part  fulfill  ; 

For  strong  as  is  the  hostile  shield, 
Thy  sword  is  stronger  still. 

4  Thine  armor  is  divine. 
Thy  feet  with  victory  shod ; 

And  on  thy  head  shall  quickly  shine 
The  diadem  of  God. 

l-coaard  Swaia 


RIALTa    8.  M. 


Coarage  and  Qbcct. 
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Geo.  F.  Root. 
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759  "  JfOob«t>  Mixta:' 

1  STAND  on  Zion's  mount, 
And  view  my  starry  crown ; 

No  power  on  earth  my  hope  can  shake, 
Nor  hell  can  thrust  me  down. 

2  The  lofty  hills  and  towers, 
That  lift  their  heads  on  high, 

Shall  all  be  leveled  low  in  dust — 
Their  very  names  shall  die. 

3  The  vaulted  heavens  shall  fall. 
Built  by  Jehovah's  hands ; 

But  firmer  than  the  heavens,  the  Rock 
Of  my  salvation  stands! 

Jciteph  Swmin. 

760  "ttort^  toxi^  HSrrping.'* 

The  harvest  dawn  is  near. 

The  year  delays  not  long ; 
And  he  who  sows  with  many  a  tear. 

Shall  reap  with  many  a  song. 

2  Sad  to  his  toil  he  goes. 
His  seed  with  weeping  leaves ; 

But  he  shall  come,  at  twilight's  close, 
And  bring  his  golden  sheaves. 

George  But^t 


VEIMA.    8.  M. 


761      "  ^  ^^'  ^  Ctrif t." 

For  me  to  live  is  Christ, 

To  die  is  endless  gain ; 
For  him  I  gladly  bear  the  cross, 

And  welcome  grief  and  pain. 

2  A  pilgrimage  my  lot, 
My  home  is  in  the  skies ; 

I  nightly  pitch  my  tent  below, 
And  daily  higher  rise. 

3  I  fare  with  Christ  my  Lord ; 
His  path  the  path  I  choose ; 

They  joy  who  suffer  most  with  him — 
They  win  who  with  him  lose. 

4  The  dawn  on  distant  hills 
Shines  o'er  the  vales  below ; 

The  shadows  of  this  world  are  lost 
In  light  to  which  I  go. 

5  My  journey  soon  will  end. 
My  scrip  and  staff  laid  doMrn: 

Oh,  tempt  me  not  with  earthly  toys — 
I  go  to  wear  a  crown. 

Anon. 


R.  A.  Smith. 


76S      ^^'  Panopio  of  ttoH. 

Soldiers  of  Christ,  arise, 

And  put  your  armor  on, 
Strong  in  the  strength  which  God  supplies 

Through  his  eternal  Son. 

2  Strong  in  the  Lord  of  hosts, 

And  in  his  mighty  power, 
Who  in  the  strength  of  Jesus  tru.sts, 

Is  more  than  conqueror. 


3  Stand,  then,  in  his  great  might. 
With  all  his  strength  endued. 

And  take,  to  arm  you  for  the  fight, 
The  panoply  of  God;  — 

4  That,  having  all  things  done. 
And  all  your  conflicts  past, 

Ye  may  overcome  through  Christ  alone. 
And  stand  entire  at  last. 

Charies  Wesley. 
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Cbridtian  Bspetfence. 


LBIOHTOV.    8.  M. 


H.  W.  Grkatorbx. 
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763  Psalm  00. 

Arise,  ye  saints,  arise ! 

The  Lord  our  Leader  is ; 
The  foe  before  his  banner  flies, 

And  victory  is  his. 

2  We  follow  thee,  our  Guide, 
Our  Saviour,  and  our  King ! 

We  follow  thee,  through  grace  supplied 
From  heaven's  eternal  spring. 

3  We  soon  shall  see  the  day 
When  all  our  toils  shall  cease ; 

When  we  shall  cast  our  arms  away, 
And  dwell  in  endless  peace. 

4  This  hope  supports  us  here ; 
It  makes  our  burdens  light ; 

'T  will  serve  our  drooping  hearts  to  cheer. 
Till  faith  shall  end  in  sight. 

5  Till,  of  the  prize  possessed. 
We  hear  of  war  no  more  j 

And  ever  with  our  Leader  rest. 
On  yonder  peaceful  shore. 

Thomas  Kelly. 
LABAV.    8.  M. 


764       Cfiristtan  ^ilgjimM, 

The  people  of  the  Lord 
Are  on  their  way  to  heaven ; 

There  they  obtain  their  great  reward ; 
The  prize  will  there  be  given. 

2  'T  is  conflict  here  below ; 

'T  is  triumph  there,  and  peace : 
On  earth  we  wrestle  with  the  foe ; 
In  heaven  our  conflicts  cease. 

3  'T  is  gloom  and  darkness  here ; 
'T  is  light  and  joy  above  j 

There  all  is  pure,  and  all  is  clear ; 
There  all  is  peace  and  love. 

4  There  rest  shall  follow  toil. 
And  ease  succeed  to  care : 

The  victors  there  divide  the  spoil ; 
They  sing  and  triumph  there. 

5  Then  let  us  joyful  sing : 
The  conflict  is  not  long : 

We  hope  in  heaven  to  praise  our  King 
In  one  eternal  song. 

Thoouks  Kelly. 
LowKLL  Mason. 


My     ionl,  be  on  thy  i^nardf  Ten  tbonaandfoea  a-riae;    And    hoeteof  ain  are  preae-ing  hard  To  draw  thee  fhm  the  akiee. 
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765  "Umattfj." 

My  soul,  be  on  thy  guard. 
Ten  thousand  foes  arise ; 

And  hosts  of  sin  are  pressing  hard 
To  draw  thee  from  the  skies. 

2  Oh,  watch,  and  flght,  and  pray ! 

The  battle  ne'er  give  o'er ; 
Renew  it  boldly  every  day, 

And  help  divine  implore. 


3  Ne'er  think  the  victory  won. 
Nor  lay  thine  armor  down ; 

Thine  arduous  work  will  not  be  done, 
Till  thou  obtain  thy  crown. 

4  Fight  on,  my  soul,  till  death 
Shall  bring  thee  to  thy  God ! 

He  '11  take  thee  at  thy  parting  breath, 
Up  to  his  blest  abode. 


i 


Coara^e  anO  Cbeer. 
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owmr.  8.  M. 


J.  E.  SWBSTSBR. 


OhfWhAtyif   waartChrUt'i,  Iiearti&lyihamt  or    IomI  Bright  shall  thterown  of  glory  b«»Wlitaw6hAT«  bonie  the  oron. 


766     " ^>"  ^^^LciB,  biz  Ittdfl." 

Oh,  what,  if  we  are  Christ's, 

Is  earthly  shame  or  loss  ¥ 
Bright  shall  the  crown  of  glory  be, 

When  we  have  borne  the  cross. 

2  Keen  was  the  trial  once, 
Bitter  the  cup  of  woe, 

When  martyred  saints,  baptized  in  blood, 
Christ's  sufferingfs  shared  below. 

3  Bright  is  their  glory  now, 
Bomidless  their  joy  above, 

Where,  on  the  bosom  of  their  God, 
They  rest  in  perfect  love. 

4  Lord,  may  that  grace  be  ours ! 
Like  them  in  faith  to  bear 

All  that  of  sorrow,  grief,  or  pain, 
May  be  our  portion  here ! 

$  Enough,  if  thou  at  last 

The  word  of  blessing  give, 
And  let  us  rest  beneath  thy  feet, 

Where  saints  and  angels  live! 

Henry  W.  Baker. 


767      "ifta^e*«fr." 

I  HEAR  the  words  of  love, 
I  gaze  upon  the  blood, 

1  see  the  mighty  sacrifice, 
And  I  have  peace  with  God. 

2  'T  is  everlasting  peace. 
Sure  as  Jehovah's  name ; 

'T  is  stable  as  his  steadfast  throne, 
For  evermore  the  same. 

3  The  clouds  may  go  and  come, 
And  storms  may  sweep  my  sky ; 

This  blood-sealed  friendship  changes  not, 
The  cross  is  ever  nigh. 

4  I  change — he  changes  not; 
The  Christ  can  never  die; 

His  love,  not  mine,  the  resting-place  ; 
His  truth,  not  mine,  the  tie. 

5  My  love  is  ofttimes  low. 
My  joy  still  ebbs  and  flows ; 

But  peace  with  him  remains  the  same, 
No  change  Jehovah  knows. 

Horatius  Bonar. 


OUASDIAH.    6f,4t. 


H.  T.  Lbslib. 


Saviour  and  Lord  of    all,  Turn  every  heart  to  thee;  Guard  ut  and  guide  ut  safe  O  -  ver  life's  tea. 


768       ^BtT  for  Help. 

Saviour  and  Lord  of  all. 
Turn  every  heart  to  thee ; 

Guard  us  and  guide  us  safe 
Over  life's  sea. 

2  When  we  are  f uU  of  grief. 

Victims  of  anxious  fear, 
21 


Give  thou  our  hearts  relief, 
Jesus,  be  near. 

3  Brighten  our  darkest  hour. 
Till  the  last  hour  shall  come ; 

Then,  in  thy  love  and  power, 
Oh,  take  us  home ! 

T.  R.  Taylor. 
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OHWASD.    lu. 


H.  J.  Gauntlstt. 
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769  "<n  V"^'^  ^^^•'' 

Oft  in  danger,  oft  in  woe, 
Onward,  Christians,  onward  go : 
Fight  the  fight,  maintain  the  strife, 
Strengthened  with  the  bread  of  life. 

2  Onward,  Christians,  onward  go. 
Join  the  war,  and  face  the  foe : 
Will  ye  flee  in  danger's  honr  ? 
Know  ye  not  your  Captain's  power  ? 

3  Let  your  drooping  hearts  be  glad : 
March  in  heavenly  armor  clad : 
Fight,  nor  think  the  battle  long. 
Victory  soon  shall  tune  your  song. 

4  Let  not  sorrow  dim  your  eye, 
Soon  shall  every  tear  be  dry  ; 
Let  not  fears  your  course  impede. 
Great  your  strength,  if  great  your  need. 

5  Onward  then  in  battle  move. 
More  than  conquerors  ye  shall  prove ; 
Though  opposed  by  many  a  foe, 
Christian  soldiers,  onward  go. 


H.1C  White.    F.  F.  Maitland. 


CTFBUS.    lu. 


770  iStrong  in  Cntft. 

Lord,  thou  art  my  Bock  of  strength, 
And  my  home  is  in  thine  arms ; 

Thou  wilt  send  me  help  at  length, 
And  I  feel  no  wild  alarms. 

2  When  my  trials  tarry  long. 
Unto  thee  I  look  and  wait. 

Knowing  none,  though  keen  and  strong^ 
Can  my  trust  in  thee  abate. 

3  And  this  faith  I  long  have  nursed 
Comes  alone,  O  God,  from  thee ; 

Thou  my  heart  didst  open  first, 
Thou  didst  set  this  hope  in  me. 

4  Let  thy  mercy's  wings  be  spread 
O'er  me,  keep  me  close  to  thee ; 

In  the  peace  thy  love  doth  shed 
Let  me  dwell  eternally. 

5  Be  my  all ;  in  all  I  do. 
Let  me  only  seek  thy  will : 

Where  the  heart  to  thee  is  true, 
All  is  peaceful,  calm  and  still. 


Ait.  Ir.  Mbndklssohn. 


owof  alCghtyRoekfStrttehingo'erawHuryland,  Eidt  me  from  thstampaifiihoeki  Let  main  titythutantud. 
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771       **^*  iSfKiHoto  of  B  Borfc.'* 

Shadow  of  a  Mighty  Bock, 
Stretching  o'er  a  weary  land. 

Hide  me  from  the  tempest's  shock. 
Let  me  in  thy  shelter  stand. 

2  When  thy  Presence,  O  my  God, 
Brighter  is  than  I  can  see, 

Shadow  on  the  heavenward  road, 
Let  me  find  my  shade  in  thee. 


rfirirn'i  rJi,'  j » 
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3  Out  of  thee  are  shades  of  death. 
Weary  ways,  and  hours  unblest ; 

Shadow  of  the  Bock,  beneath 
Thee  alone  are  joy  and  rest. 

4  Till  the  race  of  life  be  run, 
Till  my  soul  in  rest  be  laid, 

God  of  gods,  thou  art  my  Sun ; 
Son  of  God,  be  thou  my  Shade ! 


J.  S.  B.  MooseU. 


Coutadc  anO  Cbeet. 


THKXDOBA.    Ti^ 


Arr.  fr.  Handbu 
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772     " ^^*  Sbrrbutfng  ftrms." 

EvERLAfiTiNO  arms  of  love 
Are  beneath,  arotmdy  above ; 
He  who  left  his  throne  of  light, 
And  xinnumbered  angels  bright; 

2  He  who  on  the  accurst  tree 
Gave  his  precious  life  for  me ; 
He  it  is  that  bears  me  on, 
His  the  arm  I  lean  upon. 

FLKYK/S  ETiar.    7g. 


3  All  things  hasten  to  decay, 
Earth  and  sea  will  pass  away ; 
Soon  will  yonder  circling  sun 
Cease  his  blazing  course  to  run. 

4  Scenes  will  vary,  friends  grow  strange. 
But  the  Changeless  cannot  change : 
Gladly  will  I  journey  on, 

With  his  arm  to  lean  upon. 

John  R.  MacduflT. 
Ignacb  Plbykl. 
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773  bataf)  35:6-10. 

Children  of  the  heavenly  King, 
As  ye  journey,  sweetly  sing ; 
Sing  your  Saviour's  worthy  praise. 
Glorious  in  his  works  and  ways. 

2  Te  are  traveling  home  to  God 
In  the  way  the  fathers  trod ; 
They  are  happy  now,  and  ye 
Soon  their  happiness  shall  see. 

3  Shout,  ye  little  flock,  and  blest ! 
Ton  on  Jesus'  throne  shall  rest ; 
There  your  seat  is  now  prepared ; 
There  your  kingdom  and  reward. 

4  Fear  not,  brethren ;  joyful  stand 
On  the  borders  of  your  land ; 
Jesus  Christ,  your  Father's  Son, 
Bids  you  undismayed  go  on. 

5  Lord,  submissive  make  us  go. 
Gladly  leaving  all  below ; 
Only  thou  our  Leader  be, 

And  we  still  will  follow  thee. 

Tohn  Cennick. 


774        BtTif  rming  %abt. 

Now  BEGIN  the  heavenly  theme. 
Sing  aloud  in  Jesus'  name ; 
Ye  who  Jesus'  kindness  prove, 
Triumph  in  redeeming  love.^ 

2  Ye  who  see  the  Father's  grace 
Beaming  in  the  Saviour's  face, 
As  to  Canaan  on  ye  move. 
Praise  and  bless  redeeming  love. 

3  Mourning  souls,  dry  up  your  tears ; 
Banish  all  your  guilty  fears ; 

See  your  g^ilt  and  curse  remove, 
Canceled  by  redeeming  love. 

4  Welcome,  all  by  sin  opprest, 
Welcome  to  his  sacred  rest ; 
Nothing  brought  him  from  above. 
Nothing  but  redeeming  love. 

5  Hither,  then,  your  music  bring. 
Strike  aloud  each  jojrf ul  string ; 
Mortals,  join  the  host  above. 
Join  to  praise  redeeming  love. 

John  Lan^ord. 
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Cbri0tfan  Bsperience. 


Arr.  fir.  Haydn. 
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776  "«n  junncff  ." 

Jesus,  thou  source  of  calm  repose, 
All  fullness  dwells  in  thee  divine ; 

Our  strength  to  quell  the  proudest  foes ; 
Our  light,  in  deepest  gloom  to  shine ; 

Thou  art  our  fortress,  strength  and  tower. 

Our  trust  and  portion,  evermore. 

2  Jesus,  our  Comforter  thou  art ; 
Our  rest  in  toil,  our  ease  in  pain ; 

The  balm  to  heal  each  broken  heart. 

In  storms  our  peace,  in  loss  our  gain ; 
Our  joy  beneath  the  worldling's  frown ; 
In  shame,  our  glory  and  our  crown  j  — 

3  In  want,  our  plentiful  supply ; 

In  weakness,  our  almighty  power ; 
In  bonds,  our  perfect  liberty  jj 

Our  refuge  in  temptation's  hour ; 
Our  comfort  when  in  grief  and  thrsAl ; 
Our  life  in  death ;  our  all  in  all. 

Charles  Wesley. 
776  ^tnutl.    «m.32:3t. 

Come,  O  thou  Traveler  unknown ! 

Whom  still  I  hold,  but  cannot  see, 
My  company  before  is  gone. 

And  I  am  left  alone  with  thee ; 
With  thee  all  night  I  mean  to  stay. 
And  Mrrestle  till  the  break  of  day. 

2  I  need  not  tell  thee  who  I  am ; 

My  sin  and  misery  declare ; 
Thyself  hast  called  me  by  my  name ; 

Look  on  thy  hands  and  read  it  there ; 
But  who,  I  ask  thee,  who  art  thou  ? 
Tell  me  thy  name,  and  tell  me  now. 


3  My  prayer  hath  power  with  God;  the  grace 
Unspes^ble  I  now  receive ; 

Through  faith  I  see  thee  face  to  face' — 

I  see  thee  face  to  face  and  live ! 
In  vain  I  have  not  wept  and  strove ; 
Thy  nature  and  thy  name  is  Love. 

4  I  know  thee.  Saviour!  who  thou  art — 
Jesus,  the  feeble  sinner's  Friend ; 

Nor  wilt  thou  with  the  night  depart. 
But  stay  and  love  me  to  the  end ; 
Thy  mercies  never  shall  remove ; 
Thy  nature  and  thy  name  is  Love. 

Charles  Wesley. 

777  in  Christ  «Ioiu. 

Mt  hope  is  built  on  nothing  less 

Than  Jesus'  blood  and  righteousness ; 

1  dare  not  trust  the  sweetest  frame, 
But  wholly  lean  on  Jesus'  name : 
On  Christ,  the  solid  rock,  I  stand ; 
All  other  ground  is  sinking  sand. 

2  When  darkness  seems  to  vail  his  face, 
I  rest  on  his  unchanging  gn:*ace ; 

In  every  high  and  stormy  gale, 
My  anchor  holds  within  the  vail ; 
On  Christ,  the  solid  rock,  I  stand ; 
All  other  ground  is  sinking  sand. 

3  His  oath,  his  covenant,  and  blood, 
Support  me  in  the  whelming  flood ; 
When  all  around  my  soul  gives  way. 
He  then  is  all  my  hope  and  stay : 
On  Christ,  the  solid  rock,  I  stand  ; 
All  other  ground  is  sinking  sand. 


J 


Edward  Mott. 
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J.  Baknby. 
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778  " Jffttf,  ma  EotW 

Jesus,  my  Lord,  my  God,  my  all ! 
Blest  Saviour,  hear  me  when  I  call ) 
Ohj  hear,  and  from  thy  dwelling-place 
Pour  down  the  riches  of  thy  grace : 
Jesus,  my  Lord,  I  thee  adore — 
Oh,  make  me  love  thee  more  and  more ! 

2  Jesus,  alas !  too  coldly  sought. 
How  can  I  love  thee  as  I  ought  ¥ 
And  how  extol  thy  matchless  fame. 
The  glorious  beauty  of  thy  name  f 
Jesus,  my  Lord,  I  thee  adore — 

Oh,  make  me  love  thee  more  and  more ! 

3  Jesus!  of  thee  shall  be  my  song ; 
To  thee  my  heart  and  soul  belong ; 
All  that  I  am  or  have  is  thine, 

And  thou,  my  Saviour,  thou  art  mine ! 

Jesus,  my  Lord,  I  thee  adore — 

Oh,  make  me  love  thee  more  and  more ! 

Henry  Collins. 
779  "^0  JStrrngt^,  mg  Cotorr." 

Thee  will  I  love,  my  Strength,  my  Tower ! 
Thee  will  I  love,  my  Joy,  my  Crown ! 
Thee  will  I  love,  with  all  my  power; 
In  all  thy  works,  and  thee  sdone : 
Thee  will  I  love,  till  thy  pure  fire 
Fill  my  whole  soul  with  chaste  desire. 

2  I  thank  thee,  uncreated  Sun ! 

That  thy  bright  beams  on  me  have  shined. 

I  thank  thee,  who  hast  overthrown 

My  foes,  and  healed  my  wounded  mind. 

I  thank  thee,  whose  enlivening  voice 

Bids  my  freed  heart  in  thee  rejoice. 
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3  Uphold  me  in  the  doubtful  race, 
Nor  suffer  me  again  to  stray ; 
Strengthen  my  feet,  with  steady  pace, 
Still  to  press  forward  in  thy  way ; 

That  all  my  powers,  with  all  their  might, 
In  thy  sole  glory  may  unite. 

4  Thee  will  I  love,  my  Joy,  my  Crown ! 
Thee  will  I  love,  my  Lord,  my  God ! 
Thee  will  I  love,  beneath  thy  frown 
Or  smile,  thy  scepter  or  thy  rod. 
Though  my  heart  fail  and  flesh  decay. 
Thee  shall  I  love  in  endless  day. 

J.  Wesley,  tr- 
7  80  "  ^^0  Vounblf fli  l^fir/' 

Jesus,  thy  boundless  love  to  me 

No  thought  can  reach,  no  tongue  declare ; 
Oh,  knit  my  thankful  heart  to  thee. 

And  reign  without  a  rival  there : 
Thine  wholly,  thine  alone,  I  am  j 
Be  thou  alone  my  constant  flame. 

2  Oh,  grant  that  nothing  in  my  soul 
May  dwell,  but  thy  pure  love  alone : 

Oh,  may  thy  love  possess  me  whole,  — 
My  joy,  my  treasure,  and  my  crown : 
Strange  flames  far  from  my  heart  remove ; 
My  every  act,  word,  thought,  be  love. 

3  O  Love !  how  cheering  is  thy  ray ! 
All  pain  before  thy  presence  flies ; 

Care,  anguish,  sorrow,  melt  away, 

Where'er  thy  healing  beams  arise : 
0  Jesus !  nothing  may  I  see, 
Nothing  desire,  or  seek  but  thee ! 

J.  Wesley,  tr. 
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781  Cfte  Kamr  "  Jffiw." 

Jesus  !  name  of  wondrous  love ! 
Name  all  other  names  above ! 
Unto  which  must  every  knee 
Bow  in  deep  humility. 

2  Jesus !  name  decreed  of  old : 
To  the  maiden  mother  told. 
Kneeling  in  her  lowly  cell, 

By  the  angel  Gabriel. 

3  Jesus !  name  of  priceless  worth 
To  the  fallen  sons  of  earth, 

For  the  promise  that  it  gave — 
''Jesus  shall  his  people  save." 

4  Jesus !  only  name  that  ^s  given 
Under  all  the  mighty  heaven, 
Whereby  man,  to  sin  enslaved, 
Bursts  his  fetters,  and  is  saved. 

5  Jesus !  name  of  wondrous  love ! 
Human  name  of  God  above ; 
Pleading  only  this  we  flee. 
Helpless,  0  our  God,  to  thee. 


WllUam  W.  How. 


ST.  BUS.    71. 


782  "  imnuinttf  L" 

Sweeter  sounds  than  music  knows 
Charm  me  in  ImmanuePs  name ; 

All  her  hopes  my  spirit  owes 
To  his  birth,  and  cross,  and  shame. 

2  When  he  came,  the  angels  sung, 
"  Glory  be  to  God  on  high :" 

Lord,  imloose  my  stammering  tongue ; 
Who  should  louder  sing  than  If 

3  Did  the  Lord  a  man  become. 
That  he  might  the  law  fulfill. 

Bleed  and  suffer  in  my  room, — 
And  canst  thou,  my  tongue,  be  stUl  ? 

4  No ;  I  must  my  praises  bring. 
Though  they  worthless  are,  and  weak 

For  should  I  refuse  to  sing. 
Sure  the  very  stones  would  speak. 

5  O  my  Saviour !  Shield  and  Sun, 
Shepherd,  Brother,  Lord,  and  Friend 

Every  precious  name  in  one ! 
I  will  love  thee  without  end. 

John 


J.  B.  Dykss. 
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783         "  Wtogrti)rr  l^brlo." 

Earth  has  nothing  sweet  or  fair. 
Lovely  forms  or  beauties  rare. 
But  before  my  eyes  they  bring 
Christ,  of  beauty  Source  and  Spring. 

2  When  the  morning  paints  the  skies, 
When  the  golden  simbeams  rise, 
Then  my  Saviour's  form  I  find 
Brightly  imaged  on  my  mind. 


3  When  the  star-beams  pierce  the  night. 
Oft  I  think  on  Jesus'  light ; 

Think  how  bright  that  light  will  be. 
Shining  through  eternity. 

4  Come,  Lord  Jesus !  and  dispel 
This  dark  cloud  in  which  I  dwell. 
And  to  me  the  power  impart 

To  behold  thee  as  thou  art. 

Frances  E.  Cox.  tr. 


XovCf  and  Commutifoti  wftb  Cbtiat 
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7  84  "  Co  Etbt  if  C^Tiflt." 

CHRiSTy  of  all  my  hopes  the  Ground, 
Christ,  the  Spring  of  all  my  joy, 

£till  in  Uiee  let  me  be  found. 
Still  for  thee  my  powers  employ. 

2  Fountain  of  o'erflowing  grace ! 
Freely  from  thy  fullness  give; 

TTill  I  close  my  earthly  race, 
Be  it  "  Christ  for  me  to  live  !^ 

3  Firmly  trusting  in  thy  blood, 
Nothing  shall  my  heart  confound  ; 

Safely  I  shall  pass  the  flood, 
Safely  reach  ImmanuePs  ground. 

4  When  I  touch  the  blessed  shore, 
Back  the  closing  waves  shall  roll ! 

Death's  dark  stream  shall  nevermore 
Part  from  thee  my  ravished  souL 

5  Thus — oh,  thus  an  entrance  give 
To  the  land  of  cloudless  sky ; 

Having  known  it  "  Christ  to  live," 
Let  me  know  it  '^  gain  to  die." 

Ralph  Wardlaw. 
785         "  tH'  ^^^  ^^^^  ^•" 

Savioub  !  teach  me,  day  by  day. 
Love's  sweet  lesson  to  obey ; 
Sweeter  lesson  cannot  be, — 
Loving  him  who  first  loved  me. 

2  With  a  child-like  heart  of  love. 
At  thy  bidding  may  I  move ; 
Prompt  to  serve  and  follow  thee, 
Loving  him  who  first  loved  me. 
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3  Teach  me  all  thy  steps  to  trace. 
Strong  to  follow  in  thy  grace ; 
Learning  how  to  love  from  thee, 
Loving  him  who  first  loved  me. 

4  Love  in  loving  finds  employ — 
In  obedience  all  her  joy ; 

Ever  new  that  joy  will  be, 
Loving  him  who  first  loved  me. 

5  Thus  may  I  rejoice  to  show 
That  I  feel  the  love  I  owe ; 
Singing,  till  thy  face  I  see. 

Of  his  love  who  first  loved  me. 

Jane  E.  LeesoiL 
7  86         "  ^^^^  ^*  CrudSrTi.'* 

Ask  ye  what  great  thing  I  know 
That  delights  and  stirs  me  so  ? 
What  the  high  reward  I  win ! 
Whose  the  name  I  glory  in  Y 
Jesus  Christ,  the  Crucified. 

2  Who  is  life  in  life  to  me  f 
Who  the  death  of  death  will  be  ? 
Who  will  place  me  on  his  right 
With  the  countless  hosts  of  light  ? 

Jesus  Christ,  the  Crucified. 

3  This  is  that  great  thing  I  know ; 
This  delights  and  stirs  me  so ; 
Faith  in  him  who  died  to  save. 
Him  who  triumphed  o'er  the  gn»ve, 

Jesus  Christ,  the  Crucified. 

Benjamin  H.  Kennedy. 


I 


t 


328 


Cbrtotian  iBwetiencc. 


rone  Imt  Chritt :  Uf  B«rit  Lides  me»He  wu  fludtltw-I  am  ikir ;  VoM  Irat  Cairiit^Ui  wlad^ 


787  Konr  but  Jrsus. 

None  but  Christ:  his  merit  hides  me, 
He  was  faultless —  I  am  fair: 

None  but  Christ,  his  wisdom  guides  me, 
He  was  out-cast — I'm  his  care. 

2  None  but  Christ :  his  Spirit  seals  me. 
Gives  me  freedom  with  control : 

None  but  Christ,  his  bruising  heals  me. 
And  his  sorrow  soothes  my  soul. 

3  None  but  Christ :  his  life  sustains  me. 
Strength  and  song  to  me  he  is ; 

None  but  Christ,  his  love  constrains  me. 
He  is  mine  and  I  am  his. 

Mrs.  Anne  R.  Cousin. 


BROCKLESBUBT. ,  9*,  7i. 


788  "Jcfui^nlfi.- 

Jesus  only,  when  the  morning 
Beams  upon  the  path  I  tread ; 

Jesus  only,  when  the  darkness 
Gathers  round  my  weary  head. 

2  Jesus  only,  when  the  billows 
Cold  and  sullen  o'er  me  roll ; 

Jesus  only,  when  the  trumpet 

Rends  the  tomb  and  wakes  the  soul. 

3  Jesus  only,  when,  adoring, 
Saints  their  crowns  before  him  brin 

Jesus  only,  I  will,  joyous, 
Through  eternal  ages  sing. 

EliasNa 


Arr.  fir.  Clambbl. 


7  89  "  <^*<<)  S^iu  flnBagfl." 

Always  with  us,  always  with  us — 
Words  of  cheer  and  words  of  love ; 

Thus  the  risen  Saviour  whispers, 
From  his  dwelling-place  above. 

2  With  us  when  we  toil  in  sadness, 
Sowing  much  and  reaping  none : 

Telling  us  that  in  the  future 
Golden  harvests  shall  be  won. 

3  With  us  when  the  storm  is  sweeping 
O'er  our  pathway  dark  and  drear  j 

Waking  hope  within  our  bosoms, 
Stilling  every  anxious  fear. 

4  With  us  in  the  lonely  valley 

When  we  cross  the  chilling  stream — 
Lighting  up  the  steps  to  glory 
With  salvation's  radiant  beam. 

Edwin  H.  Nerin. 


790        ^  *'<^<"s  ^^^s^- 

Now  I  KNOW  the  great  Redeemer, 
Know  he  lives  and  spreads  his  fame; 

Lives — and  all  the  heavens  adore  him; 
Lives — and  earth  resoimds  his  name. 

2  My  Redeemer  lives  within  me, 
Lives  —and  heavenly  life  conveys ; 

Lives — and  glorj'  now  surrounds  me ; 
Lives — and  I  his  name  shall  praise. 

3  Pai*dou,  peace,  and  full  salvation 
From  my  living  Saviour  flow ; 

Light,  and  life,  and  consolation, — 
All  the  good  I  e'er  can  know. 

4  Soon  shall  I  behold  my  Saviour ; 
He  who  lives  and  reigns  above, 

Lives  — and  I  shall  live  for  ever. 
Live  and  sing  redeeming  love ! 

Richard 


%ovCf  anO  Oommunfon  yoith  Cbrlet. 
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791  EifrofEifr. 

Laboring  and  heavy-laden, 
Wanting  help  in  time  of  need ; 

Fainting  by  the  way  from  hunger, 
"Bread  of  Life!"  on  thee  we  feed. 

2  Thirsting  for  the  springs  of  water, 
That  by  love's  eternal  law. 

From  the  stricken  Rock  are  flowing, 
**  Well  of  Life  ! "  from  thee  we  draw. 

3  In  the  land  of  cloud  and  shadow, 
Where  no  human  eye  can  see. 

Light  to  those  who  sit  in  darkness, 
"  Light  of  Life ! "  we  walk  in  thee. 

PRAIBB.    P.  M. 


4  Vcftced  with  passion's  hateful  bondage, 
Longing,  struggling  to  be  free ; 

Where  thy  loving  banner  leads  us, 
"  Prince  of  Life ! "  we  follow  thee. 

5  Sick  of  sense's  vain  deceivings. 
Crumbling  i*ound  us  into  dust ; 

Strong  alone  in  faith's  believings, 
"  Word  of  Life ! "  in  thee  we  trust. 

6  Thou  the  "Grace  of  life"  supplying. 
Thou  the  "  Crown  of  life  "  wilt  give ; 

Dead  to  sin,  and  daily  dying, 
"  Life  of  Life  "  in  thee  we  live. 

J.  S.  B.  Monsell. 


Gennan  Melody. 


792  "  ^^^f  ^^'  iSabiouT. " 

Praise  the  Saviour,  ye  who  know  him : 
Who  can  tell  how  much  we  owe  him  i 
Gladly  let  us  render  to  him 
All  we  are  and  have ! 

2  With  his  blood  the  Lord  has  bought  them ; 
When  they  knew  him  not,  he  sought  them, 
And  from  all  their  wanderings  brought  them; 

His  the  praise  alone. 

3  Jesus  is  the  name  that  charms  us ; 
He  for  conflicts  fits  and  arms  us  -, 
Nothing  moves,  and  nothing  harms  us, 

When  we  trust  in  him. 

4  Trust  in  him,  ye  saints,  for  ever ; 
He  is  faithful,  changing  never, 
Neither  force  nor  guile  can  sever 

Those  he  loves  from  him. 

Thomas  Kelly. 


798  Hft».l3:8. 

Saints  in  glory,  we  together 
Know  the  song  that  ceases  never ; 
Song  of  songs  thou  art,  0  Saviour, 
All  that  endless  day. 

2  Come,  ye  angels,  round  us  gather. 
While  to  Jesus  we  draw  nearer ; 

In  his  throne  he  '11  seat  for  ever 
Those  for  whom  he  died. 

3  Underneath  his  throne  a  river. 
Clear  as  crystal,  flows  for  ever, 
Like  his  fullness,  failing  never : 

Hail,  enthrone  Lamb ! 

4  Oh,  the  unsearchable  Redeemer ! 
Shoreless  ocean,  sounded  never ! 
Yesterday,  to-day,  for  ever, 

Jesus  Christ,  the  same. 

Nehemiah  Adamft. 
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794  *'8fllrf»ottn,i5rrJr.«i.'* 

We  would  see  Jesus — for  the  shadows 
lengthen 
Across  this  little  landscape  of  our  life; 
We  would  see  Jesus,  our  weak  faith  to 
strengthen 
For  the  last  weariness — the  final  strife. 

2  We  would  see  Jesus — the  great  Bock 

Foundation, 

Whereon  our  feet  were  set  with  sovereigrn 
grace; 
Not  life,  nor  death,  with  all  their  agita- 
tion. 

Can  thence  remove  us,  if  we  see  his  face. 

3  We  would  see  Jesus — other  lights  are 

paling, 
Which  for  long  years  we  have  rejoiced  to 

see; 
The  blessings  of  our  pilgrimage  are  failing. 
We  would  not  mourn  them,  for  we  go  to 

thee. 

4  We  would  see  Jesus — this  is  all  we're 

needing. 
Strength,  joy,  and  willingness  come  with 
the  sight ; 
We  would  see  Jesus,  dying,  risen,  plead- 

Then  welcome  day,  and  farewell  mortal 
night! 

Anon.,  t^sS. 


795  "<®'  «^'  ^^f  lerVs." 

We  are  the  Lord's ;  his  all-sufGLcient  merit, 
Sealed  on  the  cross,  to  us  this  grace  ac- 
cords; 
We  are  the  Lord's,  and  all  things  shall  in- 
herit; 
Whether  we  live   or  die,   we   are   the 
Lord's. 

2  We  are  the  Lord's;  then  let  us  gladly 

tender 
Our  souls  to  him,  in  deeds,  not  empty 

words; 
Let  heart  and  tongue,  and  life,  combine  to 

render 
No   doubtful  witness   that  we   are  the 

Lord's. 

3  We  are  the  Lord's,  no  darkness  brooding 

o'er  us 
Can  make  us  tremble,    while  this   star 

affords 
A  steady  light  along  the  path  before  us — 
Faith's  fuU  assurance  that  we  are  the 

Lord's. 

4  We  are  the  Lord^s ;  no  evil  can  befall  us 
In  the  dread  hour  of  life's  fast  loosening 

cords; 
No  pangs  of  death  shall  even  then  appal  us; 
Death  we  shall  vanquish,  for  we  are  the 
Lord's. 

C.  T.  Astley.  tr. 


XovCf  and  Comrnttitfon  wftb  Cbd0t 


331 


lli,10i. 


Arr.  by  H.  Lamson. 


8tiU,  still  with  thee,when  purple  morning  breakethfWhen  the  bird  w«keth,and  the  shadows  flee: 


tHniimm 


Pair  -  er  than  morning,  lovelier  than  the    daylight,    Dawns  the  sweet  consciousness,  I  am  with  thee. 


^^1^-ijii^ii  ^-1 


A- lone  with  thee,  a -mid  the  mystic  shadows.     The  solemn    hush  of  na-ture  new  •  ly    born; 


^Uh- 


Alone  with  thee,  in  breathless  ad  -  o   -  ra  -  tion.      In     the  calm  dew  and  freshness  of  the  morn. 


796  ^^<"  ^^  ^'^v*- 

Still,  still  with  thee,  when  purple  morning 
breaketh, 
When  the  bird  waketh,  and  the  shadows 
flee: 
F&irer  than  morning,  lovelier  than  the  day- 
light, 
Dawns  the  sweet  consciousness,  I  am 
with  thee. 
Alone  with  thee,  amid  the  mystic  shadows, 
The  solemn  hush  of  nature  newly  bom ; 
Alone  with  thee,  in  breathless  adoration. 
In  the  calm  dew  and  freshness  of  the 
mom. 


2  When  sinks  the  soul,  subdued  by  toil,  to 
slumber. 
Its  closing  eye  looks  up  to  thee  in  prayer; 
Sweet  the  repose,  beneath  thy  wings  over- 
shadowing, 
But  sweeter  still  to  wake  and  And  thee 
there. 
So  shall  it  be  at  last  in  that  bright  morning 
When  the  soul  waketh,  and  lifers  shadows 
flee; 
Oh,  in  that  hour,  and  fairer  than  day^s 
dawning, 
Shall  rise  the  glorious  thought,  I  am  with 

thee  !  Mn.  H.  B.  St<»we. 


;'««'!.'io«":' 


;  (nve *^'  ^  *5S*'"  ^9  SCO'- 


s.i*«*r;5*" 


>-.«^'i 
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PABK  8TB1IT.    L.  M. 


F.  M.  A.  Venua. 
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Fountain  of   grace,  rich,  full,  and  free,  What  need  I,  that    is        not    in     thee  ?  Pull    par- don, 


^ 


rength  to  meet  the  day.  And  peace  which  none  can  take  away,  And  peace  which  none  can  take  away. 


ay.  And  peace  wti 

J-.-r  0  T 


,."F'PiFFir'-|f?fir^^i^^Mi''if^fif  ^fflfii 


9  ''JKaJBprins'sinC^rr.'* 

'KTAIK  of  grace,  rich,  folly  and  free, 
skt  need  I,  that  is  not  in  theeT 
.  pardon,  strength  to  meet  the  day, 
i  peace  which  none  can  take  away. 

oth  sickness  fill  my  heart  with  fear, 
sweet  to  know  that  thou  art  near ; 
I  with  dread  of  justice  tried, 
i  sweet  to  know  that  Christ  hath  died. 

L  life,  thy  promises  of  aid 
bid  my  heart  to  be  afraid ; 
leath,  peace  gently  vails  the  eyes, — 
Lst  rose,  and  I  shall  surely  rise. 

James  Edmeston. 
0  Jrfliis  ts  for  rbrr  JKinr. 

EN  sins  and  fears,  prevailing,  rise, 
nd  fainting  hope  almost  expires, 
:hee,  0  Lord,  I  lift  my  eyes  5 
o  thee  I  breathe  my  soul^s  desires. 

rt  thou  not  mine,  my  living  Lord  T 
nd  can  my  hope,  my  comfort  die  T 
;  fixed  on  thine  almighty  word — 
hat  word  which  built  the  earth  and  sky. 

'  my  immortal  Saviour  lives, 
hen  my  immortal  life  is  sure ; 
word  a  firm  foundation  gives ; 
ere  may  I  build  and  rest  secure. 

ere,  O  my  soul,  thy  trust  repose ; 

Jesus  is  for  ever  mine, 

death  itself —that  last  of  foes— 

ball  break  a  union  so  divine. 

Aune  Steele. 


SO  1  "  CompUtt  in  Uttm.*' 

Mt  soul  complete  in  Jesus  stands ! 
It  fears  no  more  the  law's  demands ; 
The  smile  of  God  is  sweet  within. 
Where  all  before  was  guilt  and  sin. 

2  My  soul  at  rest  in  Jesus  lives ; 
Accepts  the  peace  his  pardon  g^ves ; 
Receives  the  grace  his  death  secured. 
And  pleads  the  anguish  he  endured. 

3  My  soul  its  every  foe  defies. 
And  cries — 'T  is  God  that  justifies ! 
Who  charges  God's  elect  with  sin  T 

Shall  Christ,  who  died  their  peace  to  win  T 

4  A  song  of  praise  my  soul  shall  sing. 
To  our  eternal,  glorious  King ! 
Shall  worship  humbly  at  his  feet. 

In  whom  alone  it  stands  complete. 

Mrs.  G.  W.  Hinsdale. 

802  2  Cor.  12:9. 

Let  me  but  hear  my  Saviour  say, 
"  Strength  shall  be  equal  to  thy  day  5 " 
Then  I  rejoice  in  deep  distress, 
Leaning  on  all-sufficient  grace. 

2  I  can  do  all  things  —  or  can  bear 
All  suffering,  if  my  Lord  be  there ; 
Sweet  pleasures  mingle  with  the  pains, 
WhUe  he  my  sinking  head  sustains. 

3  I  glory  in  infirmity. 

That  Christ's  own  power  may  rest  on  me ; 
When  I  am  weak,  then  am  I  strong ; 
Grace  is  my  shield,  and  Christ  my  song. 

Isaac  Watts. 


CbrtetUin  £n>ctience. 


iMnUL    C.  K. 


W.  B.  Bradbury. 


£ord'imyili«plierd,I'llnotwa]it:H«BttkMiMdow]ito  li«       la  pMtarM  green  ;lMlMdttkiM  The  qni-etwaten  liy, 


13  tf  •*!">  23. 

lEE  Lord 's  my  shepherd^  I  '11  not  want : 

^e  makes  me  down  to  lie 
A  pastures  green ;  he  leadeth  me 
^  The  quiet  waters  by. 

I  My  soul  he  doth  restore  again ; 

And  me  to  walk  doth  make 
Within  the  paths  of  righteousness, 

Ev'n  for  his  own  name's  sake. 

3  Yea,  though  I  walk  in  death's  dark  vale, 
Tet  will  I  fear  no  ill ; 

For  thou  art  with  me,  and  thy  rod 
And  staff  me  comfort  stiU. 

4  My  table  thou  hast  furnish^ 
In  presence  of  my  foes ; 

My  head  thou  dost  with  oil  anoint, 
And  my  cup  overflows. 

5  Goodness  and  mercy,  all  my  life, 
Shall  surely  follow  me ; 

And  in  God's  house  for  evermore 
My  dwelling-place  shall  be. 

FrandfRoo*. 


804  etirist,  our  JftobrL 

O  Jesus  !  King  most  wonderful. 
Thou  Conqueror  renowned, 

Thou  sweetness  most  ineffable, 
In  whom  all  joys  are  found ! 

2  When  once  thou  visitest  the  heart, 
Then  truth  begins  to  shine. 

Then  earthly  vanities  depart. 
Then  kindles  love  divine. 

3  O  Jesus,  Light  of  all  below ! 
Thou  Fount  of  life  and  fire ! 

Surpassing  all  the  joys  we  know. 
All  that  we  can  desire,  — 

4  May  every  heart  confess  thy  name^ 
And  ever  thee  adore ; 

And,  seeking  thee,  itself  inflame 
To  seek  thee  more  and  more. 

5  Thee  may  our  tongues  for  ever  bless, 
Thee  may  we  love  alone ; 

And  ever  in  our  life  express 
The  image  of  thine  own. 

Edward  CaswaR,! 


MBEM.    C  K. 


W.  H.  Havbrgal. 


805      "&*-<<>»  is  Cltrtst.'* 

Jesus,  who  on  his  glorious  throne 
Rules  heaven,  and  earth,  and  sea. 

Is  pleased  to  claim  me  for  his  own. 
And  give  himself  to  me. 

2  His  person  fixes  all  my  love. 
His  blood  removes  my  fear ; 
And  while  he  pleads  for  me  above, 
^^-iiii  Arm  preserves  me  here. 


3  His  word  of  promise  is  my  f  < 
His  Spirit  is  my  g^de ; 

Thus  daily  is  my  strength  renei 
And  all  my  wants  supplied. 

4  For  him  I  count  as  gain  eacl 
Disgrace  for  him  renown ; 

Well  may  I  glory  in  my  cross^ 
While  he  prepares  my  croi 


%ovCf  Mb  Communion  witb  Cbrtet, 


n.  Aonn.  o.  x. 


J.  B.  Dy«l 


Jmu,  thMt tyM  hftTB iMftr  MM  That  ndiavt ibna of  tiiiae!  Tht  Tail  •£•»••  hasp dtfk bttwMA  n^ 


Oq     "mtiom  Bnsrcn,  CBc  lobe." 

BSUSy  these  eyes  have  never  seen 
That  radiant  form  of  thine! 
he  vail  of  sense  hangs  dark  between 
Thy  blessed  face  and  mine ! 

I  see  thee  not,  I  hear  thee  not, 
Tet  art  thou  oft  with  me ; 
nd  earth  has  ne^er  so  dear  a  spot, 
As  where  I  meet  with  thee. 

Like  some  bright  dream  that  comes  un- 
When  slumbers  o'er  me  roll,       [sought, 
liine  image  ever  fills  my  thought. 
And  charms  my  ravished  soul. 

Tet  though  I  have  not  seen,  and  still 
Must  rest  in  faith  alone } 
love  thee,  dearest  Lord ! — and  will, 
Unseen,  but  not  unknown. 

When  death  these  mortal  eyes  shall  seal. 
And  still  this  throbbing  heart, 
)»  rending  vail  shall  thee  reveal, 
ill  glorious  as  thou  art ! 

Ray  Palmer. 
•*^t  itnt  lobrb  Sf.** 

\stD  Saviour,  is  thy  love 
[great,  so  full,  so  free  f 

we  give  our  thoughts,  our  hearts, 
lives,  our  all,  to  thee. 

jlove  thee  for  the  glorious  worth 
in  thyself  we  see ; 
thee  for  that  cross  of  shame 
so  patiently. 

of  gfreater  love  can  boast 
[for  his  friend  to  die ; 
thine  enemies  wast  slain : 
love  with  thine  can  vie  T 

like  thee  in  meekness,  love, 

beauteous  grace ; 
unto  glory  changed, 
[behold  thy  face. 

Joseph  Stennett. 


808  "  «lto0rit(T  lobrlfi.** 

My  God !  the  spring  of  all  my  joys. 

The  life  of  my  delights, 
The  glory  of  my  brightest  days, 

And  comfort  of  my  nights ! 

2  In  darkest  shades  if  he  appear. 
My  dawning  is  beg^n : 

He  is  my  soul's  sweet  morning  star 
And  he  my  rising  sun. 

3  The  opening  heavens  around  me  shine 
With  beams  of  sacred  bliss, 

While  Jesus  shows  his  heart  is  mine. 
And  whispers,  I  am  his. 

4  My  soul  would  leave  this  heavy  clay. 
At  that  transporting  word ; 

Run  up  with  joy  the  shining  way. 
To  meet  my  gracious  Lord ! 

Inac  Watts. 

809  A  14'»rt  ^^  Ctrist's. 

Oh,  for  a  heart  to  praise  my  God, 

A  heart  from  sin  set  free ; 
A  heart  that  always  feels  thy  blood 

So  freely  shed  for  me ! 

2  A  heart  resigned,  submissive,  meek. 
My  dear  Redeemer's  throne ; 

Where  only  Christ  is  heard  to  speak. 
Where  Jesus  reigns  alone ! 

3  Oh,  for  a  lowly,  contrite  heart, 
Believing,  true,  and  clean! 

Which  neither  life  nor  death  can  part 
From  him  that  dwells  within. 

4  A  heart  in  every  thought  renewed. 
And  fiOled  with  love  divine ; 

Perfect,  and  right,  and  pure,  and  good ; 
An  image,  Lord !  of  thine. 

5  Thy  nature,  gracious  Lord,  impart ; 
Come  quickly  from  above  j 

Write  thy  new  name  upon  my  heart,  — 
Thy  new,  best  name  of  Love. 

Charles  Wed.c<|. 


33^ 


Cbri0tian  Bsperlence. 


8ABBATA.    C.  K. 


H.  F.  Hbmy. 


f^Mmf0 


I  'ye  Iband  th*  Pearl  of  graatait  priee,][y  hMrt  doth  liBg  fbr  J07; 


810  ftninftn. 

1  Ve  found  the  Pearl  of  g^reatest  price, 

My  heart  doth  sing  for  joy ; 
And  sing  I  must,  for  Christ  is  mine ; 
Christ  shall  my  song  employ. 

2  Christ  is  my  Prophet,  Priest,  and  Eang; 
A  Prophet  full  of  light. 

My  great  High-Priest  before  the  throne. 
My  King  of  heavenly  might. 

3  For  he  indeed  is  Lord  of  lords, 
And  he  the  King  of  kings ; 

He  is  the  Sun  of  righteousness, 
With  healing  in  his  wings. 

4  Christ  is  my  Peace ;  he  died  for  me, 
For  me  he  gave  his  blood ; 

And  as  my  wondrous  Sacrifice 
Offered  himself  to  God. 

5  Christ  Jesus  is  my  All  in  all. 
My  Comfort  and  my  Love, 

My  Life  below,  and  he  shall  be 
My  Joy  and  Crown  above. 


JohnMaaoo. 


8T.  FinB.    C.  IL 


§  1 X  l^obing  ant  ISrlofirls. 

Do  NOT  I  love  thee,  O  my  Lord  T 

Behold  my  heart,  and  see ; 
And  turn  the  dearest  idol  out 

That  dares  to  rival  thee. 

2  Is  not  thy  name  melodious  still 
To  mine  attentive  ear  T 

Doth  not  each  pulse  with  pleasure  bound, 
My  Saviour's  voice  to  hear  T 

3  Hast  thou  a  lamb  in  all  thy  flock 
I  would  disdain  to  feed  f 

Hast  thou  a  foe,  before  whose  face 
I  fear  thy  cause  to  plead  T 

4  Would  not  my  heart  pour  forth  its  blood 
In  honor  of  thy  name  T 

And  challenge  the  cold  hand  of  death 
To  damp  the  inmiortal  flame  f 

5  Thou  knowest  that  I  love  thee,  Lord ; 
But,  oh,  I  long  to  soar 

Far  from  the  sphere  of  mortal  joys. 
And  learn  to  love  thee  more. 

Philip  Doddridge. 
A.  R.  Rkinagls. 


mmmi 


My  Sarioar !  my  almighty  7rlond»  Whon  I  begin  tliy  pndse.  Where  will  the  growing  nnmberi  end,— The  nombert  of  ^y  gneet 

J 


812  }»ubaj\. 

My  Saviour !  my  almighty  Friend, 

When  I  begin  thy  praise. 
Where  will  the  growing  numbers  end. 

The  numbers  of  thy  grace  f 

2  Thou  art  my  everlasting  trust; 

Thy  goodness  I  adore ; 
And,  since  I  knew  thy  graces  first, 

I  speak  thy  glories  more. 


3  My  feet  shall  travel  all  the  length 
Of  the  celestial  road ; 

And  march,  with  courage  in  thy  strength, 
To  see  my  Father  God. 

4  How  will  my  lips  rejoice  to  tell 
The  victories  of  my  King ! 

My  soul,  redeemed  from  sin  and  hell, 
Shall  thy  salvation  sing. 

Isaac  Watts. 


( 
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An.  fr.  Mbndblssohn. 
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813         "KfsVanKJrsus." 

Jesus  !  I  love  thy  charming  name, 

'T  is  music  to  mine  ear ; 
Fain  would  I  sound  it  out  so  loud, 

That  earth  and  heaven  should  hear. 

2  Yes !  —  thou  art  precious  to  my  soul, 
My  transport  and  my  trust ; 

Jewels,  to  thee,  are  gaudy  toys. 
And  gold  is  sordid  dust. 

HIBBB.    C.  IL 


3  All  my  capacious  powers  can  wish, 
In  thee  doth  richly  meet ; 

Not  to  mine  eyes  is  light  so  dear, 
Nor  friendship  half  so  sweet. 

4  Thy  grace  still  dwells  upon  my  heart, 
And  sheds  its  fragrance  there ;  — 

The  noblest  balm  of  all  its  wounds, 
The  cordial  of  its  care. 

PhiUp  Doddridge. 
Geo,  Kingslry. 


Earn  flwwt  Um  nABUof  Jam  Nonds  la    a  be-liaT-ar*!    Mur I  It  lOotliM  hit  lorrowtyliMds hii wonndiyAnd drlvM away  hii ftar. 


814  "Iteia^rrdous." 

How  SWEET  the  name  of  Jesus  sounds 

In  a  believer^s  ear ! 
It  soothes  his  sorrows,  heals  his  wounds. 

And  drives  away  his  fear. 

2  It  makes  the  wounded  spirit  whole. 
And  cabns  the  troubled  breast ; 

T  is  manna  to  the  hungry  soul. 
And  to  the  weary,  rest. 

3  Jesus !  my  Shepherd,  Guardian,  Friend, 
My  Prophet,  Priest,  and  King  j 

My  Lord,  my  Life,  my  Way,  my  End, 
Accept  the  praise  I  bring. 

4  Weak  is  the  effort  of  my  heart. 
And  cold  my  warmest  thought ; 

But  when  I  see  thee  as  thou  art, 
I  ^  praise  thee  as  I  ought. 

$  Till  then  I  would  thy  love  proclaim, 

With  every  fleeting  breath ; 
And  may  the  music  of  thy  name, 

Refresh  my  soul  in  death. 

22 


Jesuf  ^nlfi.' 


John  Newton. 


$15 

Jesus,  the  very  thought  of  thee. 
With  sweetness  fills  my  breast ; 

But  sweeter  far  thy  face  to  see 
And  in  thy  presence  rest. 

2  Nor  voice  can  sing,  nor  heart  can  frame. 
Nor  can  the  memory  find 

A  sweeter  sound  than  thy  blest  name, 
O  Saviour  of  mankind ! 

3  O  Hope  of  every  contrite  heart ! 
0  Joy  of  all  the  meek ! 

To  those  who  fall,  how  kind  thou  art ! 
How  good  to  those  who  seek ! 

4  But  what  to  those  who  find  f    Ah !  this, 
Nor  tongue  nor  pen  can  show ; 

The  love  of  Jesus,  what  it  is, 
None  but  his  loved  ones  know. 

5  Jesus,  our  only  joy  be  thou. 
As  thou  our  prize  wilt  be ; 

Jesus,  be  thou  our  glory  now. 
And  through  eternity. 


338 


Cbri0tlan  Bsperience. 


WABRSV.    a  M. 


J.  E.  SWKBTSER. 
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816         ^^^^  ^n  ^^  SBorU. 

Thou  lovely  Source  of  true  delight, 

Whom  I  unseen  adore ! 
Unvail  thy  beauties  to  my  sight. 

That  I  may  love  thee  more. 

2  Thy  glory  o'er  creation  shine's ; — 
But  in  thy  sacred  word, 

I  read,  in  fairer,  brighter  lines. 
My  bleeding,  dying  Lord. 

3  'T  is  here,  whene'er  my  comforts  droop. 
And  sin  and  sorrow  rise, 

Thy  love,  with  cheering  beams  of  hope, 
My  fainting  heart  supplies. 

4  But  ah !  too  soon  the  pleasing  scene 
Is  clouded  o'er  with  pain ; 

My  gloomy  fears  rise  dark  between, 
And  I  again  complain. 

5  Jesus,  my  Loi*d,  my  life,  my  light ! 
Oh,  come  with  blissful  ray ; 

Break  radiant  through  the  shades  of  night, 
And  chase  my  fears  away. 


Anne  Steele. 


S 1 7      ^tirif t  Jovmtt  CBittin. 

0  Jesus  Christ,  grow  thou  in  me. 
And  all  things  else  recede , 

My  heart  be  daily  nearer  thee. 
From  sin  be  daily  fi'eed. 

2  Each  day  let  thy  supporting  might 
My  weakness  still  embrace ; 

My  darkness  vanish  in  thy  light, 
Thy  life  my  death  efface. 


3  In  thy  bright  beams  which  on  me  falli 
Fades  every  evil  thought ; 

That  I  am  nothing,  thou  art  all, 
I  would  be  daily  taught. 

4  Make  this  poor  self  grow  less  and  less, 
Be  thou  my  life  and  aim ; 

Oh,  make  me  daily  through  thy  grace 
More  worthy  of  thy  name. 

Mrs.  H.  B.  smiduti- 
O  X  O        ^"^  Bltirr  Srotfirr. 

0  Jesus,  when  I  think  of  thee, 
Thy  mangier,  cross,  and  throne. 

My  spirit  trusts  exultingly 
In  thee,  and  thee  alone. 

2  I  see  thee  in  thy  weakness  first; 
Then,  glorious  from  thy  shame, 

1  see  thee  death's  strong  fetters  burst, 
And  reach  heaven's  mightiest  name. 

3  In  each,  a  brother's  love  I  trace 
By  power  divine  exprest. 

One  in  thy  Father  God's  embrace, 
As  on  thy  mother's  breast. 

4  For  me  thou  didst  become  a  man, 
For  me  didst  weep  and  die ; 

For  me  achieve  thy  wondrous  plan, 
For  me  ascend  on  high. 

5  Oh,  let  me  share  thy  holy  birth, 
Thy  faith,  thy  death  to  sin ! 

And,  strong  amidst  the  toils  of  earth, 
My  heavenly  life  begin. 

G.  W.  Betbone. 
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p}jijjijji^jijijijjdjijijijjijjdjijte 


J«raa,-Huid  didit  tlum  iMTt  Uu  iky.  To  \mi  our  grieft  and  wowt  And  didit  thoa  blMd^and  griMn  and  di«, Vor  thy  nlMllioiu  fMit 


^   »  *T4 


pClflFflpipfi:if'tffti-^lf!ffpi'.flf'l 


1 1  y  Sibinc  Coiii]iasf  ion. 

ESUSy — and  didst  thou  leave  the  sky, 

To  bear  our  griefs  and  woes  T 
ind  didst  thou  bleed,  and  g^roan  and  die, 

For  thy  rebellious  foes  f 

Well  might  the  heavens  with  wonder  view 
A  love  so  strange  as  thine ! 
(o  thought  of  angels  ever  knew 
Compassion  so  divine ! 

Is  there  a  heart  that  will  not  bend 
To  thy  divine  control  T 
)escend,  O  sovereign  love,  descend, 
And  melt  that  stubborn  soul. 

[  Oh !  may  our  willing  hearts  confess 

Thy  sweet,  thy  gentle  sway ; 
}lad  captives  of  thy  matchless  g^race. 

Thy  righteous  rule  obey. 


Anne  Steele. 


COBZADA.    60.   D. 


830  "Itris^enoiui.'' 

Blest  Jesus !  when  my  soaring  thoughts 

O'er  all  thy  graces  rove. 
How  is  my  soul  in  transport  lost, — 

In  wonder,  joy,  and  love ! 

2  Where'er  I  look,  my  wondering  eyes 
Unnumbered  blessings  see ; 

But  what  is  life,  with  all  its  bliss, 
If  once  compared  with  thee  ? 

3  Hast  thou  a  rival  in  my  breast  f 
Search,  Lord,  for  thou  canst  tell 

If  aught  can  raise  my  passions  thus, 
Or  please  my  soul  so  well. 

4  No ;  thou  art  precious  to  my  heart. 
My  portion  and  my  joy : 

For  ever  let  thy  boundless  grace 
My  sweetest  thoughts  employ. 

O.  Hei^nbotham. 


Arr.  by  A.  Cortada. 


BftTioar!  hoar  HI*  wo   pray,Xoopui  ■aflitluro'tliia    day}    Kooponr  liTOifroo  from   liai    And  oar  hoarU  pare  within. 


fu,LordJhoaroarp»yor,]Ity  worootinthy  caroi       Jo-foi,  Iiord!  hoaroar  pnyor»]Itywo    root    inthycaro. 


^^iW^ei^ 


§^  X    ^  Jftornins  praorr. 

Saviour  !  hear  us,  we  pray. 
Keep  us  safe  through  this  day ; 
Keep  our  lives  free  from  sin. 
And  our  hearts  pure  within. — Rep. 


2  Be  our  Guardian  and  Guide  ; 
May  we  walk  by  thy  side 
Till  the  evening  shades  fall 
Over  us — over  all. — Rep. 
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OLIVET.    6c,  4i. 


Lowell  Mason. 


ummMm 


MyfUthlooksiiptothee,Th(m]iuabofCalTar7i8ATioardiTiBe!  piimhMriMwhUtlprajA  rthine! 

\T«ke  all  my  guilt  a-way,   /Oh,l«tiM  from  this  day  B«  wholly 


822    "l«okuntojft<.- 

Mt  faith  looks  up  to  thee, 
Thou  Lamb  of  Calvary, 

Saviour  divine ! 
Now  hear  me  while  I  pray, 
Take  all  my  guilt  away, 
Oh,  let  me  from  this  day 

Be  wholly  thine ! 

2  May  thy  rich  grace  impart 
Strength  to  my  fainting  heart ; 

My  zeal  inspire ; 
As  thou  hast  died  for  me. 
Oh,  may  my  love  to  thee 
Pure,  warm,  and  changeless  be, 

A  living  fire ! 


3  While  life's  dark  maze  I  tread. 
And  griefs  around  me  spread. 

Be  thou  my  guide ; 
Bid  darkness  turn  to  day. 
Wipe  sorrow's  tears  away. 
Nor  let  me  ever  stray 

From  thee  aside. 

4  When  ends  life's  transient  dream, 
When  death's  cold,  sullen  stream 

Shall  o'er  me  roU, 
Blest  Saviour !  then,  in  love, 
Fear  and  distrust  remove ; 
Oh,  bear  me  safe  above, 

A  ransomed  soul ! 

RayFdaer- 


LTTl.    6t,  4i. 


J.  P.  HOLBROOK. 


c.fj»  a. ^Ha- 


lf c^ 

JVXX  J» 


■s 


'A'i[i\i:m 


Jetaiythy  namo  I  loro, All  othar  namea  abora, Jeniymy  LstiLl  /Oh,  thon  art  aU  to  m«!\ 

yyothiny  to  plaaae  I  ■acjHothliigapart  from  thaa,  Jeana^ay  I*"' 


g  «    x|.^^:g'X||  =^:rTrt^ 


$23   "J»tui,ins&or1s!" 

Jesus,  thy  name  I  love, 
All  other  names  above, 

Jesus,  my  Lord ! 
Oh,  thou  art  all  to  me ! 
Nothing  to  please  I  see. 
Nothing  apart  from  thee, 

Jesus,  my  Lord ! 

2  Thou,  blessM  Son  of  God, 
£[ast  bought  me  with  thy  blood, 

Jesus,  my  Lord! 
Oh,  how  great  is  thy  love. 
All  other  loves  above. 
Love  that  I  daily  prove, 

Jesus,  my  Lord ! 


3  When  unto  thee  I  flee. 
Thou  wilt  my  refuge  be, 

Jesus,  my  Lord ! 
What  need  I  now  to  fear  f 
What  earthly  grief  or  care. 
Since  thou  art  ever  near, 

Jesus,  my  Lord  f 

4  Soon  thou  wilt  come  again ! 
I  shall  be  happy  then, 

Jesus,  my  Lord ! 
Then  thine  own  face  I  '11  see, 
Then  I  shall  like  thee  be. 
Then  evermore  with  thee, 

Jesus,  my  Lord ! 

James  C.  Vtc^' 


V 
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MAOILL    lis. 


T.  E.  Perkins. 


M^nm 


Come,  Je-8U8,  Re-deem-er,  a-bide  thou  with  me;  Come,  gladden  my  spir-it  that  waiteth  for  thee; 


^fft^mam^ 


Thy  smile  every  shadow  shall  chase  from  my  heart,  And  soothe  every  sorrow  tho'  keen  be  the  smart. 


i24        "  <  ^A>ii  ^^^^  ^  ^^^" 

OME,  Jesus,  Bedeemer,abide  thou  with  me ; 
ome,  gladden  my  spirit  that  waiteth  for 

thee ; 
liy  smile  every  shadow  shall  chase  from 

my  heart, 
Ind  soothe  every  sorrow  though  keen  be 

the  smart. 

'  Without  thee  but  weakness,  with  thee  I 

am  strong ; 
iy  day  thou  shalt  lead  me,  by  night  be  my 

song; 
Hiough  dangers  surround  me,  I  still  every 

fear, 
iince  thou,  the  Most  Mighty,  my  Helper, 

art  near. 

I  Thy  love,  oh,  how  faithful !  so  tender,  so 

pure! 
^Y  promise,  faith's  anchor,  how  steadfast 

and  sure ! 
"Hiat  love,  like  sweet  sunshine,  my  cold 

heart  can  warm, 
"Hiat  promise  make  steady  my  soul  in  the 

storm. 

4  Breathe,  breathe  on  my  spirit,  oft  ruffled, 

thy  peace : 
ftom  restless,  vain  wishes,  bid  thou  my 

heart  cease ; 
^  thee  all  its  longings  henceforward  shall 

end, 
Wl,  glad,  to  thy  presence  my  soul  shall 

ascend. 


5  Oh,  then,  blessed  Jesus,  who  once  for  me 

died. 
Made  clean  in  the  fountain  that  gushed 

from  thy  side, 

1  shall  see  thy  full  glory,  thy  face  shall  be- 

hold, 
And  praise  thee  with  raptures  for  ever  un- 

^Id  !  Ray  Palmer. 

835         "StstTMsef  for  Christ's  iSolu." 

For  what  shall  I  praise  thee,  my  God  and 

my  King, 
For  what  blessings  the  tribute  of  gratitude 

bring! 
Shall  I  praise  thee  for  pleasure,  for  health, 

or  for  ease. 
For  the  sunshine  of  youth,  for  the  garden 

of  peace  f 

2  For  this  I  should  praise ;  but  if  only  for 

this, 
I  should  leave  half  untold  the  donation  of 

bliss! 
I  thank  thee  for  sickness,  for  sorrow,  and 

care, 
For  the  thorns  I  have  gathered,  the  anguisb 

I  bear ;  — 

3  For  nights  of  anxiety ,  watching,  and  tears, 
A  present  of  pain,  a  prospective  of  fears ; 
I  praise  thee,  I  bless  thee,  my  Lord  and 

my  God, 
For  the  good  and  the  evil  thy  hand  hath  be- 
stowed !  viT%.  C.  'tvj  N^^AawK. 
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HOLT  CHUBCH.    Ti,  6s.    D. 


Arthur  Hbnry  Browm. 


jljljjjjij: 


In     heav*nly  love     a  •  bid  -  ing,     No  change  my  heart  shall  fear*     And  safe     is    snch  con 


gtMf  f  f  fif  \\vh-\  fip:|fir'^^ 


.ilJIU;.ili:'JI^^ 


^ 


fid  -    ing,     For    noth  -  ing     chang  -  es     here:         The   storm     may  roar    with  -  out     me, 


rilJ;JV;U:IJIJ:J'J^ 


My  heart  may  low  be     laid,       But  God 


is  round  a  •  bout    me,   And  can     I    be     dis-mty'd? 


In  heavenly  love  abiding. 

No  change  my  heart  shall  fear. 
And  safe  is  such  confiding. 

For  nothing  changes  here : 
The  storm  may  roar  without  me. 

My  heart  may  low  be  laid, 
But  God  is  round  about  me, 

And  can  I  be  dismayed  f 

2  Wherever  he  may  guide  me. 
No  want  shall  turn  me  back ; 

My  Shepherd  is  beside  me. 

And  nothing  can  I  lack : 
His  wisdom  ever  waketh, 

His  sight  is  never  dim : 
He  knows  the  way  he  taketh. 

And  I  wiU  walk  with  him. 

3  Green  pastures  are  before  me. 
Which  yet  I  have  not  seen ; 

Bright  skies  will  soon  be  o'er  me, 
Where  darkest  clouds  have  been : 

My  hope  I  cannot  measure ; 
My  path  to  life  is  free ; 

My  Saviour  has  my  treasure. 
And  he  will  walk  with  me. 

Anna  L.  Waring. 


827       Jaftf^ful  iSibtour. 

To  THEE,  O  dear,  dear  Saviour ! 

My  spirit  turns  for  rest. 
My  peace  is  in  thy  favor. 

My  pillow  on  thy  breast ; 
Though  all  the  world  deceive  me, 

I  know  that  I  am  thine. 
And  thou  wilt  never  leave  me, 

O  blessed  Saviour  mine ! 

2  In  thee  my  trust  abideth, 
On  thee  my  hope  relies, 

O  thou  whose  love  provideth 
For  all  beneath  the  skies ; 

O  thou  whose  mercy  found  me, 
From  bondage  set  me  free, 

And  then  for  ever  bound  me 
With  threefold  cords  to  thee. 

3  Alas,  that  I  should  ever 
Have  failed  in  love  to  thee, 

The  only  one  who  never 

Forgot  or  slighted  me ! 
Oh,  for  that  choicest  blessing 

Of  living  in  thy  love. 
And  thus  on  earth  possessing 

The  peace  of  heaven  above. 

J.  S.  B.  M« 
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8FITTA.    7b,  6«.    D. 


H.  P.  Danks. 
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f 


know 


do   life   di  -  vid  •  ed,        O     Lord 


of     life,  from  thee;      In     thee     is     life    pro  - 

^  '•  -  g:,,if  f  t 


^'J.'lJlH  J'JI'J: 


vid  -  ed 


For      all    man-kind   and      me:         I       know  no    death,  O        Je    -    sua,      Be 


^  -sut 


I 


F 


icii'ffcjirrifi 


>ii  ^AUMU  J  J  i\i  ilJIJ  ^  J:  jp 


cause    I 


Ave 


in     thee ;    Thy  death    it      ia     that   frees    us    Prom  death  e   -  ter  •  nal  •  ly. 


Jr%\:\\\U\ 


I  KNOW  no  life  divided, 
0  Lord  of  life,  from  thee ; 

In  thee  is  life  provided 
For  all  mankind  and  me : 

1  know  no  death,  0  Jesus, 
Because  I  live  in  thee ; 

Thy  death  it  is  that  frees  us 
From  death  eternally. 

2  I  fear  no  tribulation, 
Since,  whatsoe'er  it  be. 

It  makes  no  separation 
Between  my  Lord  and  me. 

3f  thou,  my  God  and  Teacher, 
Vouchsafe  to  be  my  own, 

"Though  poor,  I  shall  be  richer 
Than  monarch  on  his  throne. 

C3  If,  while  on  earth  I  wander. 

My  heart  is  right  and  blest, 
JVh,  what  shall  I  be  yonder. 

In  perfect  peace  and  rest  f 
Oh,  blessed  thought !  in  dying 

We  go  to  meet  the  Lord, 
"Where  there  shall  be  no  sighing, 

A  kingdom  our  reward. 

Richard  Maade,  tr. 


839    "CtrCBorm'sCnuKstt.** 

O  ONE  with  God  the  Father 

In  majesty  and  might, 
The  brightness  of  his  glorj', 

Eternal  Light  of  light ; 
O'er  this  our  home  of  darkness 

Thy  rays  are  streaming  now ; 
The  shadows  flee  before  thee. 

The  world's  true  Light  art  thou. 

2  Yet,  Lord,  we  see  but  darkly: — 
O  heavenly  Light,  arise. 

Dispel  these  mists  that  shroud  us, 
And  hide  thee  from  our  eyes! 

We  long  to  track  the  footprints 
That  thou  thyself  hast  trod  j 

We  long  to  see  the  pathway 
That  leads  to  thee  our  God. 

3  0  Jesus,  shine  around  us 
With  radiance  of  thy  grace ; 

O  Jesus,  turn  upon  us 
The  brightness  of  thy  face. 

We  need  no  star  to  guide  us. 
As  on  our  way  we  press. 

If  thou  thy  light  vouchsafest, 
0  Sun  of  righteousness ! 

William  W.  How. 
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Arr.  by  H.  Lamson. 


I  ooald  notdowith-oat  thee,  0    B«v-ioar  of  the  lort!  WhoMwoadroulo^eredeeniBdnMAtnuditrtmflndoiuoost; 


w-mM' 


'■ii^iimHiJf'i 


ThyrigiitManMtfthypardonf  ThypredoiubloodmiutbeMy  on-lyhepe«BdeomfiBit,    My   glo-ry  andayplM. 

I 


830  3o^n\5:5. 

1  COULD  not  do  without  thee, 

0  Saviour  of  the  lost ! 

Whose  wondrous  love  redeemed  me 
At  such  tremendous  cost ; 

Thy  righteousness,  thy  pardon, 
Thy  precious  blood  must  be 

My  only  hope  and  comfort, 
My  glory  and  my  plea. 

2  I  could  not  do  without  thee, 

1  cannot  stand  alone, 

I  have  no  strength  or  goodness, 

No  wisdom  of  my  own ; 
But  thou,  belov6d  Saviour, 

Art  aU  in  all  to  me, 
And  perfect  strength  in  weakness 

Is  theirs  who  lean  on  thee. 

3  I  could  not  do  without  thee. 
For,  oh,  the  way  is  long. 

And  I  am  often  weary, 

And  sigh  replaces  song. 
How  could  I  do  without  thee  f 

I  do  not  know  the  way ; 
Thou  knowest,  and  thou  leadest. 

And  wilt  not  let  me  stray. 

4  I  could  not  do  without  thee! 
For  life  is  fleeting  fast, 

And  soon  in  solemn  loneness 
The  river  must  be  past. 


But  thou  wilt  never  leave  me. 
And  though  the  waves  roll  high, 

1  know  thou  wilt  be  with  me, 
And  whisper,  "It  is  I." 

Frances  R.  Have>E>l. 

O  Jesus,  ever  present, 

O  Shepherd,  ever  kind, 
Thy  very  name  is  music 

To  ear,  and  heart,  and  mind. 
It  woke  my  wondering  childhood 

To  muse  on  things  above ; 
It  drew  my  harder  manhood 

With  cords  of  mighty  love. 

2  How  oft  to  sure  destruction 
My  feet  had  gone  astray, 

Wert  thou  not,  patient  Shepherd, 

The  guardian  of  my  way ! 
How  oft  in  darkness  fallen, 

And  wounded  sore  by  sin, 
Thy  hand  has  gently  raised  me, 

And  healing  balm  poured  in. 

3  O  Shepherd  good,  I  follow 
Wherever  thou  wilt  lead ; 

No  matter  where  the  pastures, 

With  thee  at  hand,  to  feed. 
Thy  voice,  in  life  so  mighty. 

In  death  shall  make  me  bold : 
Oh,  bring  my  ransomed  spirit 

To  thine  eternal  fold. 

Lawrence  Tuttiett — v:a 
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R.  B.  BORTHWICK. 
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r^V.^'lJ:JJJIJjli:jrJJiJliril^.^'l^^^^"^lf'j 


Master,  speak!  thy  servant  heareth,  Longing  for  thy  gracious  word,Longing  for  thy  voice  that  cheereth; 


mP^f'f  ffiff  tff-fpff 


-^- 


nfmtn 


Master,  let  it  now  be  heard.    I     am    listening,Lord,forthee;  What  hast  thon  to     say    to    me? 


832  lJBamtuI3:lO. 

Master,  speak !  thy  servant  heareth, 
Longing  for  thy  gracious  word, 

Longing  for  thy  voice  that  cheereth ; 
Master,  let  it  now  be  heard. 

1  am  listening,  Lord,  for  thee ; 
What  hast  thou  to  say  to  me  f 

2  Often  through  my  heart  is  pealing 
Many  another  voice  than  thine ; 

Many  an  unwilled  echo  stealing 

From  the  walls  of  this  thy  shrine. 
Let  thy  longed-for  accents  fall ; 
Master,  speak !  and  silence  all. 

3  Master,  speak !  I  do  not  doubt  thee. 
Though  so  tearfully  I  plead ; 

Saviour,  Shepherd !  oh,  without  thee 

Life  would  be  a  blank  indeed. 
But  I  long  for  fuller  light. 
Deeper  love  and  clearer  sight. 

4  Speak  to  me  by  name,  0  Master, 
Let  me  know  it  is  to  me ; 

Speak,  that  I  may  follow  faster. 

With  a  step  more  firm  and  free. 
Where  the  Shepherd  leads  the  flock, 
^Q  the  shadow  of  the  rock ! 

Frances  R.  Havergal. 
S33  "JriusOnlfi." 

'  '^Ksus  only ! "    In  the  shadow 
Of  the  cloud  so  chill  and  dim, 
^^e  are  clinging,  loving,  trusting, 

He  with  us,  and  we  with  him : 
f^  unseen,  though  ever  nigh, 
•^©siis  only !" — all  our  cry. 


2  "Jesus  only!"  in  the  glory. 
When  the  shadows  all  are  flown. 

Seeing  him  in  all  his  beauty. 
Satisfied  with  him  alone ; 

May  we  join  his  ransomed  throng, 

"  Jesus  only ! " — all  our  song ! 

Frances  R.  Haversfal. 

8  34     "  ^f  ftnotDftti  Our  fnmt," 

Yes,  he  knows  the  way  is  dreary, 
E^ows  the  weakness  of  our  frame. 

Knows  that  hand  and  heart  are  weary, 
He  in  all  points  felt  the  same. 

He  is  near  to  help  and  bless ; 

Be  not  weary,  onward  press. 

2  Look  to  him,  who  once  was  willing 
All  his  glory  to  resign, 

That,  for  thee  the  law  fulfilling, 

All  his  merit  might  be  thine. 
Strive  to  follow,  day  by  day. 
Where  his  footsteps  mark  the  way. 

3  Look  to  him,  the  Lord  of  Glory, 
Tasting  death  to  win  thy  life ; 

Gazing  on  that  wondrous  story, 
Canst  thou  falter  in  the  stnf e  f 
Is  it  not  new  life  to  know 
That  the  Lord  hath  loved  thee  so  T 

4  Look  to  him,  and  faith  shall  brighten, 
Hope  shall  soar,  and  love  shall  bum, 

Peace  once  more  thy  heart  shall  lighten ; 

Rise,  he  calleth  thee,  return ! 
Be  not  weary  on  thy  way ; 
Jesus  is  thy  strength  and  stay. 

Frances  R.  HarercaJL 
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^ 


^ 


IJ:^'^  iU 


per  -  feet    lev..      Ho  -  .le.t.  ..ndT..t.  n..r  -   e..;    {  j« .-  ."-•'-'".'i.  ']."!    TuSI^^USS. ! 

^        -#-•    -^     -#-     -^      ^  _ 

I 


^^f'Rrlf.Ff  [ 


■  JJ  Jlj: 


I 


m 


p^ 


Je    -    BUS,  well      of   power 


di 


^^ 


vine, 


Make       me,    keep 


^1 


me, 


seal 


me      thine. 


^ 


841      Cteottifhut*  IKsnm.    ^art  1. 

Jesus,  name  all  names  above, 

Jesus,  best  and  dearest; 
Jesus,  fount  of  perfect  love, 

Holiest,  tenderest,  nearest ; 
Jesus,  source  of  grace  completest, 
Jesus,  purest,  Jesus,  sweetest, 

Jesus,  well  of  power  divine. 

Make  me,  keep  me,  seal  me  thine. 

2  Jesus,  open  me  the  gate 

Which  the  sinner  entered. 
Who,  in  his  last  dying  state. 

Wholly  on  thee  ventured ; 
Thou,  whose  wounds  are  ever  pleading. 
And  thy  passion  interceding. 

From  my  misery  let  me  rise 

To  a  home  in  Paradise. 

3  When  I  cross  death's  bitter  sea. 

And  its  waves  roll  higher. 
Help  the  more  forsaking  me, 

As  the  storm  draws  nigher : 
Jesus,  leave  me  not  to  languish. 
Helpless,  hopeless,  full  of  anguish : 

Tell  me,  "Verily  I  say, 

Thou  shalt  be  with  me  to-day." 

J.  M.  Neale.  tx. 


842  9>Tt  ii.— 9at(  9.9.  890. 

Jesus,  crowned  with  thorns  for  me. 
Scourged  for  my  transgression, 

Witnessing,  in  agony 

That  thy  good  confession ; 

Jesus,  clad  in  purple  raiment. 

For  my  evil  making  payment, 
Let  not  all  thy  woe  and  pain, 
Let  not  Calvary  be  in  vain. 

2  Woe,  that  I  have  turned  aside 

After  fleshly  pleasure ! 
Woe,  that  I  have  faintly  tried 

For  the  heavenly  treasure ! 
Treasure,  safe  in  home  supernal, 
Incorruptible,  eternal: 

Treasure  no  less  price  hath  won 

Than  the  passion  of  the  Son. 

3  Thou  didst  call  the  prodigal : 

Thou  didst  pardon  Mary : 
Thou  whose  words  can  never  fall, 

Love  can  never  vary ; 
Lord,  to  heal  my  lost  condition. 
Give — for  thou  canst  give — contrition ; 

Thou  canst  pardon  all  my  ill 

If  thou  wilt;— oh,  say,  "I  will!" 

J.  M.  Neale.  tr. 


i! 


%ovCf  and  Communion  wftb  Cbtfet. 


SOra  FOB  JX8U8.    p.  K. 


Philip  Phillips. 


349 


I  will  itagflnr  J*>8iii, 


With  hii  blood  ho  boufht  me,  And  all  along  my  pil-grim  waj  Hli  loving  hind  has  brought  me. 


843   "JH8»IrffftiiKastrr." 

I  WILL  sing  for  Jesus, 

With  his  blood  he  bought  me, 
And  all  along  my  pilgrim  way 

His  loving  hand  has  brought  me. 

Cho. — Oh,  h^i^ne  sing  for  Jesus, 
Hejiiprme  tell  the  story 
Of  ||&  who  did  redeem  us, 
^  Jhe  Lord  of  life  and  glory. 

iKwus  BEorr.  p.  k. 


2  Can  there  overtake  me 
Any  dark  disaster 

While  I  can  sing  for  Jesus, 
My  bless^d,lbless^d  Master  ?  —  Cho. 

3  I  will  sing  for  Jesus, 

His  name  alone  prevailing. 
Shall  be  my  sweetest  music. 
When  heart  and  flesh  are  failing. — Cho. 

Anon. 


J.  B.  Dykes. 


The  King  of  love  my  Shepherd  ii,  Whoee  goodneeg  ftilleth  nev-»,  I  noth-ing  lack  if  I    am  hia» 


limine  for  ev-er. 
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S44  9»I<n  23. 

The  King  of  love  my  Shepherd  is, 
Whose  goodness  faileth  never, 

1  nothing  lack  if  I  am  his. 
And  he  is  mine  for  ever. 

2  Where  streams  of  living  water  flow 
My  ransomed  soul  he  leadeth. 

And  where  the  verdant  pastures  grow, 
With  food  celestial  feedeth. 

3  Perverse  and  foolish,  oft  I  strayed. 
But  yet  in  love  he  sought  me, 

And  on  his  shoulder  gently  laid. 
And  home,  rejoicing,  brought  me. 


4  In  death's  dark  vale  I  fear  no  ill 
With  thee,  dear  Lord,  beside  me. 

Thy  rod  and  staff  my  comfort  still, 
Thy  cross  before  to  guide  me. 

5  Thou  spread'st  a  table  in  my  sight. 
Thy  unction  g^race  bestowetii. 

And,  oh,  what  transport  of  delight 
From  thy  pure  chalice  floweth. 

6  And  so  through  all  the  length  of  days 
Thy  goodness  faileth  never. 

Good  Shepherd !  may  I  sing  thy  praise 
Within  thy  house  for  ever. 

Henry  W.  Baker. 
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J.  K  SWKSTSSX. 
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That  trusts  a    high  -   er    Will,    and      deems     That  higher    Will,    not     mine,   the     beat. 


845  ^Viing  ba  S^i^' 

Oh,  blessed  Life !  the  heart  at  rest, 
When  all  without  tumultuous  seems : 
That  trusts  a  higher  Will,  and  deems 
That  higher  Will,  not  mine,  the  best. 

2  Oh,  blessed  Life !  the  mind  that  sees. 
Whatever  change  the  years  may  bring, 
A  mercy  still  in  everything. 

And  shining  through  all  mysteries. 

3  Oh,  blessed  Life !  the  soul  that  soars. 
When  sense  of  mortal  sight  is  dim, 
Beyond  the  sense — beyond  to  him 
Whose  love  unlocks  the  heavenly  doors. 

4  Oh,  blessed  Life !  heart,  mind,  and  soul 
From  self -bom  aims  and  wishes  free. 

In  all  at  one  with  Deity, 

And  loyal  to  the  Lord's  control. 

5  Oh,  Life!  how  blessed! — how  divine! — 
High  Life,  the  earnest  of  a  higher : 
Saviour !  fulfill  my  deep  desire. 

And  let  this  blessed  Life  be  mine. 

W.  T.  Mataon. 
846  S^tni^i  ^vfcavtti. 

Fight  the  good  fight  with  all  thy  might, 
Christ  is  thy  strength,  and  Christ  thy  right ; 
Lay  hold  on  life,  and  it  shall  be 
Thy  joy  and  crown  eternally. 

2  Run  the  straight  race  through  God's  good 
Lift  up  thine  eyes,  and  seek  his  face ;   [grace, 
Life  with  its  way  before  us  lies, 
Christ  is  the  path,  and  Christ  the  prize. 


3  CiwN<ar©  aside,  upon  thy  Guide 
Lean,  anSvhis  mercy  will  provide ; 
Lean,  and  tit?,  trusting  soul  shall  prove 
Christ  is  its  life,  ^nd  Christ  its  love. 

4  Faint  not,  nor  te&T^  ^  a"^  are  near, 
He  changeth  not,  and  t^^^  *rt  dear  : 
Only  believe,  and  thou  sLl*^*  see 

That  Christ  is  aU  in  all  to  K^^e. 

^^.  S.  B.  MoBselL 
847  Jfn  ttl«  l.<rtt  Of  Qro).  ^ 

Grant  us  thy  light,  that  we  may  li^now 
The  wisdom  thou  alone  canst  give  \ 
That  truth  may  guide  where'er  we  ^» 
And  virtue  bless  where'er  we  live.      \ 

2  Grant  us  thy  light,  that  we  may  see 
Where  error  lurks  in  human  lore. 
And  turn  our  doubting  minds  to  thee. 
And  love  thy  simple  word  the  more. 

3  Grant  us  thy  light,  that  we  may  learn 
How  dead  is  life  from  thee  apart; 
How  sure  is  joy  for  all  who  turn 

To  thee  an  undivided  heart. 

4  Grant  us  thy  light,  in  grief  and  pain, 
To  lift  our  burdened  hearts  above ; 
And  count  the  very  cross  a  gain. 

And  bless  our  Father's  hidden  love. 

5  Grant  us  thy  light,  when  soon  or  late 
All  earthly  scenes  shall  pass  away. 

In  thee  to  find  the  open  gate 

To  deathless  home  and  endless  day. 

L.  Tottiett 


Otacee  of  tbc  Spirit. 


OUTOV.    L.  M. 


St.  Albam's  Tunb  Book. 
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o4:0  Contmtmrnt. 

O  Lord,  how  full  of  sweet  content 
Our  years  of  pilgrimage  are  spent ! 
Where'er  we  dwell,  we  dwell  with  thee, 
In  heaven,  in  earth,  or  on  the  sea. 

2  To  us  remains  nor  place  nor  time : 
Our  country  is  in  every  clime : 
We  can  be  calm  and  free  from  care 
On  any  shore,  since  God  is  there. 

DJJKM  STRUT.    L.  M. 


3  While  place  we  seek,  or  plac*e  we  shun. 
The  soul  finds  happiness  in  none ; 

But  with  our  God  to  guide  our  way, 
'T  is  equal  joy  to  go  or  stay. 

4  Could  we  be  cast  where  thou  art  not, 
That  were  indeed  a  dreadful  lot ; 

But  regions  none  remote  we  call, 
Secure  of  finding  God  in  all. 

WiUiain  Cawitet,  tr. 

J.  Hatton. 
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ve    at     heaven,  our     home,    Faith  is     our     guide,  and  faith    our     light. 


849  ^ini. 

'T  IS  by  the  faith  of  joys  to  come. 

We  walk  through  deserts  dark  as  night ; 

Till  we  arrive  at  heaven,  our  home. 
Faith  is  our  guide,  and  faith  our  light. 

2  The  want  of  sight  she  well  supplies ; 
She  makes  the  pearly  gates  appear ; 

Far  into  distant  worlds  she  pries. 
And  brings  eternal  glories  near. 

3  Cheerful  we  tread  the  desert  through, 
While  faith  inspires  a  heavenly  ray ; 

Though  lions  roar,  and  tempests  blow. 
And  rocks  and  dangers  fiU  the  way. 

Isaac  Watts. 


OOO  Cons(ftrnrs. 

So  LET  our  lips  and  lives  express 
The  holy  gospel  we  profess ; 
So  let  our  works  and  virtues  shine. 
To  prove  the  doctrine  all  divine. 

2  Thus  shall  we  best  proclaim  abroad 
The  honors  of  our  Saviour  God ; 
When  his  salvation  reigns  within. 
And  grace  subdues  the  power  of  sin. 

3  Religion  bears  our  spirits  up. 
While  we  expect  that  blessed  hope,  — 
The  bright  appearance  of  the  Lord : 
And  faith  stands  leaning  pn  his  word. 

Isaac  Watts. 
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Cbttetian  Bipetfence. 


VIA  LUGIB.    C.  K. 


WiLUAM  BbST. 
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Walk  In  the  light!  so  shalt  thon  know  Thnt  ftUowihip  of  love, 


Hie  Spirit  on-ly     can  beetow,  Who  reigne  in  light  a-boive. 


Sol  Cotlfi  4(inctTtta. 

Walk  in  the  light !  so  shalt  thou  know 

That  fellowship  of  love, 
His  Spirit  only  can  bestow, 

Who  reigns  in  light  above. 

2  Walk  in  the  light!  and  thou  shalt  find 

Thy  heart  made  truly  his. 
Who  dwells  in  cloudless  light  enshrined, 

In  whom  no  darkness  is. 

VALXHTIA.    C.  K. 


3  Walk  in  the  light !  and  ev'n  the  tomb 
No  fearful  shade  shall  wear ; 

Glory  shall  chase  away  its  gloom, 
For  Christ  hath  conquered  there. 

4  Walk  in  the  light !  and  thou  shalt  see 
Thy  path,  though  thorny,  bright, 

For  God  by  grace  shall  dwell  in  thee, 
And  God  himself  is  light. 

Bernard  Barton. 
Ait.  by  Gbo.  Kingsl£Y. 


Oh,  giftofgifta!  ohfgraeoof  fidth!  My  Ood!  how  can  it  be  That  then,  who  haatdiacerningloTe,8hoaldet  give  thatgifttooMf 


852  sm. 

Oh,  gift  of  gifts !  oh,  grace  of  faith ! 

My  God !  how  can  it  be 
That  thou,  who  hast  discerning  love, 

Shouldst  give  that  gift  to  me  f 

2  How  many  hearts  thou  mightst  have  had 
More  innocent  than  mine ! 

How  many  souls  more  worthy  far 
Of  that  sweet  touch  of  thine ! 

3  Ah,  grace !  into  unlikeliest  hearts 
It  is  thy  boast  to  come. 

The  glory  of  thy  light  to  find 
In  darkest  spots  a  home. 

4  The  crowd  of  cares,  the  weightiest  cross. 
Seem  trifles  less  than  light — 

Earth  looks  so  little  and  so  low 
When  faith  shines  full  and  bright. 

5  Oh,  happy,  happy  that  I  am ! 
If  thou  canst  be,  0  Faith, 

The  treasure  that  thou  art  in  life, 
What  wilt  thou  be  in  death ! 

Frederick  W.  Faber. 


853  JBrrfcnrfi. 

Lord  !  when  I  all  things  would  possess, 

I  crave  but  to  be  thine ; 
Oh,  lowly  is  the  loftiness 

Of  these  desires  divine. 

2  Each  gift  but  helps  my  soul  to  learn 
How  boundless  is  thy  store  ; 

I  go  from  strength  to  strength,  and  yearn 
For  thee,  my  Helper,  more. 

3  How  can  my  soul  divinely  soar, 
How  keep  IJie  shining  way. 

And  not  more  tremblingly  adore, 
And  not  more  humbly  pray ! 

4  The  more  I  triumph  in  thy  gifts, 
The  more  I  wait  on  thee ; 

The  grace  that  mightily  uplifts 
Most  sweetly  humbleth  me. 

5  The  heaven  where  I  would  stand  complet^^ 
My  lowly  love  shall  see. 

And  stronger  grow  the  yearning  sweet, 
My  holy  One !  for  thee. 

Thomas  H.  dU. 


Otacee  of  tbe  Spirit. 


ILL8W0BTE.    C.  M. 


U.  C.  BURNAP. 
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Sd4  CalrnneiM. 

Calai  me,  my  God,  and  keep  me  calm ; 

Let  thine  outstretched  wing 
Be  like  the  shade  of  Elim's  palm, 

Beside  her  desert  spring. 


855  ^i^' 

Faith  adds  new  charms  to  earthly  bliss 
And  saves  me  from  its  snares ; 

Its  aid,  in  every  duty,  brings. 
And  softens  all  my  cares. 


2  Yes,  keep  me  calm,  though  loud  and  rude  2  The  wounded  conscience  knows  its  power 


The  sounds  my  ear  that  greet, — 
Calm  in  the  closet's  solitude, 
Calm  in  the  bustling  street, — 

3  Calm  in  the  hour  of  buoyant  health. 
Calm  in  my  hour  of  pain, 

Calm  in  my  poverty  or  wealth. 
Calm  in  my  loss  or  gain, — 

• 

4  Calm  in  the  sufferance  of  wrong. 
Like  him  who  bore  my  shame. 

Calm 'mid  the  threatening,  taunting  throng.  And  helps  my  feeble  hope  to  rest 


The  healing  balm  to  give ; 
That  balm  the  saddest  heart  can  cheer ; 
And  make  the  dying  live. 

3  Wide  it  unvails  celestial  worlds, 
Where  deathless  pleasures  reign ; 

And  bids  me  seek  my  portion  there. 
Nor  bids  me  seek  in  vain. 

4  It  shows  the  precious  promise  sealed 
With  the  Redeemer's  blood ; 


Who  hate  thy  holy  name. 

$  Calm  me,  my  God,  and  keep  me  calm. 

Soft  resting  on  thy  breast ; 
Soothe  me  with  holy  hymn  and  psalm. 

And  bid  my  spirit  rest. 


Horatius  Booar. 


CHJKBTlJmXLD.    C.  K. 


Upon  a  faithful  God. 

5  There — there  unshaken  would  I  rest. 

Till  this  frail  body  dies ; 
And  then,  on  faith's  triumphant  wings. 

To  endless  glory  rise. 

Daniel  Turner. 
T.  Hawbis. 
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856         ^it^* 

Lord,  I  believe  j  thy  power  I  own ; 
Thy  word  I  would  obey ; 

1  wander  comfortless  and  lone. 
When  from  thy  truth  I  stray. 

2  Lord,  I  believe ;  but  gloomy  fears 
Sometimes  bedim  my  sight ; 

I  look  to  thee  with  prayers  and  tears. 
And  cry  for  strength  and  light. 
23 


li^l'llffflflfl'flr' 


3  Lord,  I  believe;  but  oft,  I  know. 
My  faith  is  cold  and  weak : 

My  weakness  strengthen,  and  bestow 
The  confidence  I  seek. 

4  Yes!  I  believe ;  and  only  thou 
Canst  give  my  soul  relief : 

Lord,  to  thy  truth  my  spirit  bow ; 
"  Help  thou  mine  unbelief ! " 

John  R.  Wrefotd. 
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nSHIK.    C.  M. 


U.  C.  BuncAF. 


Oh,  wherafore»  Lord,  doth  thj  dMT  pniM  Bnttrtmbla  on  ay  toBgiiaf  Whj  lack  1^ 
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O  O  7  longing  for  Holintff . 

Oh,  wherefore.  Lord,  doth  thy  dear  praise 

But  tremble  on  my  tongue  f 
Why  lack  my  lips  sweet  skill  to  raise 

A  full,  triumphant  song? 

2  Oh,  make  me,  Lord,  thy  statutes  learn ; 
Keep  in  thy  ways  my  feet ; 

Then  shall  my  lips  divinely  bum ; 
Then  shall  my  songs  be  sweet. 

3  Each  sin  I  cast  away  shall  make 
My  soul  more  strong  to  soar ; 

Each  work  I  do  for  thee  shall  wake 
A  strain  divine  the  more. 

4  My  voice  shall  more  delight  thine  ear, 
The  more  I  wait  on  thee ; 

Thy  service  bring  my  song  more  near 
The  angelic  harmony. 


vox  PBJTCX88IT. 


5  Oh,  when  shall  perfect  holiness 
Make  this  poor  voice  divine. 

And  all  harmonious  heaven  confess 
No  sweeter  song  than  mine  f 

Tbomas  H.  GiD. 
858  JBrtiitation. 

1  THINK  of  thee,  my  God,  by  night, 
And  talk  of  thee  by  day ; 

Thy  love  my  treasure  and  delight. 
Thy  truth  my  strength  and  stay. 

2  The  day  is  dark,  the  night  is  long, 
Unblest  with  thoughts  of  thee. 

And  dull  to  meet  the  sweetest  song, 
Unless  its  theme  thou  be. 

3  So  all  day  long,  and  all  the  night, 
Lord,  let  thy  presence  be, 

Mine  air,  my  breath,  my  shade,  my  light, 
Myself  absorbed  in  thee. 

J.  S.& 

J.  B.  Calkik. 
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859  Uttmihta. 

Thy  home  is  with  the  humble.  Lord ! 

The  simple  are  the  best ; 
Thy  lodging  is  in  child-like  hearts ; 

Thou  makest  there  thy  rest. 

2  Dear  Comforter !  eternal  Love! 
If  thou  wilt  stay  with  me. 

Of  lowly  thoughts  and  simple  ways, 
I  '11  build  a  house  for  thee. 

3  Who  made  this  breathing  heart  of  mine 
But  thou,  my  heavenly  Guest  ? 

Let  no  one  have  it,  then,  but  thee, 
And  let  it  be  thy  rest ! 

Frederick  W.  Fabcr. 


860  9odUta.-lif.  13t. 

Is  THERE  ambition  in  my  heart  ? 

Search,  gracious  God,  and  see ; 
Or  do  I  act  a  haughty  part  f 

Lord,  I  appeal  to  tiiee. 

2  I  charge  my  thoughts,  be  humble  still, 
And  all  my  carriagfe  mild ; 

Content,  my  Father,  with  thy  will, 
And  quiet  as  a  child. 

3  The  patient  soul,  the  lowly  mind, 
Shall  have  a  large  reward ; 

Let  saints  in  sorrow  lie  resigned, 
And  trust  a  faithful  Lord. 


Warn. 


I 


Otacee  of  tbe  Spftft. 
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J.  Flint. 
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r  LOVE  thee,  0  my  God,  but  not 

For  what  I  hope  thereby ; 
^or  yet  because  who  love  thee  not, 

Must  die  eternally. 

I  love  thee,  0  my  God,  and  still 
I  ever  will  love  thee, 
k>lely  because  my  God  thou  art 
Who  first  hast  lov6d  me. 

;   For  me,  to  lowest  depth  of  woe 

Thou  didst  thyself  abase } 
^or  me  didst  bear  the  cross,  the  shame. 

And  manifold  disgrace :  — 


BASBT.    a  K. 


4  For  me  didst  suffer  pains  unknown. 
Blood-sweat  and  agony. 

Yea,  death  itself, — all,  all  for  me. 
For  me,  thine  enemy. 

5  Then  shall  I  not,  O  Saviour  mine. 
Shall  I  not  love  thee  well  f 

Not  with  the  hope  of  winning  heaven. 
Nor  of  escaping  hell :  — 

6  Not  with  the  hope  of  earning  aught. 
Nor  seeking  a  reward. 

But  freely,  fully,  as  thyself 
Hast  lov^d  me,  0  Lord ! 

Edward  Caswall,  tr.,  alt. 
William  Tansur. 


I/Jjijjl;,ijljljljjiaiiil 
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\m    good  Ibr  hm  To  tnu t,  and    not     to  trteo;  And  wait  with  doophmnili-tj    Vbr  thyre-Ttslinggnco. 


862       ^p««"»«- 

My  Father,  it  is  good  for  me 
To  trust,  and  not  to  trace ; 

And  wait  with  deep  humility 
For  thy  revealing  grace. 

2  Lord !  when  thy  way  is  in  the  sea. 
And  strange  to  mortal  sense  f 

I  love  thee  in  the  mystery, 
I  trust  thy  providence. 

3  I  cannot  see  the  secret  things 
In  this  my  dark  abode ; 


I  may  not  reach  with  earthly  wings 
The  heights  and  depths  of  God. 

4  So  faith  and  patience,  wait  awhile !  — 
Not  doubting;  not  in  fear; 

For  soon  in  heaven  my  Father's  smile 
Shall  render  all  things  clear. 

5  Then   shalt    thou    end    Time's    short 
Its  brief,  uncertain  night ;         [eclipse, 

Bring  in  the  grand  Apocalypse ! 
Reveal  the  perfect  Light ! 

George  Rawaoo. 


35^ 


Cbrf6tfatt  £n>ctience. 


CAST,    a  M. 


Arr.  fr.  L.  Spokc. 


868  *«^*B- 

Blest  are  the  pure  in  heart, 
For  they  shall  see  their  God ; 

The  secret  of  the  Lord  is  theirs ; 
Their  soul  is  Christ's  abode. 

2  The  Lord,  who  left  the  heavens 
Our  life  and  peace  to  bring, 

To  dwell  in  lowliness  with  men, 
Their  Pattern  and  their  King:  — 

3  He  to  the  lowly  soul 
Doth  still  himself  itnpart, 

And  for  his  dwelling,  and  his  throne, 
Chooseth  the  pure  in  heart. 

4  Lord !  we  thy  presence  seek : 
May  ours  this  blessing  be ; 

Oh,  give  the  pure  and  lowly  heart, — 
A  temple  meet  for  thee. 


John  Keble. 


SILYDI.    8.  M. 


004     Srqutrirntcr. 

Jesus,  I  live  to  thee. 

The  loveliest  and  best ; 
My  life  in  thee,  thy  life  in  me, 

In  thy  blest  love  I  rest. 

2  Jesus,  I  die  to  thee. 
Whenever  death  shall  come ; 

To  die  in  thee  is  life  to  me 
In  my  eternal  home. 

3  Whether  to  live  or  die, 

I  know  not  which  is  best ; 
To  live  in  thee  is  bliss  to  me. 
To  die  is  endless  rest. 

4  Living  or  dying,  Lord, 
I  ask  but  to  be  thine ; 

My  life  in  thee,  thy  life  in  me. 
Makes  heaven  for  ever  mine. 

Henry  HaibMCtb 
Arr.  by  L.  Mason. 


We  '11  own  the  fav'ring  gale;    With  grateful  hearts,  O  God.to  thee,  We  *11  own  the  fav'ringgmle. 


865    "tISrtnUIftbsiaitV' 

If,  through  unruffled  seas. 
Toward  heaven  we  calmly  sail. 

With  grateful  hearts,  0  God,  to  thee. 
We  '11  own  the  favoring  gale. 

2  But  should  the  surges  rise. 

And  rest  delay  to  come. 
Blest  be  the  sorrow — kind  the  storm, 

Which  drives  us  nearer  home. 


riFitrprif^-ijaf 


3  Soon  shall  our  doubts  and  fears 
All  yield  to  thy  control : 

Thy  tender  mercies  shall  illume 
The  midnight  of  the  soul. 

4  Teach  us,  in  every  state. 
To  make  thy  will  our  own ; 

And  when  the  joys  of  sense  depart. 
To  live  by  faith  alone. 

A.  M.  Topl***^- 


(3race0  of  tbe  Spirit 


rSTBOSPB.    8.  M. 


J.  Booth. 
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Nvl, repeat hiipxmiMi Whose mereiet are M great ;Whoea anger  if   so  slow  to  rise.  Bo    read-y  to    a-tete. 


ffi^ri'iifffn 


Bnfaltning  Crust.-— 9^  103. 

[,  repeat  his  praise, 
se  mercies  are  so  gre&t ; 
anger  is  so  slow  to  rise, 
ady  to  abate. 

Bnll  not  always  chide ; 
when  his  strokes  are  felt, 
>kes  are  fewer  than  our  crimes, 
lighter  than  our  guilt. 

)ity  of  the  Lord, 
ose  that  fear  his  name, 
as  tender  parents  feel : 
aows  our  feeble  frame. 

lays  are  as  the  grass, 
le  the  morning  flower ; 
harp  blast  sweep  o'er  the  field, 
Iiers  in  an  hour. 

hy  compassions.  Lord, 
idless  years  endure ; 
ildren's  children  ever  find 
Yords  of  promise  sure. 


Isaac  Watli. 


L     8.  K. 


867  9<>°^  ^n  iSptrft.— 9s.  40 :  17. 

Lord  Jesus,  think  on  me, 

And  purge  away  my  sin : 
From  earth-bom  passions  set  me  free, 

And  make  me  pure  within. 

2  Lord  Jesus,  think  on  me. 
With  many  a  care  opprest, 

Let  me  thy  loving  servant  be. 
And  taste  thy  promised  rest. 

3  Lord  Jesus,  think  on  me. 
Nor  let  me  go  astray ; 

Through  darkness  and  perplexity 
Point  thou  the  heavenly  way. 

4  Lord  Jesus,  think  on  me, 
That,  when  the  flood  is  passed, 

I  may  the  eternal  brightness  see. 
And  share  thy  joy  at  last. 

5  Lord  Jesus,  think  on  me. 
That  I  may  sing  above 

To  Father,  Spirit,  and  to  thee. 
The  song  of  praise  and  love. 

A,  W.  Chatfield,  tr. 
U.  C.  BURNAP. 


My  ay  Ood,  to  speak  Tmo  words  to  thee  eaeh  day »  Tme  let  my  Toioe  be  when  I  praise,  And  tmstftil  whenlpray. 


^P^ 


6tfntttnmrjM. 

le,  my  Qod,  to  speak 
words  to  thee  each  day, 
b  my  voice  be  when  I  praise, 
trustful  when  I  pray. 

nrords  are  true  to  me, 

line  to  thee  be  true  — 

)ech  of  my  whole  heart  and  soul 

3ver  low  and  few. 


3  True  words  of  grief  for  sin, 
Of  longing  to  be  free, 

Of  groaning  for  deliverance. 
And  likeness.  Lord,  to  thee. 

4  True  words  of  faith  and  hope, 
Of  godly  joy  and  grief, 

Lord,  I  believe,  oh,  hear  my  cry, 
Help  thou  my  unbelief. 

Horatius  Bonar. 
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Cbrtetfan  iBipcticncc. 


0ILDA8.    8.  K. 


Pim  ABMUiMD. 


B*-Joie6, 70  pnn  ia  haart!  B^oUt,  give  thMlu,  and  dngl  Toor  f Imrloof  1wim«r  wftTt  on  hiifh,  Tki  er^ 


Mnrif^rririiiirfirfrifirrfiirii 


869  "|9uTr<n9|raTt.'* 

Rejoice,  ye  pure  in  heart ! 

Rejoice,  give  thanks,  and  sing ! 
Your  glorious  banner  wave  on  high, 

The  cross  of  Christ  your  King  I 

2  Still  lift  your  standard  high ! 

StiU  march  in  firm  array ! 
As  warriors,  through  the  darkness  toil. 

Till  dawns  the  golden  day ! 


ELATIOH.    S.  K. 


3  At  last  the  march  shall  end ; 
The  wearied  ones  shall  rest ; 

The  pilgrims  find  their  Father's  house^ 
Jerusalem  the  blest. 

4  Then  on,  ye  pure  in  heart ! 
Rejoice,  give  thanks,  and  sing ! 

Your  glorious  banner  wave  on  high, 
The  cross  of  Christ  your  King ! 

Edward  Uajres  Plumptie. 


Arr.  fr.  RossiNL 


% 

la 


I 


lUne ayeaand my   da-aire    Are  ar-ar 


Lord; 


I    lore  to  plead  hia  prom-ia -ei,  And  rest  np-onbii  wiri. 


870  »«Im25. 

Mine  eyes  and  my  desire 
Are  ever  to  the  Lord ; 

1  love  to  plead  his  promises. 
And  rest  upon  his  word. 

2  Lord,  turn  to  thee  my  soul ; 
Bring  thy  salvation  near : 

When  will  thy  hand  release  my  feet 
From  sin's  destructive  snare  ? 

3  When  shall  the  sovereign  grace 
Of  my  forgiving  God 

Restore  me  from  those  dangerous  ways 
My  wandering  feet  have  trod  ? 

4  Oh,  keep  my  soul  from  death. 
Nor  put  my  hope  to  shame ! 

For  I  have  placed  my  holy  trust 
In  my  Redeemer's  name. 

5  With  humble  faith  I  wait 
To  see  thy  face  again } 

Of  Israel  it  shall  ne'er  be  said, 
He  sought  the  Lord  in  vain. 

Isaac  Watts. 


871        «•»• 

Rejoice  in  God  alway ; 

When  earth  looks  heavenly  bright, 
When  joy  makes  glad  the  livelong  da]^^» 

And  peace  shuts  in  the  night. 

2  Rejoice  when  care  and  woe 
The  fainting  soul  oppress ; 

When  tears  at  wakeful  midnight  flow  ^^ 
And  mom  brings  heaviness. 

3  Rejoice  in  hope  and  fear ; 
Rejoice  in  life  and  death  ; 

Rejoice  when  threatening  stormsaren*=^'i 
And  comfort  languisheth. 

4  When  should  not  they  rejoice, 
Whom  Christ  his  brethren  calls. 

Who  hear  and  know  his  gfuiding  voic5^» 
When  on  their  heart  it  falls  T 

5  So,  though  our  path  is  steep. 
And  many  a  tempest  lowers, 

Shall  his  own  peace  our  spirits  keep  9 
And  Christ's  dear  love  be  ours. 

John 


(3tace0  of  tbe  Spirit. 


^ 


bless  his  name,  Whose  favors     are     di  -  vine.     Oh,  bless  the  Lord,  my   soul,    Nor     let       his 


n^\\:;U\in\i\i^iii\^^ 


met-  cies    lie  For  -  got  •  ten     in      un  -  thank  -  ful  -  ness.  And  with-out  prais-es     die. 


[fiF-iFirfffif- 


872  fimititttHc—^s.  103. 

Oh,  bless  the  Lord,  my  soul ! 

Let  all  within  me  join, 
And  aid  my  tongue  to  bless  his  name, 

Whose  favors  are  divine. 
Oh,  bless  the  Lord,  my  soul. 

Nor  let  his  mercies  lie 
Forgotten  in  unthankfulness. 

And  without  praises  die. 

2  'T  is  he  forgives  thy  sins, 

T  is  he  relieves  thy  pain, 
T  is  he  that  heals  thy  sicknesses, 

And  makes  thee  young  again. 
He  crowns  thy  life  with  love. 

When  ransomed  from  the  grave ; 
^e  that  redeemed  my  soul  from  hell. 

Hath  sovereign  power  to  save. 

i   Be  fills  the  poor  with  good ; 

Be  gives  the  sufferers  rest : 
■*^ii«  Lord  hath  judgments  for  the  proud, 

-And  justice  for  the  oppressed. 
*^is  wondrous  works  and  ways 

^6  made  by  Moses  known ; 
'^'^^t  sent  the  world  his  truth  and  grace 

^y  hb  belov6d  Son. 

Isaac  Watts. 


S  7  3    Sratrful  ConSlimcr. 

1  BLESS  the  Christ  of  God, 
I  rest  on  love  divine. 

And  with  unfaltering  lip  and  heart, 

I  call  the  Saviour  mine. 
His  cross  dispels  each  doubt ; 

I  bury  in  his  tomb 
Each  thought  of  unbelief  and  fear, 

Each  lingering  shade  of  gloom. 

2  I  praise  the  God  of  peace ; 

I  trust  his  truth  and  might ; 
He  calls  me  his,  I  call  him  mine. 

My  God,  my  joy,  my  light. 
In  him  is  only  good, 

In  me  is  only  ill ; 
My  ill  but  draws  his  goodness  forth. 

And  me  he  loveth  still. 

3  'T  is  he  who  saveth  me. 
And  freely  pardon  gives; 

I  love  because  he  loveth  me; 

I  live  because  he  lives. 
My  life  with  him  is  hid. 

My  death  has  passed  away. 
My  clouds  have  melted  into  light, 

My  midnight  into  day. 

Horatlus  Bonar. 


36o 


Cbrf0tfan  Bipetience. 


BOSiniLD.    7i,  6L 


C.  Malan. 


m^'iU^iM'\U^H0U  Ji^'^iJ" 


^Bleu-«dur«  the  loni  of  God,  They  are  booght  with  Chriet'i  own  blood;\ 

>:/Wl 


^Theyareraneomed  from  the  grave;   Lift  e  •  ter-nal  they  shall  have  :/With  them  numhered  may  we  be,  Hereyandiae-tar-Bi-ty. 


874  3Srotf)rTls  Hofir. 

Blessed  are  the  sons  of  God, 

They  are  bought  with  Christ's  own  blood ; 

They  are  ransomed  from  the  grave ; 

Life  eternal  they  shall  have : 

With  them  numbered  may  we  be, 

Here,  and  in  eternity. 

2  They  are  justified  by  grace. 
They  enjoy  the  Saviour's  peace ; 
All  their  sins  are  washed  away ; 
They  shall  stand  in  God's  great  day : 
With  them  numbered  may  we  be. 
Here,  and  in  eternity. 

3  They  are  lights  upon  the  earth, 
Children  of  a  heavenly  birth, — 
One  with  God,  with  Jesus  one : 
Glory  is  in  them  begun : 

With  them  numbered  may  we  be, 
Here,  and  in  eternity. 

Joseph  Humphreys. 


GUIDE.    7i.   61. 


Though  I  speak  with  angel  tongues, 
Bravest  words  of  strength  and  fire. 

They  are  but  as  idle  songs, 
If  no  love  my  heart  inspire  j 

All  the  eloquence  shall  pass 

As  the  noise  of  sounding  brass. 

2  Though  I  lavish  all  I  have 
On  the  poor  in  charity, 

Though  I  shrink  not  from  the  grave, 

Or  unmoved  the  stake  can  see,— 
Till  by  love  the  work  be  crowned. 
All  shall  profitless  be  found. 

3  Come,  thou  Spirit  of  pure  love, 
Who  didst  forth  from  God  proceed, 

Never  from  my  heart  remove ; 
Let  me  all  thy  impulse  heed ; 
Let  my  heart  henceforward  be 
Moved,  controlled,  inspired  by  thee. 

Catherine  Winkworth, 


M.  M.  Wells. 


Shepherd!  with  thy  tendereet  loveyOoide  me  to  thy  fold  a-  bore;  Let  me  hear  thy  gentle  Tolee;  More  and  more  in  thee  i 
D.c.-— From  thy  ftallneea  grace  re-oeive,  Iv-er  in  thy  Spir  -  it  live. 


876  l?salm23. 

Shepherd  !  with  thy  tenderest  love. 
Guide  me  to  thy  fold  above ; 
Let  me  hear  thy  gentle  voice ; 
More  and  more  in  thee  rejoice  ; 
From  thy  fullness  grace  receive. 
Ever  in  thy  Spirit  live. 

2  Filled  by  thee  my  cup  overflows. 
For  thy  love  no  limit  knows : 
Guardian  angels,  ever  nigh, 


Lead  and  draw  my  soul  on  high ; 
Constant  to  my  latest  end. 
Thou  my  footsteps  wilt  attend. 

3  Jesus,  with  thy  presence  blest, 
Death  is  life,  and  labor  rest ; 
Guide  me  while  I  draw  my  breath, 
Guard  me  through  the  gate  of  death 
And  at  last,  oh,  let  me  stand. 
With  the  sheep  at  thy  right  hand. 

Anoo., 


(3tace0  of  tbe  Spirit 
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7s.    6L 


J.  P.  HoLBROOK,  arr. 


fi'^\\f}i\f%AUUp\ip\iiA 


Qui-et,  Lordfiny  froward  heart.  Make  me  teach-a  -  ble  and    mild.  Upright,  simple,  free  from  art, 


Make  me    as 


a    wean-ed  child :  Prom  distrust  and  en  -  vy  free,  Pleased  with  all  that  pleases  thee 


ptM  F  f  I F  f  if  f  Ml 


877  9Mlml3t. 

QuiETy  Lord,  my  froward  heart. 
Make  me  teachable  and  mild, 

Upright,  simple,  free  from  art, 
Make  me  as  a  wean6d  child : 

From  distrust  and  envy  free. 

Pleased  with  all  that  pleases  thee. 

2  What  thou  shalt  to-day  provide. 
Let  me  as  a  child  receive ; 

What  to-morrow  may  betide, 

Calmly  to  thy  wisdom  leave : 
'Tis  enough  that  thou  wilt  care; 
Why  should  I  the  burden  bear  ? 

3  As  a  little  child  relies 

On  a  care  beyond  his  own, 
Xnows  he 's  neither  strong  nor  wise. 

Fears  to  stir  a  step  alone  ;  — 
Let  me  thus  with  thee  abide, 
As  my  Father,  Guard,  and  Guide. 

John  Newton. 
$78  Srattttttie. 

Tor  the  beauty  of  the  earth, 
For  the  glory  of  the  skies, 

IPor  the  love  which  from  our  birth 
Over  and  around  us  lies : 

Xord  of  all,  to  thee  we  raise 

This  our  grateful  psalm  of  praise. 

:2  For  the  wonder  of  each  hour 
Of  the  day  and  of  the  night; 

JBill  and  vale,  and  tree  and  flower, 
Sun  and  moon,  and  stars  of  light ; 

Lord  of  all,  to  thee  we  raise 

This  our  grateful  psalm  of  praise. 


3  For  the  joy  of  human  love, 
Brother,  sister,  parent,  child ; 

Friends  on  earth,  and  friends  above. 

Pleasures  pure  and  undefiled ; 
Lord  of  all,  to  thee  we  raise 
This  our  grateful  psalm  of  praise. 

4  For  thy  church  that  evermore 
Lifts  her  holy  hands  above, 

Offering  up  on  every  shore 

Her  pure  sacrifice  of  love ; 
Lord  of  all,  to  thee  we  raise 
This  our  grateful  psalm  of  praise. 

FolHott  S.  Pierpoint. 

879  «"«*. 

Saviour,  happy  would  I  be. 
If  I  could  but  trust  in  thee ; 
Trust  thy  wisdom  me  to  guide ; 
Trust  thy  goodness  to  provide ; 
Trust  thy  saving  love  and  power ; 
Trust  thee  every  day  and  hour :  — 

2  Trust  thee  as  the  only  Ught 
In  the  darkest  hour  of  night ; 
Trust  in  sickness,  trust  in  health ; 
Trust  in  poverty  and  wealth ; 
Trust  in  joy  and  trust  in  grief ; 
Trust  thy  promise  for  relief :  — 

3  Trust  thy  blood  to  cleanse  my  soul ; 
Trust  thy  grace  to  make  me  whole ; 
Trust  thee  living,  dying  too ; 

Trust  thee  all  my  journey  through ; 
Trust  thee  till  my  feet  shall  be 
Planted  on  the  crystal  sea. 

Edwin  H.  Nerin. 


362 


Cbrietian  jEsperience. 


WDEBOlUrB.    8a,  la. 


Arr.  fir.  Whitaksk. 


Like  the  eagle,  upward,  onward, 
Let  my  soul  in  faith  be  borne : 

Calmly  gazing,  skyward,  sunward. 
Let  my  eye  unshrinking  turn ! 

2  Where  the  cross,  God's  love  revealing, 
Sets  the  fettered  spirit  free. 

Where  it  sheds  its  wondrous  healing. 
There,  my  soul,  thy  rest  shall  be ! 

3  Oh,  may  I  no  longer,  dreaming. 
Idly  waste  my  golden  day. 

But,  each  precious  hour  redeeming, 
Upward,  onward,  press  my  way ! 

Horatitn  Booar. 
881  iStlMltnOll. 

Pilgrims  in  this  vale  of  sorrow. 
Pressing  onward  toward  the  prize. 

Strength  and  comfort  here  we  borrow 
From  the  Hand  that  rules  the  skies. 

2  'Mid  these  scenes  of  self-denial, 
We  are  called  the  race  to  run ; 

We  must  meet  fall  many  a  trial 
Ere  the  victor's  crown  is  won. 

3  Love  shall  every  conflict  lighten, 
Hope  shall  urge  us  swifter  on. 

Faith  shall  every  prospect  brighten, 
Till  the  mom  of  heaven  shaU  dawn. 

4  On  the  eternal  arm  reclining. 
We  at  length  shall  win  the  day ; 

All  the  powers  of  earth  combining. 
Shall  not  snatch  our  crown  away. 

Thomas  HastinfES. 


882         »Mi«  ^' 

Vainly,  through  night's  weary  hoars, 
Keep  we  watch,  lest  foes  alarm ; 

Vain  our  bulwarks  and  our  towers. 
But  for  God's  protecting  arm. 

2  Vain  were  all  our  toil  and  labor. 
Did  not  God  that  labor  bless ; 

Vain,  without  his  grace  and  favor. 
Every  talent  we  possess. 

3  Vainer  still  the  hope  of  heaven. 
That  on  human  strength  relies ; 

But  to  him  shall  help  be  given. 
Who  in  humble  faith  applies. 

4  Seek  we,  then,  the  Lord's  Anointed ;  ^ 
He  will  grant  us  peace  and  rest: 

Ne'er  was  suppliant  disappointed. 
Who  thro'  Christ  his  prayer  address^^ 

Harriet  Anbe — ^ 

OOO  Cottrs0t  anil  Jaitt. 

Father,  hear  the  prayer  we  offer ! 

Not  for  ease  that  prayer  shall  be. 
But  for  strength  that  we  may  ever 

Live  our  lives  courageously. 

2  Not  for  ever  by  still  waters 
Would  we  idly  quiet  stay ; 

But  would  smite  the  living  fountains 
From  the  rocks  along  our  way. 

3  Be  our  strength  in  hours  of  weakne:^ 
In  our  wanderings,  be  our  guide ; 

Through  endeavor,  failure,  danger. 
Father,  be  thou  at  our  side ! 

Anon., 


(Bracee  ot  tbe  Spirit 


WILSOV.    8t,  7f 


Anr.  fir.  Mbndslssohm. 
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:el8.    niEh     in      heav-en.  0*er    the      pen    -    I     •     tent       re  -  foice: 


Blest -ed     an  •  gels,    high     in      heav-en, 


Blest -ed     an  -  gels,    nigh     in      heav-en,  0*er    the      pen    -    i 


<^ 


I 


a. 


I 


^ 


ik 


i^ 
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Hast  thou   for     thy     bro-ther      striv-en 


^  f  MF  fi^  r^ 


t  _ 

With   an      im    -    por  -  tun     -     ing   voice? 


m 


t 


884    "KrottrT'ifterprr."— Cm.  4:9. 

Blessed  angels,  high  in  heaven. 

O'er  the  penitent  rejoice ; 
Hast  thou  for  thy  brother  striven 

With  an  importuning  voice  t 

2  Art  thou  not  thy  brother's  keeper  t 
Canst  thou  not  his  soul  obtain  f 


% 


2. 


1 


He  that  wakes  his  brother  sleeper 
Double  light  himself  shall  gain. 

3  Then,  when  ends  this  life's  short  fever. 
They,  who  many  turn  to  God, 

Like  the  stars  shall  shine  for  ever. 
In  eternal  brotherhood ! 

Anon. 


J.  P.  HOLBROOK. 


OBWiHtChrittiaii,tho'  tlM  region  Where  thoaart  be  drear  and  lone;  Ood  hae  eet  a  guardian  legion  Very  near  thee;  preee  thou  on. 


if[iMroti^fifffn^n?ffff^ 


S89  CljriftltlifnrM. 

Onward,  Christian,  though  the  region 
Where  thou  art  be  drear  and  lone ; 

Ood  has  set  a  g^uardian  legion 
Very  near  thee ;  press  thou  on. 

?  By  the  thorn-road,  and  none  other. 
Is  the  mount  of  vision  won ; 
^ead  it  without  shrinking,  brother ; 
Jesus  trod  it ;  press  thou  on. 

^&e  this  world  the  wiser,  stronger, 
^or  thy  life  of  pain  and  peace, 
luile  it  needs  thee ;  oh,  no  longer 
ray  thou  for  thy  quick  release. 


ly  thou.  Christian,  daily  rather, 
^iThat  thou  be  a  faithful  son ; 
^   the  prayer  of  Jesus,  "  Father, 
^^ot  my  will,  but  thine,  be  done." 

Samuel  Johnson. 


886  "Not  Sour  «nn." 

Lord  of  glory !  thou  hast  bought  us. 
With  thy  life-blood  as  the  price. 

Never  grudging,  for  the  lost  ones. 
That  tremendous  sacrifice. 

2  Grant  us  hearts,  dear  Lord!  to  yield  thee 
Gladly,  freely,  of  thine  own ; 

With  the  sunshine  of  thy  goodness. 
Melt  our  thankless  hearts  of  stone ;  — 

3  Wondrous  honor  hast  thou  given 
To  our  humblest  charity. 

In  thine  own  mysterious  sentence,  — 
"  Ye  have  done  it  unto  me ! " 

4  Give  us  faith,  to  trust  thee  boldly, 
Hope,  to  stay  our  souls  on  thee ; 

But,  oh, — best  of  all  thy  graces, — 
Give  us  thine  own  charity. 

Mri.  E.  S.  Aldenoo. 
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Cbriatian  iBipcvicncc. 


QUIBSC.    L.  M. 


H.  Bakek. 


887  et)r  SratituHcf . 

Blest  are  the  humble  souls  that  see 
Their  emptiness  and  poverty ; 
Treasures  of  grace  to  them  are  given, 
And  crowns  of  joy  laid  up  in  heaven. 

2  Blest  are  the  meek,  who  stand  afar 
From  rage  and  passion,  noise  and  war ; 
God  will  secure  their  happy  state. 

And  plead  their  cause  against  the  great. 

3  Blest  are  the  souls  that  thirst  for  grace. 
Hunger  and  long  for  righteousness ; 
They  shall  be  well  supplied  and  fed 
With  living  streams  and  living  bread. 

WABBnrOTOV.    L.  M. 


4  Blest  are  the  men  whose  pities  move 
And  melt  with  sympathy  and  love ; 
From  Christ  the  Lord  shall  they  obtain 
Like  S3rmpathy  and  love  again. 

5  Blest  are  the  men  of  peaceful  life, 
Who  quench  the  coals  of  growing  strife; 
They  shall  be  called  the  heirs  of  bliss, 
The  sons  of  God,  the  God  of  peace. 

6  Blest  are  the  sufferers,  who  partake 
Of  pain  and  shame  for  Jesus'  sake ; 
Their  souls  shall  triumph  in  the  Lord; 
Glory  and  joy  are  their  reward. 

Isaac  Warn. 
R.  Harrisok. 


p 
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Lord,  how  se   -  cure  and    blest    are    they      Who    feel     the     joy*      of_      par-doned   tin  I 

-g— 1 


t^f  F  f  ip  flf-JJ^ 


m 
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Should  storms  of  wrath  shake  earth  and       sea,       Their  minds  have  heav*n  and  peace  with-in. 


888  iSrrurits  ant  Best. 

Lord,  how  secure  and  blest  are  they 
Who  feel  the  joys  of  pardoned  sin ! 

Should  storms  of  wrath  shake  earth  and  sea, 
Their  minds  have  heaven  and  peace  within. 

2  The  day  glides  sweetly  o'er  their  heads, 
Made  up  of  innocence  and  love ; 

And  soft  and  silent  as  the  shades. 
Their  nightly  minutes  gently  move. 

3  Quick  as  their  thoughts  their  joys  come  on. 
But  fly  not  half  so  swift  away : 


Their  souls  are  ever  bright  as  noon, 
And  calm  as  summer  evenings  be. 

4  How  oft  they  look  to  heavenly  hills. 
Where  streams  of  living  pleasures  flow  ? 

And  longing  hopes  and  cheerful  smiles 
Sit  undisturbed  upon  their  brow ! 

5  They  scorn  to  seek  earth's  golden  toys^ 
But  spend  the  day,  and  share  the  nights  ^ 

In  numbering  o'er  the  richer  joys 
That  heaven  prepares  for  their  delight « 

Isaac  Watl^- 


t>tiVilC§CB  Ot  XcliCVClB. 


Geo.  Kingslby. 
2] 
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)  CompUtrnrw. 

PLETE  in  tbee,  no  work  of  mine 
take,  dear  Lord,  the  place  of  thine; 
blood  has  pardon  bought  for  me, 
I  am  now  complete  in  thee. 

mplete  in  thee — no  more  shall  sin 
grace  has  conquered,  reign  within ; 
voice  will  bid  the  tempter  flee, 
I  shall  stand  complete  in  thee. 

ACKBUXV.    L.  M. 


3  Complete  in  thee — each  want  supplied , 
And  no  good  thing  to  me  denied, 
Since  thou  my  portion.  Lord,  wilt  be, 

I  ask  no  more — complete  in  thee. 

4  Complete  in  thee,  for  ever  blest, 
Of  all  thy  fullness.  Lord,  possessed. 
Thy  praise  throughout  eternity — 
Thy  love  I  '11  sing,  complete  in  thee. 


Aaron  R.  Wolfe. 


Hay  Aitxbn. 


thine  own  ttrent^h  in  peace  pot    -    test,    While  dread-ed       e     -    vils       pats    me       by. 


f 


^^ 


m^ 


OL 


ft  iSttblittrti  i&ptrit. 

PH  thy  wing,  O  God,  I  rest, 
jr  thy  shadow  safely  lie, 
le  own  strength  in  peace  possest, 
e  dreaded  evils  pass  me  by. 

strong  desire,  I  here  can  stay 
je  thy  love  its  work  complete  j 
in  I  wait  a  long  delay, 
sing  at  my  Saviour's  feet. 

•lace  of  lowly  service  too, 

ath  that  sheltering  wing  I  see  \ 

the  work  I  have  to  do, 

ne  thro'  strengthening  trust  in  thee. 

ith  and  patience  is  repose, 
ith  and  rest  my  strength  shall  be ; 
hen  thy  joy  the  church  o'erflows, 
►w  that  it  will  visit  me. 

Anna  L.  Waring. 


891  *mnA«ru.. 

Earth's  transitory  things  decay ; 
Its  pomps,  its  pleasures  pass  away ; 
But  the  sweet  memory  of  the  good 
Survives  in  the  vicissitude. 

2  As,  'mid  the  ever-rolling  sea. 
The  eternal  isles  established  be, 
'Gainst  which  the  surges  of  the  main 
Fret,  dash,  and  break  themselves  in  vain;— 

3  As  in  the  heavens,  the  urns  divine 
Of  golden  light  for  ever  shine ; 

Tho'  clouds  may  darken,  storms  may  rage, 
They  still  shine  on  from  age  to  age ;  — 

4  So,  through  the  ocean  tide  of  years, 
The  memory  of  the  just  appears ; 

So,  through  the  tempest  and  the  gloom. 
The  good  man's  virtues  light  the  tomb. 

John  Bowring. 


I 
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Cbriatian  jEipetfence. 


BBOWV.    a  M. 


W.  B.  Bradbury. 


When  I  canrMdmy  ti  -  tleelear  To  nuuuloiii  in  tht  ddM,     I    bid  fu«wtll  to  vr -  ery  ter,  ▲ndwipoaiy  weepiaf  ojm. 


y}m\M\}:m\ri}\^^ 


S92  flsfuranct. 

When  I  can  read  my  title  clear 
To  mansions  in  the  skies, 

1  bid  farewell  to  every  fear, 
And  wipe  my  weeping  eyes. 

2  Should  earth  against  my  soul  engage, 
And  fiery  darts  be  hurled, 

Then  I  can  smile  at  Satan's  rage. 
And  face  a  frowning  world. 

3  Let  cares  like  a  wild  deluge  come, 
And  storms  of  sorrow  fall. 

May  I  but  safely  reach  my  home, 
My  God,  my  heaven,  my  all ! 

4  There  shall  I  bathe  my  weary  soul 
In  seas  of  heavenly  rest ; 

And  not  a  wave  of  trouble  roll 
Across  my  peaceful  breast. 


Isaac  Watts. 


PALUTBIVA.    C.  M. 


89  3        "  ^<n<«'  Infatntora." 

If  God  is  mine,  then  present  things 
And  things  to  come  are  mine ; 

Yea,  Christ,  his  word,  and  Spirit  too, 
And  glory  all  divine. 

2  If  he  is  mine,  then  from  his  love 
He  every  trouble  sends ; 

All  things  are  working  for  my  good, 
And  bliss  his  rod  attends. 

3  If  he  is  mine,  let  friends  forsake, 
Let  wealth  and  honor  flee : 

Sure  he  who  giveth  me  himself 
Is  more  than  these  to  me. 

4  Oh,  tell  me.  Lord,  that  thou  art  mme; 
What  can  I  wish  beside  f 

My  soul  shall  at  the  fountain  live, 
YHien  all  the  streams  are  dried. 

Bd^amln  Beddone. 


G.  P.  A.  Pauestxina. 


Unibaksnas   the  ift-crod  hill,  ▲ndfizodasmoantainibOifirmasaroektliiwiQihAUrMtyThatleaBOyOLordtOBttM! 


894  Vnlm  125. 

Unshaken  as  the  sacred  hill. 

And  fixed  as  mountains  be, 
Firm  as  a  rock  the  soul  shall  rest, 

That  leans,  O  Lord,  on  thee ! 

2  Not  walls  nor  hills  could  guard  so  well 
Old  Salem's  happy  ground. 

As  those  eternal  arms  of  love. 
That  every  saint  surround. 

3  Deal  gently.  Lord,  with  souls  sincere. 
And  lead  them  safely  on 

To  the  bright  gates  of  Paradise, 
Where  Christ,  their  Lord,  is  gone. 

Isaac  Watts. 


o9o  Vmrbrrancr. 

Firm  as  the  earth  thy  gospel  stands, 
My  Lord,  my  hope,  my  trust ; 

If  I  am  found  in  Jesus'  hands. 
My  soul  can  ne'er  be  lost. 

2  His  honor  is  engaged  to  save 
The  meanest  of  his  sheep ; 

All,  whom  his  heavenly  Father  gave, 
His  hands  securely  keep. 

3  Nor  death  nor  hell  shall  e'er  remove 
His  favorites  from  his  breast ; 

In  the  dear  bosom  of  his  love 
They  must  for  ever  rest. 

Isaac  W»». 


It 
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s.  a  M. 


U.  C.  BURNAP. 


JKmibtrs  of  Cftrtst* 

sing  rich,  for  sons  of  men 
»ers  of  Christ  to  be, 

0  the  holy  Son  of  God 
ndrous  unity. 

is,  our  great  Head  divine, 
whom  most  freely  flow 
'earns   of   life   and  strength  and 
the  frame  below :  [warmth 

us  as  members  sound  and  whole 
n  thy  body  true ; 
» into  a  temple  fair, 
stones  in  order  due. 

us  good  branches  of  thy  vine, 
store  of  fruit  to  yield ; 
as  sheep  that  wander  not 
thy  most  pleasant  fleld. 

Qe  with  God,  0  Jesus  blest, 
•e,  when  one  with  thee, 
ints  on  earth  and  saints  at  rest 
rious  company. 

Willtam  W.  How. 

yrottrtion.— ^Mlm  34* 

H  all  the  changing  scenes  of  life, 

uble,  and  in  joy, 

ises  of  my  God  shall  still 

jart  and  tongue  employ. 

agnify  the  Lord  with  me, 
me  exalt  his  name ! 

1  distress  to  him  I  called, 
my  rescue  came. 


3  The  hosts  of  God  encamp  around 
The  dwellings  of  the  just ; 

Deliverance  he  affords  to  all, 
YHio  on  his  succor  trust. 

4  Oh,  make  but  trial  of  his  love ; 
Experience  will  decide, 

How  blest  are  they,  and  only  they, 
Who  in  his  truth  confide. 

Tate  and  Brady. 
o9S  i^obertlgn  Ct)oirt. 

Ye  souls  for  whom  the  Son  did  die, 

In  whom  the  Spirit  dwells, 
Your  sweet  amazement  riseth  high, 

And  strong  your  rapture  swells. 

2  Who  spared  not  that  Son  divine  f 
Who  sent  that  Spirit  sweet  t 

Father,  the  work  of  love  is  thine, 
The  wonder  is  complete. 

3  Thrice  blessed  souls,  by  heavenly  love 
Elect,  redeemed,  renewed; 

Through  endless  years,  below,  above. 
By  heavenly  love  pursued ! 

4  Lord !  wouldst  thou  set  thy  love  on  me 
And  choose  me  in  thy  Son  Y 

Lord !  hath  my  heart  been  given  to  thee  ? 
Hath  love  in  me  begun  f 

5  Ne'er  let  thy  smile  from  me  depart. 
My  heart  from  thee  remove ! 

Eternal  Lover,  teach  my  heart 
Thine  own  eternal  love. 

Thomas  H.  GUI. 
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Gbri0tfan  £ipetience. 


MyO^dftlMeoTtBaiitoftliylaTa    A-Md>itor  <▼  ■  tr  nati  And  in  iti  matchlaM grace  I  ftd  My  hnp-pUMUM-eBra. 


899  ^^'  Cobnunt. 

My  God,  the  covenant  of  thy  love 

Abides  for  ever  sure ; 
And  in  its  matchless  grace  I  feel 

My  happiness  secure. 

2  Since  thou,  the  everlasting  God, 
My  Father  art  become, 

Jesus  my  Guardian  and  my  Friend, 
And  heaven  my  final  home ; — 

3  I  welcome  all  thy  sovereign  will, 
For  all  that  will  is  love ; 

And  when  I  know  not  what  thou  dost, 
I  wait  the  light  above. 

PhWp  Doddridge. 

HUHTnroTOV.  a  m. 


900  flboytjon. 

My  Father,  God !  how  sweet  the  sound! 

How  tender  and  how  dear ! 
Not  all  the  melody  of  heaven 

Could  so  delight  the  ear. 

2  Come,  sacred  Spirit,  seal  the  name 
On  my  expanding  heart ; 

And  show,  that  in  Jehovah's  grace 
I  share  a  filial  part. 

3  Cheered  by  a  signal  so  divine. 
Unwavering  I  believe ; 

My  spirit  Abba,  Father !  cries, 
Nor  can  the  sign  deceive. 

PhUip  Doddrid^ 
C.  W.  Huntington. 


901  Ae<iirita. 

There  is  a  safe  and  secret  place 

Beneath  the  wings  divine, 
Reserved  for  all  the  heirs  of  grace — 

Oh,  be  that  refuge  mine ! 

2  The  least  and  feeblest  there  may  bide. 

Uninjured  and  unawed  ; 
While  thousands  fall  on  every  side. 

He  rests  secure  in  God. 


3  He  feeds  in  pastures  large  and  fftur? 
Of  love  and  truth  divine ; 

0  child  of  God,  O  glory's  heir ! 
How  rich  a  lot  is  thine ! 

4  A  hand  almighty  to  defend, 
An  ear  for  every  call. 

An  honored  life,  a  peaceful  end, 
And  heaven  to  crown  it  all ! 

Henry  F-  ^1^ 


ptivilcgcB  ot  XCliCVCtB. 
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r.  a  p.  M. 


Thomas  Hastings. 


Lord,  how  hap  -  py  should  we  be,  If  we  could  cast  our  care  on  thee,    If   we  from  self  could 
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feel 
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at    heart   that  One     a  -  hove,  \ 
feet  wis  -  dom,  per  •  feet  love,    >  Is 


work  -  ing   for     the    besti 


3  Oh,  that  I  could,  with  favored  John, 
Reolhie  my  weary  head  upon 

The  dear  Redeemer's  breast : 
From  care,  and  sin,  and  sorrow  free, 
Give  me,  0  Lord !  to  find  in  thee 

My  everlasting  rest ! 

4  God  only  knows  the  love  of  God ; 
Oh,  that  it  now  were  shed  abroad 

In  this  poor  stony  heart ! 
For  this  I  sigh ;  for  thee  I  pine ; 
This  only  portion.  Lord,  be  mine. 

Be  mine  the  better  part ! 

Charles  Wesley. 


nfls  CBoriking  for  fltooH. 

>w  happy  should  we  be, 
i  cast  our  care  on  thee, 
m  self  could  rest : 
.  heart  that  One  above, 
sdsdom,  perfect  love, 
ig  for  the  best ! 

from  this  our  daily  life ! 
bed  by  anxious  strife, 
)n,  wild  alarms ; 
70  but  relinquish  all 
r  props,  and  simply  fall 
almighty  arms ! 

kke  these  faithless  hearts  of  ours  904  "Compirtr  in  Hfm." 

J  learn  from  birds  and  flowers.     Come  join,  ye  saints,  with  heart  and  voice, 

Alone  in  Jesus  to  rejoice. 

And  worship  at  his  feet : 
Come,  take  his  praises  on  your  tongues, 
And  raise  to  him  your  thankful  songs, 
"  In  him  ye  are  complete ! " 

2  In  him,  who  all  our  praise  excels. 
The  fullness  of  the  Godhead  dwells. 

And  all  perfections  meet : 
The  head  of  all  celestial  powers. 
Divinely  theirs,  divinely  ours ;  — 

"  In  him  ye  are  complete ! " 

3  Still  onward  urge  your  heavenly  way. 
Dependent  on  him  day  by  day. 

His  presence  still  entreat ; 
His  precious  name  for  ever  bless. 
Your  glory,  strength,  and  righteousness, — 

"  In  him  ye  are  complete ! " 

Samuel  Medley. 


1  self -torment  cease ! 
5  trust;  and  we  lie  still ; 
bdngs  to  thy  holy  will, 
nd  perfect  peace. 


Joseph  Anstice. 


Cf)r  Srttrr  |part. 

Tine !  how  sweet  thou  art ! 
.  I  find  my  willing  heart 
I  up  by  thee  t 
I  faint  and  die  to  prove 
ess  of  redeeming  love — 
of  Christ  to  me. 


I  could  for  ever  sit, 
at  the  Master^s  feet ! 
ly  happy  choice, — 
re,  delight,  and  bliss, 
J  heaven  on  earth  be  this, 
the  Bridegroom's  voice ! 
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OLADH188.    C.  M.    D 


When  I  had  wandered  from  his  fold,  Hie  love  the  wand'rer  sought ;  When  alave-like  into  bondage  sold, 

D.s.--And  as  with  blessings  it  hath  teemed. 


fffJlJjl 


His  blood  my  freedom  bought;  Therefore  that  life,by  him  redeemed.  Is 
So       let  it  teem  with  praise. 


his  thro*  all  its      days; 


905  iSougfjt  iBitf)  a  ^rirr. 

When  I  had  wandered  from  his  fold, 

His  love  the  wanderer  sought; 
When  slave-like  into  bondage  sold, 

His  blood  my  freedom  bought ; 
Therefore  that  life,  by  him  redeemed, 

Is  his  through  all  its  days ; 
And  as  with  blessings  it  hath  teemed. 

So  let  it  teem  with  praise. 

2  For  I  am  his,  and  he  is  mine, 

The  God  whom  I  adore ! 
My  Father,  Saviour,  Comforter, 

Now  and  for  evermore. 

KILBUBV.    c.  M. 


tffi'^if^F' 


When  sunk  in  sorrow,  I  despaired. 
And  changed  my  hopes  for  fears ; 

He  bore  my  griefs,  my  burden  shared, 
And  wiped  away  my  tears. 

3  Therefore  the  joy  by  him  restored. 

To  him  by  right  belongs ; 
And  to  my  gracious,  loving  Lord, 

I  '11  sing  through  life  my  songs : 
For  I  am  his,  and  he  is  mine, 

The  God  whom  I  adore ! 
My  Father,  Saviour,  Comforter, 

Now  and  for  evermore. 

J.  S.  B.  MooKll. 


H.  G.  B.  Hunt. 


WtblMftliMfortliypaaoSfOOod!  DeapastlissoimdleMMatWUehfldlalikeiiuiahiiieoBthtrotdOfthoaewhotnutiiithM. 
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90t>       ^^^'*  lP»tr --Vtil.  A :  7. 

We  bless  thee  for  thy  peace,  O  God ! 

Deep  as  the  soundless  sea. 
Which  falls  like  sunshine  on  the  road 

Of  those  who  trust  in  thee. 

2  We  ask  not,  Father,  for  repose 
Which  comes  from  outward  rest. 

If  we  may  have  through  all  life's  woes 
Thy  peace  within  our  breast; — 


3  That  peace  which  suffers  and  is  strong, 
Trusts  where  it  cannot  see. 

Deems  not  the  trial- way  too  long, 
But  leaves  the  end  with  thee. 

4  O  Father,  give  our  hearts  this  peace, 
Whate'er  may  outward  be. 

Till  all  life's  discipline  shall  cease, 
And  we  go  home  to  thee. 

Aoou. 


ptivileflce  of  JSelievete. 
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Thou  art     my  hid- ing*place,  O  Lord!     In  thee     I    put    my  trust;   En-couraged  by     thy 


urge  no  oth-er     plea;    And    'tis  enough  my  Saviour  died,  My  Sav-iour  died  for  me  I 


art  my  hiding-place,  0  Lord ! 
;hee  I  put  my  trust ; 
iraged  by  thy  holy  word, 
eeble  child  of  dust : 
9  no  argpiment  beside, 
rge  no  other  plea; 
tis  enough  my  Saviour  died. 
Saviour  died  for  me ! 

en  storms  of  fierce  temptation  beat, 

1  furious  foes  assail, 

sfuge  is  the  mercy-seat, 

hope  within  the  vail: 

stiife  of  tongues,  and  bitter  words, 

spirit  flies  to  thee ; 

>  my  heart  the  thought  affords. 

Saviour  died  for  me ! 

i  when  thine  awful  voice  commands 
s  body  to  decay, 
if  e  in  its  last  lingering  sands 
bbing  fast  away ; — 
though  it  be  in  accents  weak, 
voice  shall  call  on  thee, 
tsk  for  strength  in  death  to  speak, 
y  Saviour  died  for  me." 

Thomas  Raffles. 


908  Kn^'^n  ^  Cffxitt 

Lord  Jesus,  are  we  one  with  thee  f 

Oh,  height !  oh,  depth  of  love ! 
With  thee  we  died  upon  the  tree, 

In  thee  we  live  above. 
Such  was  thy  grace,  that  for  our  sake 

Thou  didst  from  heaven  come  down. 
Thou  didst  of  flesh  and  blood  partake, 

In  all  our  sorrows  one. 

2  Our  sins,  our  guilt,  in  love  divine. 
Confessed  and  borne  by  thee ; 

The  gall,  the  curse,  the  wrath,  were  thine, 

To  set  thy  members  free. 
Ascended  now,  in  glory  bright. 

Still  one  with  us  thou  art ; 
Nor  life,  nor  death,  nor  depth,  nor  height, 

Thy  saints  and  thee  can  part. 

3  Oh,  teach  us.  Lord,  to  know  and  own 
This  wondrous  mystery. 

That  thou  with  us  art  truly  one. 

And  we  are  one  with  thee ! 
Soon,  soon  shall  come  that  glorious  day, 

YIThen,  seated  on  thy  throne. 
Thou  shalt  to  wondering  worlds  display 

That  thou  with  us  art  one. 

Jamei  G.  Deck. 
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0 Chrlrt,  tb'e-ter-iud  Light  Of  ey-eiy   son   and  sphere!  n  -  la-aine  thou  oar  mor  •  tal    night,  And  keep  our  epirite  clear. 


909        flhiarbUnsliip. 

0  Christ,  the  eternal  Light 

Of  every  sun  and  sphere ! 
Illumine  Uiou  our  mortal  night, 

And  keep  our  spirits  clear. 

2  Let  nothing  evil  smite 
Nor  enemy  invade, 

And  let  us  stainless  be,  and  white, 
By  nothing  base  betrayed. 

3  Guard  thou  the  hearts  of  all, 
But  chiefly  of  thine  own ; 

And  hold  us  that  we  may  not  fall, 
Through  thy  great  might  alone! 

4  That  so  our  souls  may  sing, 
YIThen  favoring  light  they  see, 

And  every  vow  a  tribute  bring 
To  God  in  Trinity ! 

S.  W.  Dufficid,  tr 


BBADrar.    8.  M. 


910  «Tacr. 

Grace  !  't  is  a  charming  sound ! 

Harmonious  to  mine  ear ! 
Heaven  with  the  echo  shall  resound, 

And  all  the  earth  shall  hear. 

2  Grace  first  contrived  a  way 
To  save  rebellious  man ; 

And  all  the  steps  that  grace  display, 
Which  drew  the  wondrous  plan. 

3  Grace  led  my  roving  feet 
To  tread  the  heavenly  road ; 

And  new  supplies  each  hour  I  meet 
While  pressing  on  to  God. 

4  Grace  all  the  work  shall  crowu, 
Through  everlasting  days ; 

It  lays  in  heaven  the  topmost  stone, 
And  well  deserves  the  praise. 

PhiUpDoddridst 


911         ^^  ^"'  Jattrr. 

Here  I  can  firmly  rest ; 

I  dare  to  boast  of  this, 
That  God,  the  highest  and  the  best. 

My  Friend  and  Father  is. 

2  Naught  have  I  of  my  own. 
Naught  in  the  life  I  lead ; 

What  Christ  hath  given,  that  alone 
I  dare  in  faith  to  plead. 

3  I  rest  upon  the  ground 
Of  Jesus  and  his  blood ; 

It  is  through  him  that  I  have  found 
My  soul's  eternal  good. 


4  At  cost  of  all  I  have. 
At  cost  of  life  and  limb, 

I  cling  to  God  who  yet  shall  save ; 
I  will  not  turn  from  him. 

5  His  Spirit  in  me  dwells, 
O'er  all  my  mind  he  reigns, 

My  care  and  sadness  he  dispels, 
And  soothes  away  my  pains. 

6  He  prospers  day  by  day 
His  work  within  my  heart, 

Till  I  have  strength  and  faitli  to  say, 
"  Thou,  God,  my  Father  art ! " 

C.  Winkwofth.  tf. 


\ 
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Arr.  fr.  Handel. 
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The    mind    which      still      on      thee 

912         »««• 

Thou  very  present  Aid 

In  suffering  and  distress. 
The  mind  which  still  on  thee  is  stayed 

Is  kept  in  perfect  peace. 

2  The  soul  by  faith  reclined 
On  the  Redeemer's  breast, 

'Mid  raging  storms,  exults  to  find 
An  everlasting  rest. 

3  Sorrow  and  fear  are  gone, 
Whene'er  thy  face  appears ; 

FBRGU80V.    8.  M. 


stayed       Is 


It  stills  the  sighing  orphan's  moan, 
And  dries  the  widow's  tears. 

4  Jesus,  to  whom  I  fly. 
Both  all  my  wishes  fill ; 

What  though  created  streams  are  dry  ? 
I  have  the  fountain  stiU. 

5  Stripped  of  each  earthly  friend, 
I  find  them  all  in  One, 

And  peace  and  joy  which  never  end, 
And  heaven,  in  Christ,  alone. 

Charles  Wesley. 


Gro.  Kingslry. 


Be-hold!  what  wondroaitpraoe  The  Tktherhu  bestowed  Oniiii-nen    of    a    mor-tal  race,   To  call  them  sons  of  God! 


913  fttioption. 

Behold  !  what  wondrous  grace 
The  Father  has  bestowed 

On  sinners  of  a  mortal  race, 
To  call  them  sons  of  God ! 

2  Nor  doth  it  yet  appear 
How^eat  we  must  be  made ; 

But  when  we  see  our  Saviour  here, 
We  shall  be  like  our  Head. 

3  A  hope  so  much  divine 
May  trials  well  endure, 


ifirfiffirrrififFririiiii 


May  purge  our  souls  from  sense  and  sin, 
As  Christ  the  Lord  is  pure. 

4  If  in  my  Father's  love 
I  share  a  filial  part, 

Send  down  thy  Spirit,  like  a  dove. 
To  rest  upon  my  heart. 

5  We  would  no  longer  lie 

Like  slaves  beneath  the  throne ; 
Our  faith  shall  Abba,  Father !  cry. 
And  thou  the  kindred  own. 

Isaac  Watts. 


/ 
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Still  will  we  tru8t,tho*  earth  seem  dark  and  drea-ry,       And  the  heart  faint  beneath  his  chastening 
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rod,    Tho'  rough  and  steep   our  pathway,worn  and  >vea  -  ry,      Still  will  we  trust       in     God. 


^            .„         .     "     .,        ,         .,  3  Choose  for  us,  God!   nor  let  our  weak 

Still  will  we  trust,  though  earth  seem  preferrini? 

dark  and  dreary,              [ing  rod,  ^^^^  ^^            ^^^^^  ^^    ^^  ^^^  ^^ 

And  the  heart  faint  beneath  his  chasten-  designed  • 

Though  rough  and  steep  our  pathway,  Choose  for  us,  God!  thy  wisdom  isunerr- 

wom  and  weary,  j^^ 


Still  will  we  trust  in  God. 


And  we  are  fools  and  blind. 


2  Our  eyes  see  dimly  till  by  faith  anointed  ^  Let  us  press  on,  in  patient  self-denial, 

And  our  bhnd  choosing  brings  us  gnef  ^^^p^  ^^^  hardship,  shrink  not  from  the 

and  pain ;  j^gg . 

Through  him  alone  who  hath  our  way  ap-  q^  p^^j^^  jj^g  ^^y^^^  ^^  1^^^  ^^  ^^ 

pointed,  Q^j.  cro^i^  beyond  the  cross. 

We  find  our  peace  again.  wiiuam  h.  Buridcit 


SCHBLL.    P.  M. 


U.  C  BUBNAP. 


4 


Breast  the  wave,  Christian,  when  it  is  strongest;  Watch  for  day,  Christian,when  night  is  longett; 


ptivUcie0  ot  J8eliever0* 
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L»ead  us,  O     Fa 


in  the  paths  of  peace;  With -out  thy  guidniog  hand  we  go    a  -  stray, 


915  yattsof^rsce. 

Lead  ns,  0  Father,  in  the  paths  of  peace ; 
Without  thy  guiding  hand  we  go  astray. 
And  doubts  appall,  and  sorrows  still  in- 
crease ; 
Lead  us  through  Christ,  the  true  and 
living  way. 

2  Lead  us,  0  Father,  in  the  paths  of  truth ; 
Unhelped  by  thee,  in  error's  maze  we 

grope,  [youth. 

While  passion  stains  and  folly  dims  our 
And  age  comes  on  uncheered  by  faith 
and  hope. 

3  Lead  us,  0  Father,  in  the  paths  of  right ; 
Blindly  we  stumble  when  we  walk  alone. 

Involved  in  shadows  of  a  darksome  night: 
Only  with  thee  we  journey  safely  on. 

4  Lead  us,  O  Father,  to  the  heavenly  rest. 
However  rough  and  steep  the  path  may 

be, 
Thro'  joy  or  sorrow,  as  thou  deemest  best. 
Until  our  lives  are  perfected  in  thee. 

WiUiam  H.  Burleigh. 


«/ 1 0  C^fnfcing  of  Jrf  uf . 

I  JOURNEY  through  a  desert  drear  and  wild, 
Yet  is  my  heart  by  such  sweet  thoughts  be- 
guiled        •  [stay, 
Of  him  on  whom  I  lean,  my  strength,  my 

1  can  forget  the  sorrows  of  the  way. 

2  Thoughts  of  his  sojourn  in  this  vale  of 

tears — 
The  tale  of  love  unfolded  in  those  years 
Of  sinless  suffering  and  of  patient  grace, 
I  love  again,  and  yet  again,  to  trace. 

3  Thoughts  of  his  glory  —  on  the  cross  I  gaze, 
And  there  behold  its  sad  yet  healing  rays : 
Beacon  of  hope,  which,  lifted  up  on  high, 
Illumes  with  heavenly  light  the  tear-dimmed 

eye. 

4  Thoughts  of  his  coming — for  that  joyful 

day 

In  patient  hope  I  watch  and  wait  and  pray ; 

The  dawn  draws  nigh,  the  midnight  shad- 
ows flee ; 

Oh,  what  a  sunrise  will  that  advent  be ! 

Mrs.  M.  J.  Walker. 
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the  wave.  Christian,  when  it  is 

strongest ;  [longest ; 

Watch  for  day.  Christian,  when  night  is 

Onward  and  onward  still  be  thine  endeavor ; 

T\^e  rest  that  remaineth  endureth  for  ever. 

2  Fight  the  flght.  Christian,  Jesus  is  o'er 

thee ;  [thee ; 

Bun  the  race,  Christian,  heaven  is  before 


He  who  hath  promised  all  faltereth  never ; 
Oh,  trust  in  the  love  that  endureth  for  ever. 

3  Lift  the  eye.  Christian,  just  as  it  closeth ; 
Raise  the  heart.  Christian,  ere  it  reposeth ; 
Nothing  thy  soul  from  the  Saviour  shall 

sever  y 
Soon  shalt  thou  mount  upward  to  praise 

him  for  ever. 

Joseph  Stamraen. 
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Loved  with  ev  •    er  -  last  •  ine     love,    Led    by  n-act  that  love    to  know!  Spir  -  it.  breathini 


so.       Oh,   this   full    and  per  -  feet      peace! 


^^^^^m 


transport  all    di  •  vine!      In 

A  J' 


rr 

a  love  whit 


ich  cannot  cease,   I    am    his  and  he    is  mine. 


fjlltmia 


9 1 S  l^bin0  ant  l^ibrli. 

Loved  with  everlasting  love, 

Led  by  grace  that  love  to  know ! 
Spirit,  breathing  from  above. 

Thou  hast  taught  me  it  is  so. 
Oh,  this  full  and  perfect  peace ! 

Oh,  this  transport  all  divine ! 
In  a  love  which  cannot  cease, 

I  am  his  and  he  is  mine. 

2  Things  that  once  caused  wild  alarms 
Cannot  now  disturb  my  rest. 

Closed  in  everlasting  arms. 
Pillowed  on  his  loving  breast. 

Oh,  to  lie  for  ever  here. 
Care,  and  doubt,  and  self  resign ; 

While  he  whispers  in  my  ear, 
I  am  his  and  he  is  mine. 

3  His  for  ever,  only  his ! 

Who  the  Lord  and  me  can  part  f 
Ah,  with  what  a  rest  of  bliss 

Christ  can  fill  the  loving  heart ! 
Heaven  and  earth  may  fade  and  flee, 

First-bom  light  in  gloom  decline  ; 
But  while  God  and  I  shall  be, 

I  am  his  and  he  is  mine. 

Anon. 


919  ■ailaJoob. 

Day  by  day  the  manna  fell : 
Oh,  to  learn  this  lesson  well ! 
Still  by  constant  mercy  fed. 
Give  me,  Lord,  my  daily  bread. 
"Day  by  day"  the  promise  reads, 
Daily  strength  for  daily  needs  j 
Cast  foreboding  fears  away. 
Take  the  manna  of  to-day. 

2  Lord,  my  times  are  in  thy  hand ; 
All  my  sangfuine  hopes  have  planned, 
To  thy  wisdom  I  resign. 

And  would  make  thy  purpose  mine. 

Thou  my  daily  task  shalt  give : 

Day  by  day  to  thee  I  live : 

So  shall  added  years  fulfill, 

Not  mine  own — my  Father's  will. 

3  Fond  ambition,  whisper  not ; 
Happy  is  my  humble  lot. 
Anxious,  busy  cares,  away ! 

I  'm  provided  for  to-day. 

Oh,  to  live  exempt  from  care 

By  the  energy  of  prayer ; 

Strong  in  faith,  with  mind  subdued. 

Yet  elate  with  gratitude ! 

Josiah  Cotider. 
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When  our  heads  are  bowed  with  woe ; —  When  our  bit  -  ter    tears  o'erflow;  When  we  mourn  the 
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lost,  the    dear,    Je  •   sus.  Son  of         Ma    -    ry,  hearl    Thou    our    fee  -  ble    flesh  hast  worn; 


Thou  our  mortal  griefs  hast  borne;  Thou  hast  shed  the  human  tear :  Je-sus,  Son  of  Ma-  ry,  hear ! 
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When  our  heads  are  bowed  with  woe ;  — 
When  our  bitter  tears  o'erflow ;  — 
When  we  mourn  the  lost,  the  dear, 
Jesus,  Son  of  Mary,  hear ! 
Thou  our  feeble  flesh  hast  worn ; 
Thou  our  mortal  griefs  hast  borne ; 
Thou  hast  shed  the  human  tear: 
Jesus,  Son  of  Mary,  hear ! 

2  When  the  heart  is  sad  within, 
With  the  thought  of  all  its  sin ; 
When  the  spirit  shrinks  with  fear, 
Jesus,  Son  of  Mary,  hear ! 

Thou  the  shame,  the  grief,  hast  known ; 
Though  the  sins  were  not  thine  own. 
Thou  hast  deigned  their  load  to  bear : 
Jesus,  Son  of  Mary,  hear ! 

3  When  our  eyes  grow  dim  in  death ; 
When  we  heave  the  parting  breath ; 
When  our  solemn  doom  is  near, 
Jesus,  Son  of  Mary,  hear ! 

Thou  hast  bowed  the  dying  head  ; 
Thou  the  blood  of  life  hast  shed ; 
Thou  hast  filled  a  mortal  bier : 
Jesus,  Son  of  Mary,  hear! 

Henry  H.  Milman. 


931  Eoofting  to  Jestts. 

When  along  life's  thorny  road, 
Faints  the  soul  beneath  the  load, 
By  its  cares  and  sins  oppressed. 
Finds  on  earth  no  peace  or  rest ; 
When  the  wily  tempter 's  near, 
Filling  us  with  doubt  and  fear : 
Jesus,  to  thy  feet  we  flee, 
Jesus,  we  will  look  to  thee. 

2  Thou,  our  Saviour,  from  the  throne 
Listenest  to  thy  people's  moan ; 
Thou,  the  living  Head,  dost  share 
Every  pang  thy  members  bear ; 

Full  of  tenderness  thou  art. 
Thou  wilt  heal  the  broken  heart ; 
Full  of  power,  thine  arm  shall  quell 
All  the  rage  and  might  of  hell. 

3  Mighty  to  redeem  and  save. 
Thou  hast  overcome  the  grave  ; 
Thou  the  bars  of  death  hast  riven, 
Opened  wide  the  gates  of  heaven ; 
Soon  in  glory  thou  shalt  come, 
Taking  thy  poor  pilg^rims  home ; 
Jesus,  then  we  all  shall  be. 

Ever — ever  —  Lord,  with  thee. 

James  C.  Deck. 
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Lead  thon  me  on;      Keeptlummy    ftet;  I    donotaakto       im         The  dlt-tent  imim;  ontitep  anoock  ilv    at. 
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Lead,  kindly  Light!  amid  the  encircling 
gloom, 

Lead  thou  me  on  ; 
The  night  is  dark,  and  I  am  far  from  home, 

Lead  thou  me  on ; 
Keep  thou  my  feet ;  I  do  not  ask  to  see 
The  distant  scene ;  one  step  enough  for  me. 

2  I  was  not  ever  thus,  nor  prayed  that  thou 

Shouldst  lead  me  on ; 
I  loved  to  choose  and  see  my  path ;  but  now 

Lead  thou  me  on; 
I  loved  the  garish  day,  and,  spite  of  fears, 
Pride  ruled  my  will.    Remember  not  past 
years. 

3  So  long  thy  power  has  blessed  me,  sure 

it  still 
Will  lead  me  on 
O'er  moor  and  fen,  o'er  crag  and  torrent,  till 

The  night  is  gone ; 
And  with  the  mom  those  angel  faces  smile 
Which  I  have  loved  long  since,  and  lost 
awhile! 

John  H.  Newman. 
FOBTLAVD.    8f,  48. 


923  J^trmstl  from  tte  CBor^. 

Thy  word,  O  Lord,   thy   precious   woi 
alone. 
Can  lead  me  on  ; 
By  this,  until  the  darksome  night  be  gone^ 

Lead  thou  me  on ! 
Thy  word  is  light,  thy  word  is  life  anrzzaid 

power ; 
By  it,  oh,  guide  me  in  each  trying  hour ! 

2  Whate'er  my  pp-th,  led  by  the  word,  t       ^% 

good. 
Oh,  lead  me  on ! 
Be  my  poor  heart  thy  blessed  word's  alxK  -^^e, 

Lead  thou  me  on ! 
Thy  Holy  Spirit  gives  the  light  to  see. 

And  leads  me  by  thy  word,  close  follow* mg 

thee. 

3  Led  by  aught  else,  I  tread  a  devious  TP^^ay, 

Oh,  lead  me  on! 
Speak,  Lord,  and  help  me  ever  to  obey —    , 

Lead  thou  me  on ! 
My  every  step  shall  then  be  well  define  <i, 
And  all  I  do  according  to  thy  mind. 

Albert  MkLS-aoe 
J.  E.  SWBBTSEK» 


lly  Ood^my  father!  whilo  I  stray  Far  from  my  homeion  lift's  rongh  way,Oh !  toaoh  mo  from  my  hoart  to  say  "  Tliy  will  bo  dooa' 


Discipline  and  Sottow. 
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COCHBAV.    lOt,  4s. 


U.  C.  BURNAP. 


^^^^^^ 


Liffbt  of  the  world!  whote  kind  and  gontlo  ears     I«  Joy  and  roit ;  WlioaocoiinMU  and  eommanda  ao  gra-eioas  are, 


Wis  •  est  and  best.  Shine  on   my  path,  dear  Lord,  and  guard  the  way,  Leet  my  poor  heart,  Unr-gettlng,  go  a  -  stray. 


3  My  blessed  Lord !  what  bliss  to  feel  thee 


near. 


924  SnfalttrinflJTattt). 

Light    of   the  world!    whose  kind  and 

gentle  care  Faithful  and  true ; 

Is  joy  and  rest ;  T^  ^^^g^  ^^  ^.j^^^^  without  one  doubt  or  fear, 
Whose  counsels  and  commands  so  gra-  rpj^    ^1  ^  ^^ . 

cious  are,  j^^  gjl  ^^^  while  to  know  that  thou,  our 
Wisest  and  best.  Friend 

Shine  on  my  path,  dear  Lord,  and  guard  ^^  blessing  us,' and  wilt  bless  to  the  end. 

the  wa)', 

liest  my  poor  heart,  forgetting,  go  astray.  4  And  then,  oh,  then !  when  sorrow's  night 

is  o'er, 
2  Lord  of  my  life !  my  soul's  most  pure         j^^^,^  dayUght  come, 

Its  hope  and  peace ;  [desire,   ^^  ^^  ^^.^  ^^  ^^^  heaven's  golden 

Let  not  the  faith  thy  loving  words  inspire  ^^^^ 

Falter,  or  cease ;  ^t  home !  at  home ! 

But  be  Uy  me,  true  Fnend,  my  chief  de-   3^^  ^^  ^j  ^^^  rejoicmg  will  we  raise, 

light,  ,      .  ,       Saviour,  to  thee  our  everlasting  praise. 

And  safely  gmde,  that  every  step  be  right.  h.  Bateman. 


^35  ^^    Tone-FOBTLAHD. 

'NLy  God,  my  Father !  while  I  stray 
^arfrom  my  home,  on  life's  rough  way. 
Oh,  teach  me  from  my  heart  to  say, 
"  Thy  will  be  done." 

2  What  though  in  lonely  grief  I  sigh 
^or  friends  beloved  no  longer  nigh ; 
Submissive  still  would  I  reply, 

"Thy  will  be  done!" 

3  If  thou  should'st  call  me  to  resign 
"W'hat  most  I  prize,  —  it  ne'er  was  mine ; 
X  only  yield  thee  what  was  thine : 

"Thy  will  be  done!" 


4  If  but  my  fainting  heart  be  blest 
With  thy  sweet  Spirit  for  its  guest, 
My  God,  to  thee  I  leave  the  rest ; 

"Thy  will  be  done!" 

5  Renew  my  will  from  day  to  day ; 
Blend  it  with  thine,  and  take  away 
Whate'er  now  makes  it  hard  to  say, 

"Thy  will  be  done!" 

6  Then  when  on  earth  I  breathe  no  more, 
The  prayer  oft  mixed  with  tears  before, 

I  '11  sing  upon  a  happier  shore : 
"  Thy  will  be  done ! " 

Charlotte  Elliott. 
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Cbrl0tfan  Bsperience. 


CAV0V8  A8HBT.    L.  M.    6L 


UU:Ui\U: 


John  Hullah. 


When  gathtrinfeloadf  around  I  view,  And    days  are  dark,  and  friends  are  ft w,   On    him    I    leiui,  wlus  not  ia  ▼aini 


mm 


perieneed  er-ery 


BUB  pain; 


ieee  mywantiyal-layi  my  hm,  And  eenntaandtreainres  np 


926  "JrsttsQKtpt." 

When  gathering  clouds  around  I  view, 
And  days  are  dark,  and  friends  are  few, 
On  him  I  lean,  who,  not  in  vain, 
Experienced  every  human  pain ; 
He  sees  my  wants,  allays  my  fears. 
And  counts  and  treasures  up  my  tears. 

2  If  aught  should  tempt  my  soul  to  stray 
From  heavenly  virtue's  narrow  way,  — 
To  fly  the  good  I  would  pursue. 
Or  do  the  sin  I  would  not  do, — 
Still  he,  who  felt  temptation's  power. 
Shall  guard  me  in  that  dangerous  hour. 


BDSI8.    8.  M. 


3  When  sorrowing  o'er  some  stone,  I  bend. 
Which  covers  all  that  was  a  friend, 

And  from  his  voice,  his  hand,  his  smile. 
Divides  me,  for  a  little  while, 
My  Saviour  sees  the  tears  I  shed, 
For  Jesus  wept  o'er  Lazarus  dead. 

4  And,  oh,  when  I  have  safely  past 
Through  every  conflict,  but  the  last, — 
Still,  still  unchangfing,  watch  beside 
My  painful  bed, — for  thou  hast  died ; 
Then  point  to  realms  of  cloudless  day, 
And  wipe  my  latest  tear  away. 

Robert  Cr 

S.  P.  Tucker  MAN. 


Fkr  from  my  hearenly  home,  far  from  my  Father's  hreaat,  Fainting*  I  cry,  "  Bleit  Spirit!  eome,  And  ipoed  bm  to  my  r 


927  «Mlmt37. 

Far  from  my  heavenly  home, 
Far  from  my  Father's  breast, 

Fainting,  I  cry,  "  Blest  Spirit !  come, 
And  speed  me  to  my  rest. 

2  "  Upon  the  willows  long 
My  harp  has  silent  hung ; 

How  should  I  sing  a  cheerful  song, 
Till  thou  inspire  my  tongue  f" 

3  My  spirit  homeward  turns, 
And  fain  would  thither  flee ; 


My  heart,  O  Zion !  droops  and  yearns. 
When  I  remember  thee. 

4  To  thee,  to  thee  I  press — 
A  dark  and  toilsome  road ; 

When  shall  I  pass  the  wilderness, 
And  reach  the  saints'  abode  f 

5  God  of  my  life !  be  near ! 
On  thee  my  hopes  I  cast : 

Oh !  guide  me  through  the  desert  here, 
And  bi*ing  me  home  at  last. 

Henry  F.  Ljrte. 


HAMD7.    L.  M.   6L 


S>idcU>line  and  Sorrow. 
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J.  P.  HOLBROOK. 


At    eTtniiif  tiiii«  l«t  thart  be  light;  Life's  lit-tle  day  drawi  near  ite  elote;     A  •  round  me  ikll   the  ihadei  of  night, 


The  night  of  death,  thegraTe*!  re-poee;  To  erownm7joye,to  end  my  woet,    At    ere-ning  time  let  there  be    light 


^28  "  ^^  Sbcning  Stmt." 

LT  evening  time  let  there  be  light ; 

Life's  little  day  draws  near  its  close ; 
Lround  me  fall  the  shades  of  night. 

The  night  of  death,  the  grave's  repose ; 

To  crown  my  joys,  to  end  my  woes, 
it  evening  time  let  there  be  light. 

At  evening  time  let  there  be  lights 
Stormy  and  dark  hath  been  my  day — 
'et  rose  the  mom  divinely  bright ; 

BH068ILL7.    6e,  fts. 


Dews,  birds,  and  blossoms  cheered  the 

way;  — 
Oh,  for  one  sweet,  one  parting  ray ! 
At  evening  time  let  there  be  light. 

3  At  evening  time  there  shall  be  light ! 

For  God  hath  spoken ;  it  must  be ; 
Fear,  doubt,  and  anguish  take  their  flight ; 

His  glory  now  is  risen  on  me ; 

Mine  eyes  shall  his  salvation  see ; 
'T  is  evening  time,  and  there  is  light ! 

James  Montgomery. 
T.  R.  Matthews. 


[ui^m^jttim^^ 


( 

Oh,  let  him  whose  sorrow  No    re  -  lief  can    find,  Trust  in  Qod  and  borrow  Ease  for  heart  and  mind. 


9m 9     ^^^^^  snD  &o\Mtt. 

Oh,  let  him  whose  sorrow 

No  relief  can  find. 
Trust  in  God  and  borrow 

Ease  for  heart  and  mind. 

2  Where  the  mourner  weeping 
Sheds  the  secret  tear, 

God  his  watch  is  keeping, 
Though  none  else  is  near. 

3  God  will  never  leave  us. 
All  our  wants  he  knows, 

Feels  the  pains  that  grieve  us, 
Sees  our  cares  and  woes. 


4  When  in  grief  we  languish. 
He  will  dry  the  tear. 

Who  his  children's  anguish 
Soothes  with  succor  near. 

5  All  our  woe  and  sadness. 
In  this  world  below. 

Balance  not  the  gladness 
We  in  heaven  shall  know, — 

6  When  our  gracious  Saviour, 
In  the  realms  above 

Crowns  us  with  his  favor. 
Fills  us  with  his  love. 


Frances  E.  Cox.  tr. 
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Cbrl0tfan  Bmerfencc 


BOKBBBa.    C.  M. 


Thomas  Hastings. 


^M 


0  thoi^whoMboiutyfllumyonpWitheTerybleuingmeet!!  gfiTotheethanlaf^ 


930  Sfiaitfci  for  «UU 

0  THOU,  whose  bounty  fills  my  cup 
With  every  blessing  meet ! 

1  give  thee  tJianks  for  every  drop — 
The  bitter  and  the  sweet. 

2  I  praise  thee  for  the  desert  road, 
And  for  the  river-side ; 

For  all  thy  goodness  hath  bestowed, 
And  all  thy  grace  denied. 

3  I  thank  thee  for  both  smile  and  frown, 
And  for  the  gain  and  loss ; 


BEOUKlTy.    p.  M. 


I  praise  thee  for  the  future  crown, 
And  for  the  present  cross. 

4  I  thank  thee  for  the  wing  of  love, 
Which  stirred  my  worldly  nest ; 

And  for  the  stormy  clouds  which  drove 
The  flutterer  to  thy  breast. 

5  I  bless  thee  for  the  glad  increase. 
And  for  the  waning  joy ; 

And  for  this  strange,  this  settled  peace, 
Which  nothing  can  destroy. 

Mis.  Jane  Crewdson. 


English  Melody. 


931        "  ^tie  iSurtirn  BoUrD  flfoas." 

1  LEFT  it  all  with  Jesus  long  ago. 

All  my  sins  I  brought  him  and  my  woe ; 
When  by  faith  I  saw  him  on  the  tree, 
Heard  his  small,  still  whisper,  "'Tis  for 

thee," 
From  my  heart  the  burden  rolled  away ! 
Happy  day. 

2  I  leave  it  all  with  Jesus,  for  he  knows 
How  to  steal  the  bitter  from  life's  woes; 
How  to  gild  the  tear-drop  with  his  smile, 


Make  the  desert  garden  bloom  awhile : 
When  my  weakness  leaneth  on  his  might. 
All  seems  light. 

3  I  leave  it  all  with  Jesus  day  by  day ; 
Faith  can  firmly  trust  him,  come  what  may. 
Hope  has  dropped  her  anchor,  found  her 

rest. 
In  the  calm  sure  haven  of  his  breast ; 
Love  esteems  it  heaven  to  abide 
At  his  side. 

EUeu  H.  Willis. 


S>fBCfplfne  and  Sorrow. 


TBX78T.    C  M. 


W.  F.  Sherwin. 
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9  3  S  ^  flgmn  of  Srtut. 

1  CANNOT  tell  if  short  or  long 
My  earthly  journey  be ; 

But,  all  the  way,  I  know  thy  rod 
And  staff  will  comfort  me. 

2  Though  fierce  temptations  lie  in  wait, 
What  need  have  I  to  care  t 

Thou  wilt  not  suffer  them  to  hurt 
Beyond  my  strength  to  bear. 

3  What  storms  may  beat,  what  burdens  fall. 
My  soul  would  not  avoid ; 

HABVZ7.    p.  M. 


Who  follow  thee,  O  Lord,  may  be 
Cast  down,  but  not  destroyed. 

4  Though  over  steep  and  rugged  ways 
My  weary  feet  be  brought. 

Still  following  where  thy  footprints  lead, 
I  take  no  anxious  thought. 

5  Oh,  perfect  peace !  oh,  endless  rest ! 
No  care,  no  vain  alarms ; 

Beneath  my  every  cross  I  find 
The  Everlasting  Arms. 


Miss  H.  O.  Knowlton. 


W.  F.  Sherwin. 


P  iJ  jgiji  J  J  s!  j  i!JvJ 
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Since  thy  Fa-ther*!  aimiaitainf  tliee,  Paaeo-ftil       1m  ;     When  a  ehnitening  hand  reetrtini  thee,  It    la 
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Know  hia  lore  in  ftUl  completeneei  Filla  the  meaaore  of  thy  weakneee;  If  he  wound  thy  ipir-it  lore,  Trnet  him      more. 


^ 
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933  Beating  in  Coti. 

Since  thy  Father's  arm  sustains  thee. 

Peaceful  be ; 
When  a  chastening  hand  restrains  thee. 

It  is  he ! 
Know  his  love  in  full  completeness 
Fills  the  measure  of  thy  weakness ) 
If  he  wound  thy  spirit  sore. 

Trust  him  more. 

2  Without  murmur,  uncomplaining, 

In  his  hand 
Lay  whatever  things  thou  canst  not 

Understand: 


Though  the  world  thy  folly  spumeth. 
From  thy  faith  in  pity  tumeth. 
Peace  thy  inmost  soul  shall  fill — 
Lying  still. 

3  To  his  own  thy  Saviour  giveth 

Daily  strength ; 
To  each  troubled  soul  that  liveth 

Peace  at  leng^ : 
Weakest  lambs  have  largest  sharing 
Of  this  tender  Shepherd's  caring ; 
Ask  him  not,  then — when  or  how — 

Only  bow. 

Tr.  ft.  K.  R.  Hagvntwch. 
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Cbridtian  Bsperfence. 


ABU.    8.  M. 


Wm.  H.  Monk. 


iiiiJAi»JiJii 


!•  Bonntrledway  ThattakMiuhoineto  Ood;    The   roftdfhittlMdf  torMlmiofday     By  Christ  himadfwu  trod. 


HWff\T'\i 


934         ^tirist  JSttffmti. 

It  is  no  untried  way 

That  takes  us  home  to  God ; 
The  road  that  leads  to  reahns  of  day 

By  Christ  himself  was  trod. 

2  The  Lord  of  Love  has  borne 
The  burdens  of  this  life, 

The  Man  of  Sorrows  oft  was  worn 
With  earth's  incessant  strife. 

3  See  from  his  throne  of  light 
He  now  in  grace  looks  down, 

He  holds  within  faith's  piercing  sight, 
And  bids  us  win — the  crown. 

4  Our  hearts  can  never  faint 
With  such  a  goal  in  view ; 

But  doubts  dismissed,  hushed  each  com- 
We  will  the  way  pursue.  [plaint, 


Robert  M.  Oflbrd. 


DEHHIS.    8.  M. 


935  "itistSrll. 

What  cheering  words  are  these ; 

Their  sweetness  who  can  tell  f 
In  time,  and  to  eternal  days, 

"'T is  with  the  righteous  well!" 

2  Well  when  they  see  his  face. 
Or  sink  amidst  the  flood ; 

Well  in  affliction's  thorny  maze. 
Or  on  the  mount  of  God. 

3  'T  is  well  when  joys  arise, 

'T  is  well  when  sorrows  flow, 
'T  is  well  when  darkness  vails  the  skies. 
And  strong  temptations  grow. 

4  'T  is  well  when  Jesus  calls, — 
"  From  earth  and  sin  arise, 

To  join  the  hosts  of  ransomed  souls, 
Made  to  salvation  wise ! " 

John  Kent 
H.  G.  Nagbu. 


^|g»^^l??     i#^l<^^?lf  ij  jlgJ 


A  •  long  my  aarthly  wmy,  How  ma-ny  eloadi  are  spread !  Darkneta,  with  icaroi  one  eheerfnl  ray,  Seema  gathering  o'er 


tuftfti^m^ 


936  Iftmaftrr. 

AiiONO  my  earthly  way. 
How  many  clouds  are  spread ! 

Darkness,  with  scarce  one  cheerful  ray. 
Seems  gathering  o'er  my  head. 

2  Yet,  Father,  thou  art  Love ; 
Oh,  hide  not  from  my  view ! 

But  when  I  look,  in  prayer,  above, 
Appear  in  mercy  through. 

3  My  pathway  is  not  hid ; 
Thou  knowest  all  mv  need : 


And  I  would  do  as  Israel  did,  — 
Follow  where  thou  wilt  lead. 

4  Lead  me,  and  then  my  feet 
Shall  never,  never  stray; 

But  safely  I  shall  reach  the  seat 
Of  happiness  and  day. 

5  And,  oh,  from  that  bright  throne 
I  shall  look  back,  and  see, — 

The  path  I  went,  and  that  alone, 
Was  the  right  path  for  me. 

Jameft  Edmeetoo. 


S>idcU>line  and  Sorrow. 
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ALDnMATI.    &  K. 


G.  P.  Merrick. 


937   fttn^nufg  Sfirn  tn  flfllirtion. 

How  TENDER  is  thy  hand, 

0  thoa  belovM  Lord ! 
Afflictions  come  at  thy  command, 

And.  leave  us  at  thy  word. 

2  A  Father's  hand  we  felt, 
A  Father's  heart  we  knew ; 

With  tears  of  penitence  we  knelt, 
And  found  his  word  was  true. 


3  We  told  him  all  our  grief. 
We  thought  of  Jesus'  love ; 

A  sense  of  pardon  brought  relief, 
And  bad^  our  pains  remove. 

4  Now  we  will  bless  the  Lord, 
And  in  his  strength  confide ; 

For  ever  be  his  name  adored ; 
For  there  is  none  beside. 

Thomas  Hjudiigs. 


GUTlLAn).    &  M. 


U.  C  BURNAP. 


938  "irb  Cup  if  jtiiL** 

Father,  my  cup  is  full ! 

My  trembling  soul  I  raise ; 
Oh,  save  me  in  this  solemn  hour. 

Thy  might  and  love  to  praise ! 

2  Father,  my  cup  is  full ! 
But  One  hath  drank  before. 

And  for  our  sins  thy  face  was  hid ; 
The  bitter  draught  ran  o'er. 

3  Father,  my  cup  is  full ! 

But  thou  dost  bid  me  drink : 
I  know  thy  love  the  chalice  mixed, 
But  yet  I  faint — I  shrink. 

4  Alone  he  drank  the  cup, 
The  holy,  sinless  One, 

That  not  one  soul  on  earth  again 
Should  drain  the  dregs  alone. 

5  Father,  forsake  me  not ! 
O  Christ !  I  look  to  thee; 

And  by  thy  midnight  agony 
Do  thou  remember  me. 


25 


Anna  Shipton. 


939       *oD'0  IHr^  JSurr. 

Say  not,  my  soul,  "  From  whence 
Can  God  relieve  my  caret" 

Remember  that  Omnipotence 
Has  servants  everywhere. 

2  God's  help  is  always  sure, 
His  methods  seldom  guessed : 

Delay  will  make  our  pleasure  pure. 
Surprise  will  give  it  zest. 

3  His  wisdom  is  sublime. 
His  heart  profoundly  kind ; 

God  never  is  before  his  time. 
And  never  is  behind. 

4  Hast  thou  assumed  a  load. 
Which  few  will  share  with  thee, — 

And  art  thou  carrying  it  for  God, 
And  shall  he  f  aU  to  see  t 

5  Be  comforted  at  heart, 
Thou  art  not  left  alone  ; 

Now,  thou  the  Lord's  companion  art ; 
Soon,  thou  wilt  share  his  throne. 

T.  T.  Lynch. 
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Cbri0tfan  Bsperfence. 


JXWSTT.    6a.    D. 


Arr.  by  J.  P.  Holbkook. 


frn    ,Plj:^^j'l 


My     Je  •  BUS,     ab   thou  wilt  I     Oh,  may   thy  will    be  mine ;    In   -   to      thy  hand    of  love 


940  "^^<  ^s  ^lA^ii'  ^^^  Wntr 
My  Jesus,  as  thou  wilt ! 

Oh,  may  thy  will  be  mine; 
Into  thy  hand  of  love 

I  would  my  all  resign ; 
Through  sorrow,  or  through  joy, 

Conduct  me  as  thine  own. 
And  help  me  still  to  say, 

My  Lord,  thy  will  be  done ! 

2  My  Jesus,  as  thou  wilt ! 
Though  seen  through  many  a  tear, 

Let  not  my  star  of  hope 

Grow  dim  or  disappear ; 
Since  thou  on  earth  hast  wept, 

And  sorrowed  oft  alone. 
If  I  must  weep  with  thee, 

My  Lord,  thy  will  be  done ! 

3  My  Jesus,  as  thou  wilt ! 
All  shall  l3e  well  for  me ; 

Each  changing  future  scene 

I  gladly  trust  with  thee : 
Straight  to  my  home  above 

I  travel  calmly  on. 
And  sing,  in  life  or  death. 

My  Lord,  thy  will  be  done ! 

Jane  Borthwick,  tr. 


941    '*Vif  Itnofortf)  m  UKag.'* 

Thy  way,  not  mine,  0  Lord, 

However  dark  it  be ! 
Lead  me  by  thine  own  hand ; 

Choose  out  my  path  for  me, 

1  dare  not  ch6ose  my  lot : 
I  would  not,  if  I  might ; 

Choose  thou  for  me,  my  God, 
So  shall  I  walk  aright. 

2  The  kingdom  that  I  seek      ' 
Is  thine :  so  let  the  way 

That  leads  to  it  be  thine. 

Else  I  must  surely  stray. 
Take  thou  my  cup,  and  it 

With  joy  or  sorrow  fill. 
As  best  to  thee  may  seem ; 

Choose  thou  my  good  and  ill. 

3  Choose  thou  for  me  my  friends. 
My  sickness  or  my  health ; 

Choose  thou  my  cares  for  me. 

My  poverty  or  wealth. 
Not  mine,  not  mine  the  choice. 

In  things  or  great  or  small ; 
Be  thou  my  Guide,  my  Strength, 

My  Wisdom  and  my  All. 

Horatius  Boiuur. 


S)idcU>ltne  and  Sorrow. 


BLI88ID  Hon.    6«.    D. 


J.  Stain BK. 
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WhtN  Mth  it  loft  in    tUghi,    And    9ft-titnthoptisero>wned|AikdtY  -  or-lMt-iiiK  liglit  Iti  glory  throwi  a-ronsd. 


942        ^tl'  ItlomrUinD. 

There  is  a  blessed  home 

Beyond  this  land  of  woe. 
Where  trials  never  come. 

Nor  tears  of  sorrow  flow ; 
Where  faith  is  lost  in  sight, 

And  patient  hope  is  crowned, 
And  everlasting  light 

Its  glory  throws  around. 

2  There  is  a  land  of  peace ; 
Good  angels  know  it  well ; 

Glad  songs  that  never  cease 
Within  its  portals  swell  j 

Around  its  glorious  throne 
Ten  thousand  saints  adore 

Christy  with  the  Father  one, 
And  Spirit,  evermore. 

3  Look  up,  ye  saints  of  God ! 
Nor  fear  to  tread  below 

The  path  your  Saviour  trod 
Of  daily  toil  and  woe; 


VIAPACIB.    60. 


Wait  but  a  little  while 

In  uncomplaining  love ; 
His  own  most  gracious  smile 

Shall  welcome  you  above. 

Henry  W.  Baker. 
943    «  JkttrT'0  9|anD. 

Be  tranquil,  0  my  soul ! 

Be  quiet  every  fear ! 
Thy  Father  hath  control, 

And  he  is  ever  near. 
Ne'er  of  thy  lot  complain, 

Whatever  may  befall ; 
Sickness,  or  care,  or  pain, 

'T  is  well  appointed  9II. 

2  A  Father's  chastening  hand 

Is  leading  thee  along ; 
Nor  distant  is  the  land 

Where  swells  the  immortal  song. 
Oh,  then,  my  soul,  be  still ! 

Await  heaven's  high  decree ; 
Seek  but  thy  Father's  will. 

It  shall  be  well  with  thee. 

Thomas  Hasdngs. 

J.  Barnby. 
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Cbcidtfan  Bipecfence. 


BILTRA.    71. 


J.  B.  DVKKS. 


Walt|mjwal,Tipoa  th«  Lordi  ToUssnoloiuproHSMflMylAylBf  hAldnp-«B]iliwerd,<<Ast]iydJijtt]iyitr(B(tha^^ 


944  Vrut.  33:25. 

Wait,  my  soul,  upon  the  Lord, 
To  his  gracious  promise  flee, 

Laying  hold  upon  his  word, 
"  As  thy  days  thy  strength  shall  be." 

2  If  the  sorrows  of  thy  case 

Seem  peculiar  still  to  thee, 
God  has  promised  needful  grace, 

^' As  thy  days  thy  strength  shall  be." 

AMBTIBDAIL    7i,  6«.   S. 


3  Days  of  trial,  days  of  grief, 
In  succession  thou  mayst  see ; 

This  is  still  thy  sweet  relief, 
''As  thy  days  thy  strength  shall  be." 

4  Rock  of  Ages,  I  'm  secure. 
With  thy  promise  full  and  free  ; 

Faithful,  positive,  and  sure — 
"As  thy  days  thy  streng^  shall  be.^ 


J.  Nakbs. 


(  Rite«my  soul.and  stretch  thy  wings^Thy  better  por  -  tion  trmce;      ) 

(  Rise  from  tran-ti  -  to  -  ry  things  Tow*rd  heav'n,  thsrnative  place :  >   Sun  and  moon  and  stars  de-cay ; 
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945  ^^'  ^'^^^  portion. 

Rise,  my  soul,  and  stretch  thy  wings, 

Thy  better  portion  trace ; 
Rise  from  transitory  things 

Toward  heaven,  thy  native  place : 
Sun  and  moon  and  stars  decay ; 

Time  shall  soon  this  earth  remove ; 
Rise,  my  soul,  and  haste  away 

To  seats  prepared  above. 

2  Rivers  to  the  ocean  run. 
Nor  stay  in  all  their  course ; 

Fire  ascending  seeks  the  sun ; 
Both  speed  them  to  their  source : 


So  a  soul  that 's  born  of  God, 
Pants  to  view  his  glorious  face ; 

Upward  tends  to  his  abode, 
To  rest  in  his  embrace. 

3  Cease,  ye  pilgrims,  cease  to  mourn. 

Press  onward  to  the  prize ; 
Soon  our  Saviour  will  return 

Triumphant  in  the  skies : 
Yet  a  season,  —  and  you  know 

Happy  entrance  will  be  given. 
All  our  sorrows  left  below. 

And  earth  exchanged  for  heaven. 

Robert  Seagn* 


Df0CU>ltne  and  Sorrow. 


LAST  HOPS.    7s. 


Arr.  fr.  Gottschalk. 
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And       the       last      hope   will       not       stay,        Sav    -  iour,    com  -  fort,  com  •  fort     mel 


946  Comfort. 

In  the  dark  and  cloudy  day. 
When  earth's  riches  flee  away, 
And  the  last  hope  will  not  stay, 
Saviour,  comfort  me ! 

2  When  the  secret  idol 's  gone 
That  my  poor  heart  yearned  upon, — 
Desolate,  bereft,  alone. 

Saviour,  comfort  me ! 

3  Thou,  who  wast  so  sorely  tried. 
In  the  darkness  crucified. 

Bid  me  in  thy  love  confide ; 
Saviour,  comfort  me ! 

4  Comfort  me ;  I  am  cast  down : 
'T  is  my  heavenly  Father's  frown ; 

1  deserve  it  all,  I  own : 
Saviour,  comfort  me ! 

5  So  it  shall  be  good  for  me 
Much  afflicted  now  to  be. 

If  thou  wilt  but  tenderly. 
Saviour,  comfort  me ! 

George  Rawson. 

947  "ioT»|eCaTett>.- 

Cast  thy  burden  on  the  Lord, 
Only  lean  upon  his  word ; 
Thou  wilt  soon  have  cause  to  bless 
His  unchangfing  faithfulness. 

2  He  sustains  thee  by  his  hand. 
He  enables  thee  to  stand ; 

Those,  whom  Jesus  once  hath  loved. 
From  his  grace  are  never  moved. 


3  Heaven  and  earth  may  pass  away, 
God's  free  grace  shall  not  decay ; 
He  hath  promised  to  fulfill 

All  the  pleasure  of  his  will. 

4  Jesus !  guardian  of  thy  flock^ 
Be  thyself  our  constant  rock ; 
Make  us  by  thy  powerful  hand, 
Firm  as  Zion's  mountain  stand. 

WilUam  Hammond. 
948       *^^'  ^"^  ^"  Crisis. 

'T  IS  my  happiness  below 
Not  to  live  without  the  cross. 

But  the  Saviour's  power  to  know. 
Sanctifying  every  loss. 

2  Trials  must  and  will  befall ; 
But  with  humble  faith  to  see 

Love  inscribed  upon  them  all, — 
This  is  happiness  to  me. 

3  God  in  Israel  sows  the  seeds 
Of  affliction,  pain  and  toil ; 

These  spring  up  and  choke  the  weeds 
Which  would  else  o'erspread  the  soil. 

4  Did  I  meet  no  trials  here. 
No  chastisement  by  the  way. 

Might  I  not  with  reason  fear 
I  should  prove  a  castaway  t 

5  Trials  make  the  promise  sweet ; 
Trials  give  new  life  to  prayer; 

Trials  bring  me  to  his  feet. 
Lay  me  low,  and  keep  me  there. 

William  Cuwper. 


Cbri6tian  fispetfence. 


J.  p.  HOLBROOK. 


9^9  Coiurrration. 

Jesus  !  our  best  beloved  Friend, 
On  thy  redeeming  name  we  call ; 

Jesus!  in  love  to  us  descend, 
Pardon  and  sanctify  us  all. 

2  Our  souls  and  bodies  we  resign, 
To  fear  and  follow  thy  commands ; 

Oh !  take  our  hearts,  our  hearts  are  thine. 
Accept  the  service  of  our  hands. 

3  Firm,  faithful,  watching  unto  prayer. 
Our  Master's  voice  will  we  obey. 

Toil  in  the  vineyard  here,  and  bear 
The  heat  and  burden  of  the  day. 

4  Yet,  Lord,  for  us  a  resting-place. 

In  heaven,  at  thy  right  hand,  prepare ; 
And  till  we  see  thee  face  to  face. 
Be  all  our  conversation  there. 

James  Montgomery. 
950  -^'^  ^"^  l!Bor1i0. 

One  cup  of  healing  oil  and  wine, 
One  offering  laid  on  mercy's  shrine, 
Is  thrice  more  grateful.  Lord,  to  thee. 
Than  lifted  eye  or  bended  knee. 

2  In  true  and  inward  faith  we  trace 
The  source  of  every  outward  grace ;  ' 
Within  the  pious  heart  it  plays, 

A  living  fount  of  joy  and  praise. 

3  Kind  deeds  of  peace  and  love  betray 
Where'er  the  stream  has  found  its  way ; 
But,  where  these  spring  not  rich  and  fair, 
The  stream  has  never  wandered  there. 

William  H.  Drummond. 


95 1  ^tir  Voor— lufcr  6 :  20. 

Thou  God  of  hope,  to  thee  we  bow ! 

Thou  art  our  Refuge  in  distress ; 
The  Husband  of  the  widow  thou, 

The  Father  of  the  fatherless. 

2  The  poor  are  thy  peculiar  care ; 
To  them  thy  promises  are  sure : 

Thy  gifts  the  poor  in  spirit  share ; 
Oh !  may  we  always  thus  be  poor ! 

3  May  we  thy  law  of  love  fulfill. 

To  bear  each  other's  burdens  here. 
Endure  and  do  thy  righteous  will. 
And  walk  in  all  thy  faith  and  fear. 


Anon. 


952  ^ot  Sour  ®fon. 

Oh,  not  my  own  these  verdant  hills, 
And  fruits  and  flowers,  and  stream,  and 

But  his  who  all  with  glory  fills,         [wood ; 
Who  bought  me  with  his  precious  blood. 

2  Oh,  not  my  own  this  wondrous  frame. 
Its  curious  work,  its  living  soul ; 

But  his  who  for  my  ransom  came ; 
Slain  for  my  sake,  he  claims  the  whole. 

3  Oh,  not  my  own  the  grace  that  keeps 
My  feet  from  fierce  temptations  free ; 

Oh,  not  my  own  the  thought  that  leaps, 
Adoring,  bless6d  Lord,  to  thee. 

4  Oh,  not  my  own ;  I  '11  soar  and  sing. 
When  life,  with  all  its  toils,  is  o'er. 

And  thou  thy  trembling  lamb  shalt  bring 
Safe  home,  to  wander  nevermore. 

Samuel  F.  Smi^ 


DABLBT.    L.  K. 
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Scttvftc  and  Seal. 
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way  I      It       is   not  thus  that  souls  are  won  ~  It     it    not    thus  that  souls  are  won. 


953  2«»^ 

Go,  LABOR  on,  while  it  is  day ; 

The  world's  dark  night  is  hastening  on ; 
Speedy  speed  thy  work, — cast  sloth  away ! 

It  is  not  thus  that  souls  are  won. 

2  Men  die  in  darkness  at  your  side, 
Without  a  hope  to  cheer  the  tomb : 

Take  up  the  torch  and  wave  it  wide — 
The  torch  that  lights  time's  thickest  gloom. 

3  Toil  on, — faint  not;  keep  watch  and  pray! 
Be  wise  the  erring  soul  to  win ; 

Go  forth  into  the  world's  highway ; 
Compel  the  wanderer  to  come  in. 

4  Go,  labor  on :  your  hands  are  weak ; 
Tour  knees  are  faint,  your  soul  cast  down ; 

Yet  falter  not ;  the  prize  you  seek 
Is  near, — a  kingdom  and  a  crown ! 

Horadus  BoMU. 


«)o4:  Sfirouragnntnt. 

It  may  not  be  our  lot  to  wield 
The  sickle  in  the  ripened  field ; 
Nor  ours  to  hear,  on  summer  eves, 
The  reaper's  song  among  the  sheaves. 

2  Yet  ours  the  grateful  service  whence 
Comes,  day  by  day,  the  recompense ; 
The  hope,  the  trust,  the  purpose  stayed, 
The  fountain,  and  the  noonday  shade. 

3  And  were  this  life  the  utmost  span. 
The  only  end  and  aim  of  man. 
Better  the  toil  of  fields  like  these 
Than  waking  dream  and  slothful  ease. 

4  But  life,  though  falling  like  our  grain, 
Like  that  revives  and  springs  again ; 
And,  early  called,  how  blest  are  they 
Who  wait,  in  heaven,  their  harvest  day ! 

J.  G.  Whittier. 

HOLBROOK. 


itttillf 
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955  Zral.—Jofin  12 :  j^. 

Go,  LABOR  on ;  spend  and  be  spent, — 
Thy  joy  to  do  the  Father's  will ; 

It  is  the  way  the  Master  went ; 

Should  not  the  servant  tread  it  still  t 

2  Go,  labor  on ;  't  is  .not  for  naught ; 

Thine  earthly  loss  is  heavenly  gain ; 
Men  heed  thee,  love  thee,  praise  thee  not ; 

The  Master  praises, —  what  are  men  f 


3  Go,  labor  on ;  enough,  while  here. 
If  he  shall  praise  thee,  if  he  deign 

Thy  willing  heart  to  mark  and  cheer : 
No  toil  for  him  shall  be  in  vain. 

4  Toil  on,  and  in  thy  toil  rejoice ; 
For  toil  comes  rest,  for  eidle  home ; 

Soon  shalt  thou    hear   the   Bridegroom's 
voice, 
The  midnight  peal :  "  Behold,  I  come !" 

Horatius  Bonar. 
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Cbridtian  Bn^crfence. 


BiMsmr.  c  iL 


J.  p.  HOLBROOK. 


y  j  j  i  Jy  j  j^jhli^l^l;i  j  j  ji  j  j  Ji  Ji  j  j  j  ji^ii 


fk-tlmr  of  merdM!  Mndthy  gnce»Allpow«rftilflroinabovB,  Tb  fbrm  in  eor  obtdimttoals  Tha  im-«fe  of  tliy  lorv. 

I 


PftffFlfl^^gii 


956  "J5o  JrfOf  Eooltrb."  . 

Father  of  mercies !  send  thy  g^race, 

All  powerful  from  above. 
To  form  in  our  obedient  souls 

The  image  of  thy  love. 

2  Oh,  may  our  sympathizing  breasts 
The  generous  pleasure  know, 

Kindly  to  share  in  others'  joy, 
And  weep  for  others'  woe! 

3  When  the  most  helpless  sons  of  grief 
In  low  distress  are  laid. 

Soft  be  our  hearts  their  pains  to  feel. 
And  swift  our  hands  to  aid. 

4  So  Jesus  looked  on  dying  men, 
When  throned  above  the  skies ; 

And  'mid  the  embraces  of  his  God, 
He  felt  compassion  rise. 

5  On  wings  of  love  the  Saviour  flew, 
To  raise  us  from  the  ground. 

And  made  the  richest  of  his  blood 
A  balm  for  every  wound. 

Philip  Doddridge. 
95  7  ^^'*  ^^^"^  ^n»- 

Lord,  lead  the  way  the  Saviour  went. 

By  lane  and  cell  obscure. 
And  let  love's  treasures  still  be  spent, 

Like  his,  upon  the  poor. 

2  Like  him,  through  scenes  of  deep  distress, 
Who  bore  the  world's  sad  weight, 

We,  in  their  crowded  loneliness. 
Would  seek  the  desolate. 

3  For  thou  hast  placed  us  side  by  side 
In  this  wide  world  of  ill ; 

And  that  thy  followers  may  be  tried. 
The  poor  are  with  us  still. 

4  Mean  are  all  offerings  we  can  make ; 
Yet  thou  hast  taught  us,  Lord, 

If  given  for  the  Saviour's  sake. 
They  lose  not  their  reward. 

William  Crosswell. 


958  JKtnutr  jmrlits. 

Scorn  not  the  slightest  word  or  deed. 

Nor  deem  it  void  of  power; 
There 's  fruit  in  each  wind-wafted  seed, 

That  waits  its  natal  hour. 

2  A  whispered  word  may  touch  the  heart, 
And  call  it  back  to  life ; 

A  look  of  love  bid  sin  depart, 
And  still  unholy  strife. 

3  No  act  falls  fruitless;  none  can  tell 
How  vast  its  power  may  be. 

Nor  what  results  infolded  dwell 
Within  it  silently. 

4  Work  on,  despair  not,  bring  thy  mite. 
Nor  care  how  small  it  be ; 

God  is  with  all  that  serve  the  right, 
The  holy,  true,  and  free. 

Anoo.,  itiS 

959  9Mlm  hi' 

Blest  is  the  man  whose  softening  heart 

Feels  all  another's  pain ; 
To  whom  the  supplicating  eye 

Was  never  raised  in  vain : — 

2  Whose    breast  expands   with  generous 
A  stranger's  woes  to  feel ;  [warmth 

And  bleeds  in  pity  o'er  the  wound 
He  wants  the  xxxwer  to  heal. 

3  He  spreads  his  kind  supporting  arms 
To  every  child  of  grief  ; 

His  secret  bounty  largely  flows, 
And  brings  unasked  relief. 

4  To  gentle  offices  of  love 
His  feet  are  never  slow : 

He  views,  through  mercy's  melting  eye, 
A  brother  in  a  foe. 

5  Peace  from  the  bosom  of  his  God, 
The  Saviour's  grhae  shall  give ; 

And,  when  he  kneels  before  the  throne, 
His  trembling  soul  shall  live. 

Mis.  a.  L.  BaitauhL 


IBictMtm  an^  2^eaL 
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Sxprbttion. 

le  it  is  to-day ! 
{  our  Saviour's  rule ; 
e  minds  let  us  obey, 
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,  by  word  and  deed, 
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broad  the  precious  seed 
in  every  place :  — 

Ls  the  wilderness 
ssom  like  the  rose, 
spring  up  of  righteousness, 
r  life's  river  flows. 

James  Montgoraefy. 


9uX  Contdbutionf. 

Thy  bounties,  gprucious  Lord ! 

With  gratitude  we  own ; 
We  bless  thy  providential  grace. 

Which  showers  its  blessings  down. 

2  With  joy  the  people  bring 
Their  offerings  round  thy  throne ; 

With  thankful  souls,  behold !  we  pay 
A  tribute  of  thine  own. 

3  Let  a  Redeemer's  blood 
Diffuse  its  virtues  wide ; 

Hallow  and  cleanse  our  every  gift^ 
And  all  our  follies  hide. 

4  Oh  I  may  this  sacrifice 

To  thee,  the  Lord,  ascend. 
An  odor  of  a  sweet  perfume. 
Presented  by  his  hand. 

Elizabeth  Scott. 
J.  Barnby. 
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MiM .  Fletcher. 


963  IBort  l^borrtf. 

Oh,  still  in  accents  sweet  and  strong 
Sounds  forth  the  ancient  word, — 

"  More  reapers  for  white  harvest  fields, 
More  laborers  for  the  Lord ! " 

2  We  hear  the  call ;  in  dreams  no  more 
In  selfish  ease  we  lie, 

But,  girded  for  our  Father's  work, 
Go  forth  beneath  his  sky. 

3  Where  prophets'  word,  and  martyrs'  bloody 
And  prayers  of  saints  were  sown. 

We,  to  their  labors  entering  in, 
Would  reap  where  they  have  strown. 

Samuel  Longfellow. 
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Cbrietian  Bsperfence, 


8AM80V.    L.  IL 


Arr.  fir.  Handel. 
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Lord,   speak     to    me,    that       I      may  apeak    In       liv  -  ing   ech  •  oea         of     tny         tone ; 


L,.H:f  f   tl^5feife 


^1* 


Aa    thou     hast 


last  Bought,  BO        let       me    aeek    Thy   err  -  ing  chil  -  dren    lost     and  lone. 


g-if  r  r  r 


Lord,  speak  to  me,  that  I  may  speak 

In  living  echoes  of  thy  tone ; 
As  thou  hast  sought,  so  let  me  seek 

Thy  erring  children  lost  and  lone. 

2  Oh,  lead  me,  Lord,  that  I  may  lead 
The  wandering  and  the  wavering  feet ; 

Oh,  feed  me,  Lord,  that  I  may  feed 
Thy  hungering  ones  with  manna  sweet. 

3  Oh,  strengthen  me,  that,  while  I  stand 
Firm  on  the  rock,  and  strong  in  thee, 

I  may  stretch  out  a  loving  hand 
To  wrestlers  with  the  troubled  sea. 

PISA    7i,  Os. 


4  Oh,  teach  me.  Lord,  that  I  may  teach 
The  precious  things  thou  dost  impart ; 

And  wing  my  words,  that  they  may  reach 
The  hidden  depths  of  many  a  heart 

5  Oh,  give  thine  own  sweet  rest  to  me, 
That  I  may  speak  with  soothing  power 

A  word  in  season,  as  from  thee, 
To  weary  ones  in  needful  hour. 

6  Oh,  use  me.  Lord,  use  even  me. 

Just  as  thou  wilt,  and  when,  and  where. 
Until  thy  bless6d  face  I  see, 
Thy  rest,  thy  joy,  thy  glory  share. 

Frances  R.  HavcipL 


W.  H.  JUDK. 


965      "  ^tlB  ftini^om  ffomt." 

Lord  of  the  living  harvest, 
That  whitens  o'er  the  plain, 

Where  angels  soon  shall  gather 
Their  sheaves  of  golden  grrain,- 

2  Accept  these  hands  to  labor. 
These  hearts  to  trust  and  love. 

And  deign  with  them  to  hasten 
Thy  kingdom  from  above. 


3  As  laborers  in  thy  vineyard 
Send  us  out,  Christ,  to  be 

Content  to  bear  the  burden 
Of  weary  days  for  thee. 

4  We  ask  no  other  wages. 
When  thou  shalt  call  us  home, 

But  to  have  shared  the  travail 
Which  makes  thy  kingdom  come. 

J.  S.  &  MooKlL 


Bctiviti?  and  £eal. 
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1IZ88I0V  80SO.    88,  7b.   D. 


P.  P.  Van  Arsdalb. 


Hark!  the  voice  of  Jesus  calling,— Who  will  go  and  work  to-day?  Fields  are  white,the  harvest  waiting,— 

X>.S. — Who  will  an-swer,  glad  •  ly   say  •  ing, 


m-m^ 


Who  -will  bear  the  sheaves  away?  Loud  and  long  the  Master  dall-eth,  Rich  re-ward  he  of-  fers  free; 
Here    am    I,    O  Lord,  send  me.** 


966       ''  ^b'  MMhoxtn  are  Jrte.** 

Hark  !  the  voice  of  Jesus  calling, — 

Who  will  go  and  work  to-day  f 
Fields  are  white,  the  harvest  waiting,— 

Who  will  bear  the  sheaves  away  f 
Load  and  long  the  Master  calleth. 

Rich  reward  he  offers  free ; 
Who  will  answer,  gladly  saying, 

"  Here  am  I,  O  Lord,  send  me." 

2  If  you  cannot  cross  the  ocean 

And  the  heathen  lands  explore, 
You  can  find  the  heathen  nearer. 

You  can  help  them  at  your  door ; 
If  you  cannot  speak  like  angels, 

If  you  cannot  preach  like  Paul, 
You  can  tell  the  love  of  Jesus, 

You  can  say  he  died  for  all. 

3  While  the  souls  of  men  are  dying, 

And  the  Master  calls  for  you, 
Let  none  hear  you  idly  saying, 

"There  is  nothing  I  can  do !" 
Oladly  take  the  task  he  gives  you. 

Let  his  work  your  pleasure  be ; 
-A^nswer  quickly  when  he  calleth, 

"Here  am  I,  0  Lord,  send  me." 

Dr.  March. 

^i*  you  cannot  on  the  ocean 

Sail  among  the  swiftest  fleet, 
Stocking  on  the  highest  billows. 
Laughing  at  the  storms  you  meet, 


You  can  stand  among  the  sailors, 
Anchored  yet  within  the  bay. 

You  can  lend  a  hand  to  help  them, 
As  they  launch  their  boat  away. 

2  If  you  are  too  weak  to  journey 
Up  the  mountain  steep  and  high. 

Yon  can  stand  within  the  valley. 
While  the  multitude  go  by ; 

You  can  chant  in  happy  measure. 
As  they  slowly  pass  along ; 

Though  they  may  forget  the  singer. 
They  will  not  forget  the  song. 

3  If  you  have  not  gold  and  silver 
Ever  ready  to  command ; 

If  you  cannot  toward  the  needy 
Reach  an  ever  open  hand. 

You  can  visit  the  afflicted. 
O'er  the  erring  you  can  weep ; 

You  can  be  a  true  disciple 
Sitting  at  the  Saviour's  feet. 

4  If  you  cannot  in  the  harvest 
.  Gamer  up  the  richest  sheaf, 

Many  a  grain  both  ripe  and  golden 
Will  the  careless  reapers  leave ; 

Go  and  glean  among  the  briers, 
Growing  rank  against  the  wall, 

For  it  may  be  that  the  shadow 
Hides  the  heaviest  wheat  of  all. 


E.  H.  Oxvtik. 
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Cbridtian  Biperience. 


OnORD.    8.  M. 


J.  Goss. 


iiUjuum 


Oh!  praise  our  Ood  to -di^i    HUconftantinfreyblaMtWhoM  lor*  bAt]ih«lp«diu  on  oar  wij,  And  granted  oimiooeti. 


968        Stel^fooflobr. 

Oh  !  praise  our  (Jod  to-day, 

His  constant  mercy  bless, 
Whose  love  hath  helped  us  on  our  way. 

And  granted  us  success. 

2  His  arm  the  strength  imparts' 
Our  daily  toil  to  bear ; 

His  grace  alone  inspires  our  hearts, 
£2ach  other's  load  to  share. 

3  Oh !  happiest  work  below, 
Earnest  of  joy  above. 

To  sweeten  many  a  cup  of  woe. 
By  deeds  of  holy  love ! 

4  Lord !  may  it  be  our  choice 
This  blessed  rule  to  keep, 

"  Rejoice  with  them  that  do  rejoice. 
And  weep  with  them  that  weep." 

5  God  of  the  widow!  hear; 
Our  work  of  mercy  bless ; 

God  of  the  fatherless !  be  near. 
And  grant  us  good  success. 

Henry  W.  Baker. 
06LBB.    8.  M. 


969  Contributton. 

We  give  thee  but  thine  own, 
Whate'er  the  gift  may  be : 

All  what  we  have  is  thine  alone, 
A  trust,  0  Lord,  from  thee. 

2  May  we  thy  boimties  thus 
As  stewards  true  receive. 

And  gladly  as  thou  blessest  us, 
To  thee  our  first-fruits  give. 

3  To  comfort  and  to  bless. 
To  find  a  balm  for  woe. 

To  tend  the  lone  and  fatherless— 
Is  angels'  work  below. 

4  The  captive  to  release, 
To  God  the  lost  to  bring, 

To  teach  the  way  of  life  and  peace— 
It  is  a  Christ-like  thing. 

5  And  we  believe  thy  word. 
Though  dim  our  faith  may  be ; 

Whate'er  for  thine  we  do,  O  Lord, 
We  do  it  unto  thee. 

William  W.  Ho». 
Andeiit  Melody. 


i\lfi\mi^ 


Sow  in  the  mom  thy  leed,   At  eve  bold  not  thy  hand;  Tb  doubt  and  tmi  give  thoa  no    heed;  nroad-cait  it  o'er  th«  Itf^ 


FfCifPftFifiF'fipfiF'ffe 


970      *'ia«brftHotnr." 

Sow  IN  the  morn  thy  seed, 

At  eve  hold  not  thy  hand; 
To  doubt  and  fear  give  thou  no  heed ; 

Broad-cast  it  o'er  the  land. 

2  And  duly  shall  appear 
In  verdure,  beauty,  strength. 

The  tender  blade,  the  stalk,  the  ear. 
And  the  full  com  at  length. 


3  Thou  canst  not  toil  in  vain ; 
Cold,  heat,  the  moist  and  dry, 

Shall  foster  and  mature  the  grain 
For  garners  in  the  sky. 

4  Then,  when  the  glorious  end. 
The  day  of  God  shall  come. 

The  angel-reapers  shall  descend. 
And  heaven  sing  ''  Harvest  home ! ' 

Jajnes  Montgotf^ 


wnjnr.  80, 7>. 


Bctfvfti^  and  2^eaL 


Arr.  fir.  ScHULZ. 
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All     un  •  seen  the      If  at  •  ter     walk  •  eth 


By     the    toil  -  ing       eervant'e     side ; 


irrrrifrr  1 


i;f^Jj|J,^Jj-l,04^^JU;jJj|| 


Com  •  fort  •  a  •  ble    words  he     apeak-eth,       While   hit    hands  up    •  hold    and     guide. 


971        " i  «a  teit^  Sou.** 

All  tmseen  the  Master  walketh 
By  the  toiling  servant's  side ; 

Comfortable  words  he  speaketh. 
While  his  hands  uphold  and  guide. 

2  Grief,  nor  pain,  nor  any  sorrow 
Rends  thy  heart,  to  him  unknown ; 

BTOCKWILL.    8t,7i. 


He  to-day,  and  he  to-morrow, 
Grace  sufficient  gives  his  own. 

3  Holy  strivings  nerve  and  strengthen. 
Long  endurance  wins  the  crown ; 

When  the  evening  shadows  lengthen. 
Thou  shalt  lay  thy  burden  down. 

Thomas  MacKellar. 


D.  E.  JoNSS. 


B»  that  gotth  fbrth  with  wttpinf,  Btarlny  prteioosMtdinlort,  Vemr  tirisfi  iMT«rilttpiBf,find«thB«rej 


972  Vwlm  120:0. 

He  that  goeth  forth  with  weeping, 
Bearing  precious  seed  in  love, 

Never  tiring,  never  sleeping, 
Findeth  mercy  from  above. 

2  Soft  descend  the  dews  of  heaven. 
Bright  the  rays  celestial  shine ; 

ft^ious  fruit  will  thus  be  given. 
Through  an  influence  all  divine. 

3    Sow  thy  seed,  be  never  weary. 
Let  no  fears  thy  soul  annoy ; 
the  prospect  ne'er  so  dreary, 
Thou  shalt  reap  the  fruits  of  joy. 

I-    Lo,  the  scene  of  verdure  brightening ! 

See  the  rising  grain  appear ; 
^^^«ook  again !  the  fields  are  whitening, 

For  the  harvest  time  is  near. 

Thomas  Hastings. 


973  IStnrboIrnt  Sffortf. 

Cast  thy  bread  upon  the  waters. 
Thinking  not 't  is  thrown  away ; 

God  himself  saith,  thou  shalt  gather 
It  again  some  future  day. 

2  Cast  thy  bread  upon  the  waters ; 
Wildly  though  the  billows  roU, 

They  but  aid  thee  as  thou  toilest 
Truth  to  spread  from  pole  to  pole. 

3  As  the  seed,  by  billows  floated. 
To  some  distant  island  lone. 

So  to  human  souls  benighted. 
That  thou  flingest  may  be  borne. 

4  Cast  thy  bread  upon  the  waters ; 
Why  wilt  thou  still  doubting  stand  f 

Bounteous  shall  God  send  the  harvest. 
If  thou  sow'st  with  liberal  hand. 

Mrs.  F.  K..  ^wccbSAK^. 
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Cbri0tian  Bn^crfence* 


WORK  SOVG.    P.  M. 


C.  J.  DlCXKKSON. 


i^^ 


Work,  for  the  nig^ht  is  oominf  \  Work,throa|^  tht  mominf  hoon ;  Work,  wUlt  tho  dtw  ia  tparkliBf  { W«rk,'add  ipriBfinf  flowsn; 


ffinm\ff4^^} 


^f'^pffir-ii 


974  "  ^'  ^>Btlt  eomrtt .** 

Work,  for  the  night  is  coming ; 

Work,  through  the  morning  hours ; 
Work,  while  the  dew  is  sparkling ; 

Work,  'mid  springing  flowers ; 
Work,  when  the  day  grows  brighter, 

Work,  in  the  glowing  sun ; 
Work,  for  the  night  is  coming. 

When  man's  work  is  done. 

2  Work,  for  the  night  is  coming. 
Work  through  the  sunny  noon ; 

Fill  brightest  hours  with  labor. 
Rest  comes  sure  and  soon. 

8T.  FZBAV.    7i,  So. 


Give  every  flying  minute 
Something  to  keep  in  store ; 

Work,  for  the  night  is  coming, 
When  man  works  no  more. 

3  Work,  for  the  night  is  coming, 

Under  the  sunset  skies ; 
While  their  bright  tints  are  glowing, 

Work,  for  daylight  flies. 
Work  till  the  last  beam  fadeth, 

Fadeth  to  shine  no  more  ; 
Work,  while  the  night  is  darkening, 

When  man's  work  is  o'er. 

Anna  L.  Walker. 

E.  J.  Hopkins. 


7 

Thiaotfoall   tlMfifU,0  Ood!  Thiao the terokon  broad;  Lot  tko  nokod  foot  bo  ihod,  Andtko  ittrrliir  M* 


^flf^^F^^^^ffl' 


975        ^^'  ^^^"  ^'  (Siblna. 

Thine  are  all  the  gifts,  O  God ! 

Thine  the  broken  bread ; 
Let  the  naked  feet  be  shod, 

And  the  starving  fed. 

2  Let  thy  children,  by  thy  grace, 

Give  as  they  abound, 
Till  the  poor  have  breathing-space. 

And  the  lost  are  found. 


3  Wiser  than  the  miser's  hoards 
Is  the  giver's  choice ; 

Sweeter  than  the  song  of  birds 
Is  the  thankful  voice. 

4  Welcome  smiles  on  faces  sad 
As  the  flowers  of  spring ; 

Let  the  tender  hearts  be  glad 
With  the  joy  they  bring. 

John  G.  Whlttiei. 


Bctiviti?  and  Zcnl 
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■L.    C  M.    6L 


R.  DiWrrr  Mallary. 


llli}\^ii\ 


■■  me  not  thy  service,  Lord,  But  train  me  for  thy   will ;    For     e  •  ven   I,    in  fields  so  broad, 

/  0  r  r^rL  l  r  ir  i#  i    w  0  igg- i 


i^i^^/gi^jJi 


ities  may  ful  •  fill ;  And    I   will  ask  for     no    re-ward.    Ex  •  cept  to  senre  thee  still. 


41  Frtmn'f  ^raarT. 

}  me  not  thy  service.  Lord, 
nrain  me  for  thy  will ; 
m  I,  in  fields  so  broad, 
)  duties  may  fulfill ; 
wrill  ask  for  no  reward, 
pt  to  serve  thee  still. 

many  serve,  how  many  more 

to  the  service  come ! 

1  the  vines,  the  grapes  to  store, 

I  dost  appoint  for  some : 

ast  thy  young  men  at  the  war, 

little  ones  at  home. 

w.    L.  M. 


3  All  works  are  good,  and  each  is  best 
As  most  it  pleases  thee ; 

Each  worker  pleases  when  the  rest 

He  serves  in  charity ; 
And  neither  man  nor  work  unblest. 

Wilt  thou  permit  to  be. 

4  Our  Master  all  the  work  hath  done 
He  asks  of  us  to-day  ; 

Sharing  his  service,  every  one 

Share  too  his  sonship  may ; 
Lord,  I  would  serve  and  be  a  son : 

Dismiss  me  not,  I  pray. 

T.  T.  Lynch. 
J.  B.  Calkin. 


r  of  rar  mortal  fnuno— Of  all  thy  worki  tho  nobloft  Ikr,  W«  bow  boftre  tby  rlfbtooiu  elain  Tto  all  wo  baTO,and  all  wo  are. 


€W  Snb  of  IBan. 

kker  of  our  mortal  frame — 
hy  works  the  noblest  far, 
before  thy  righteous  claim 
we  have,  and  all  we  are. 

igues  were  fashioned  for  thy  word, 
nds — to  do  thy  will  divine ; 
Bs  are  thy  temple.  Lord, 
nd's  immortal  powers  are  thine. 

iiest  thought — to  trace  thy  skill, 
est  love  on  thee  to  rest. 


Its  noblest  action  of  the  will, 
To  choose  thy  service,  and  be  blest. 

4  Our  ransomed  spirits  rise  to  thee — 
Unfailing  source  of  light  and  joy ! 

Thy  love  has  made  thy  children  free. 
Thy  praise  shall  life  and  strength  employ. 

5  Give  grKce  and  mercy  to  the  end — 
For  we  are  thine  and  not  our  own : 

So  shall  we  to  thy  courts  ascend. 
And  cast  our  crowns  before  thy  throne. 

A.  R.  Wolfe. 


400 


tCbe  Cburcb  ot  0ob. 


OOVTBinOV.    89,  i§. 


J.  B.  DvKss. 


O  Lord  of  beaven,  and  earth,  and  sea, 
To  thee  all  praise  and  glory  be ; 
How  shall  we  show  our  love  to  thee, 
Who  givest  all  f 

2  For  peaceful  homes,  and  healthful  days, 
For  all  the  blessings  earth  displays, 

We  owe  thee  thankfulness  and  praise. 
Who  givest  all. 

3  Thou  didst  not  spare  thine  only  Son, 
But  gav'st  him  for  a  world  undone, 

UVITAS.    8t,4t. 


And  freely  with  that  blessed  One 
Thou  givest  all. 

4  For  souls  redeemed,  for  sins  forgiven, 
For  means  of  grace  and  hopes  of  heaven, 
Father,  what  can  to  thee  be  given, 

Who  givest  all  f 

5  We  lose  what  on  ourselves  we  spend, 
We  have  as  treasure  without  end 
Whatever,  Lord,  to  thee  we  lend. 

Who  givest  all. 

C.  WoRbMlfth. 
LOVBLL  HaRKISON. 


^lJiJJIj;|IJIJjjJ|JJ4l|il1iJiljJflil[}f^l:l 


Vk-tharofalli  from  land  andMaThAiiatieiiiiiiig, '*Tliiiio,Iiord,anw0,Coaati«MioinimW,1ratint]i^  toai' 


979  V"^^a  <"  9{brrf{tfl. 

Father  of  all,  from  land  and  sea 
The  nations  sing,  "  Thine,  Lord,  are  we. 
Countless  in  number,  but  in  thee 
May  we  be  one." 

2  O  Son  of  God,  whose  love  so  free 
For  men  did  make  thee  man  to  be. 
United  to  our  God  in  thee, 

May  we  be  one. 

3  Thou,  Lord,  didst  once  for  all  atone; 
Thee  may  both  Jew  and  Gentile  own 


Of  their  two  walls  the  Comer  Stone, 
Making  them  one. 

4  Join  high  and  low,  join  young  and  old. 
In  love  that  never  waxes  cold ; 
Under  one  Shepherd,  in  one  fold. 

Make  us  all  one. 

5  So,  when  the  world  shall  pass  away. 
May  we  awake  with  joy  and  say, 

^*  Now  in  the  bliss  of  endless  day 
We  all  are  one." 

C.  Woidsw'**- 


Organisation  and  f  netitutiond. 
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■OCUaiA.    Ui,6c 


G.  M.  Garrbtt. 


Lord   of  our   life,  and   God  of  our  sal  •  va  •  tion,     Star  of  our  night,  and  hope  of   ev-ery 


na  -  tion,  Hear  and  re  •  ceive  thy  church's aup-pli  •   ca  -  tion,    Lord   God    Al  -might-  y. 


'  Srant  Ks  ^rarr. 

>  of  our  life,  and  God  of  our  salvation, 
of  our  night,  and  hope  of  every  na- 
tion, 
and  receive  thy  church's  supplication, 
jord  God  Almighty. 

rd,  thou  canst  help  when  earthly  arm- 
or faileth, 

,  thou  canst  save  when  deadly  sin  as- 
saileth, 

,  o'er  thy  rock  nor  death  nor  hell  pre- 
vaileth : 

}rant  us  thy  peace,  Lord :  - 

ice  in  our  heart<«,  our  evil  thoughts 

assuaging, 
3  in  thy  church,  where  brothers  are 

engaging, 
3,  when  the  world  its  busy  war  is 

waging; 
]!alm  thy  foes  raging. 

vdX  us  thy  help  till  backward  they 

are  driven, 
t  them  thy  truth,  that  they  may  be 

forgiven, 
t  peace  on  earth,  and  after  we  have 

striven, 
?eace  in  thy  heaven. 

Philip  Pusey. 
^ttftUc  fEdtnofBltbgrnrnt. 

8E  ye  the  Father,  for  his  loving  kind- 
ness, 
erly  cares  he  for  his  loving  children ; 
26» 


Praise  him  ye  angels,  praise  him  in   the 
heavens. 
Praise  ye  Jehovah ! 

2  Praise  ye  the  Saviour !  great  is  his  com- 

passion. 
Graciously  cares  he  for  his  chosen  people ; 
Young  men  and  maidens,  ye  old  men  and 

children. 
Praise  ye  the  Saviour ! 

3  Praise  ye  the  Spirit !  Comforter  of  Israel, 
Sent  of  the  Father  and  the  Son  to  bless  us; 
Praise  ye  the  Father,  Son  and  Holy  Spirit, 

Praise  ye  the  Triune  God. 

Elizabeth  Charles. 
982  T^vXiit  implorstion. 

O  GRACIOUS  Jesus,  hear  our  humble  crying; 
Haste  to  our  help,  in  all  thy  grace  replying 
To  us,  who,  laden  with  our  sins,  implore 
thee. 
Falling  before  thee. 

2  O  thou,  whose  mercy  to  our  prayer  de- 

scendeth. 
And  to  the  contrite  consolation  sendeth, 
Thy  comfort  give ;  accept  our  supplication, 
Lord,  our  salvation. 

3  Our  need  thou  knowest ;  Lord,  descend  ; 

supplying 

Our  wants,  who  live  on  thy  sure  word  rely- 
ing. 

Lord  Jesus,   spare  us;   to  our  hearts  be 
given 
Thy  peace  from  heaven. 

A.  T.  RussclL 


i 
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Ubc  Cburcb  ot  Gob. 


ABDATH.    8.  M.    D. 


Ait.  fir.  Mrndslssohm. 


mHrt!{\n['\^''i'imi\(i"^'^ 


How  beauteous  are    their  feet       Who  stand   on  Zi  •   on's    hill  I    Who  bring  sal  -  va  •  tion 
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on  their  tongues,  And  words  of  peace  re  -   veal.    How    charming     is       their  voice !    How 
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sweet  their  tidings   are  I    "Zi  -  on,    be  -  hold  thy    Saviour  King ;  He  reigns  and  triunfphs  here."        i 
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How  BEAUTEOUS  are  their  feet 

Who  stand  on  Zion^s  hill ! 
Who  bring  salvation  on  their  tongues, 

And  words  of  peace  reveal. 
How  charming  is  their  voice! 

How  sweet  their  tidings  are ! 
"Zion,  behold  thy  Saviour  King; 

He  reigns  and  triumphs  here." 

2  How  happy  are  our  ears, 
That  hear  this  joyful  sound ! 

Which  kings  and  prophets  waited  for, 
And  sought,  but  never  found. 

How  blessed  are  our  eyes, 
That  see  this  heavenly  light ! 

Prophets  and  kings  desired  it  long, 
But  died  without  the  sight. 

3  The  watchmen  join  their  voice, 
And  tuneful  notes  employ ; 

Jerusalem  breaks  forth  in  songs, 

And  deserts  learn  the  joy. 
The  Lord  makes  bare  his  arm 

Through  all  the  earth  abroad ; 
Let  every  nation  now  behold 

Their  Saviour  and  their  God ! 

Isaac  Watts. 


9S4       JKorr  l^^orm. 

Lord  of  the  harvest !  hear 

Thy  needy  servants  cry ; 
Answer  our  faith's  effectual  prayer. 

And  all  our  wants  supply. 
On  thee  we  humbly  wait ; 

Our  wants  are  in  thy  view ; 
The  harvest  truly.  Lord  !  is  great, 

The  laborers  are  few. 

2  Convert  and  send  forth  more 

Into  thy  Church  abroad ; 
And  let  them  speak  thy  word  of  power. 

As  workers  with  their  God. 
Give  the  pure  Gospel-word, 

The  word  of  general  grace ; 
Thee  let  them  preach,  the  common  Lor 

The  Saviour  of  our  race. 


M 


3  Oh,  let  them  spread  thy  name ; 

Their  mission  fully  prove ; 
Thy  universal  grace  proclaim 

Thy  all-redeeming  love. 
On  all  mankind  forgiven. 

Empower  them  still  to  call, 
And  tell  each  creature  under  heaven. 

That  thou  hast  died  for  all. 

Charies  Wesley. 


8ALSBDB0.    &  IL   D. 
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JOHANN  M.  HaVON. 
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Far  M  thy  nane  is  known.  Thy  ndntSyO  Lord !  beftre  thy  throne  With  Joy  lot  Jndah 
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stand       On  SOon's  ehoson  hill,    Proclaim  tho  wonders  of  thy  hand,  And  oonnsols  of  thy  will,  And  eonnsels  of  thy  wiU. 
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Fab  as  thy  name  is  known, 

The  world  declares  thy  praise ; 
Thy  saints,  0  Lord !  before  thy  throne, 

Their  songs  of  honor  raise. 
With  joy  let  Judah  stand 

On  Zion^s  chosen  hill, 
Ehroclaim  the  wonders  of  thy  hand. 

And  counsels  of  thy  will. 

2  Let  strangers  walk  around 

The  city  where  we  dwell, 
Compass  and  view  thy  holy  groimd. 

And  mark  the  building  well ;  — 

8TATB  8TBBIT.    8.  M. 


The  order  of  thy  house. 

The  worship  of  thy  court. 
The  cheerful  songs,  the  solemn  vows ; 

And  make  a  fair  report. 

3  How  decent,  and  how  wise ! 

How  glorious  to  behold ! 
Beyond  the  pomp  that  charms  the  eyes, 

And  rites  adorned  with  gold. 
The  God  we  worship  now 

Will  guide  us,  till  we  die ; 
Will  be  our  God,  while  here  below ; 

And  ours  above  the  sky. 


Isaac  Watt*. 


'"'sjHjjjij^ 
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J.  C.  Woodman. 
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I  love  ttiyUngdom,  Lord!  Tho  hooseofthinoahode,  Tho  ehnroh,  our  hleet£edeemer  saved  With  his  own  proeioos  blood. 
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1  LOVE  thy  kingdom,  Lord ! 
The  house  of  thine  abode, 

The  church,  our  blest  Redeemer  saved 
With  his  own  precious  blood. 

2  I  love  thy  church,  O  God ! 
Her  walls  before  thee  stand, 

Dear  as  the  apple  of  thine  eye. 
And  graven  on  thy  hand. 

3  For  her  my  teai-s  shall  fall, 
For  her  my  prayers  ascend ; 


To  her  my  cares  and  toils  be  given. 
Till  toils  and  cares  shall  end. 

4  Beyond  my  highest  joy 

I  prize  her  heavenly  ways. 
Her  sweet  communion,  solemn  vows. 
Her  hymns  of  love  and  praise. 

5  Sure  as  thy  truth  shall  last. 
To  Zion  shall  be  given 

The  brightest  glories  earth  can  yield. 
And  brighter  bliss  of  heaven. 

Timothy  Dwijifht. 


( 
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tCbe  Cburcb  of  God. 


£SZ  GLOBIJL    L.  M.    D. 


E.  J.  Hopkins. 
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O    Lord  of  hosts,  whose  glo-ry   fills      The  bounds  of   the     e  -  ter  -  nal    hills,  And  yet  vouch' 
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safes,  in  Christian  lands,  Grant  that  all  we, who  here  to-day     Rejoiciac 

Toi .... 


dwell  in  temples  made  by  hands; 


this  founda-tion  lay.  May  be  in      ver  -  y  deed  thine  own,  Built  on  the  precious  Cor-ner-stooe. 
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O  Lord  of  hosts,  whose  glory  fills 
The  bounds  of  the  eternal  hills, 
And  yet  vouchsafes,  in  Christian  lands, 
To  dwell  in  temples  made  by  hands ; 
Grant  that  all  we,  who  here  to-day 
Rejoicing  this  foundation  lay, 
May  be  in  very  deed  thine  own, 
BuUt  on  the  precious  Comer-stone. 

2  Endue  the  creatures  with  thy  grace, 
That  shall  adorn  thy  dwelling-place ; 
The  beauty  of  the  oak  and  pine. 

The  gold  and  silver,  make  them  thine. 
To  thee  they  all  belong ;  to  thee 
The  treasures  of  the  earth  and  sea ; 
And,  when  we  bring  them  to  thy  throne, 
We  but  present  thee  with  thine  own. 

3  The  heads  that  guide  endue  with  skill, 
The  hands  that  work  preserve  from  ill. 
That  we,  who  these  foundations  lay. 
May  raise  the  topstone  in  its  day. 

But  now  and  ever.  Lord,  protect 
The  temple  of  thine  own  elect ; 
Be  thou  in  them,  and  they  in  thee, 
0  ever-bless4d  Trinity ! 

John  M.  Neale. 


988  Srtiication.— S>rit.  1 :  20. 

Come,  Jesus,  from  the  sapphire  throne^ 

Where  thy  redeemed  behold  thy  face, 
Enter  this  temple,  now  thine  own. 

And  let  thy  glory  fill  the  place. 
We  praise  thee  that  to-day  we  see 

Its  sacred  walls  before  thee  stand ; 
'T  is  thine  for  us — 't  is  ours  for  thee ; 

Reared  by  thy  kind  assisting  hand. 

2  Oft  as  returns  the  day  of  rest. 
Let  heartfelt  worship  here  ascend ; 

With  thine  own  joy  fill  every  breast, 
With  thine  own  power  thy  word  attend. 

Here,  in  the  dark  and  sorrowing  day, 
Bid  thou  the  throbbing  heart  be  still ; 

Oh,  wipe  the  mourner's  tears,  away. 
And  give  new  strength  to  meet  thy  will. 

3  When  round  this  board  thine  own  shall 
And  keep  the  feast  of  dying  love,  [meet. 

Be  our  communion  ever  sweet. 
With  thee,  and  with  thy  Church  above. 

Come,  faithful  Shepherd,  feed  thy  sheep; 
In  thine  own  arms  the  lambs  enfold ; 

Give  help  to  climb  the  heavenward  steep» 
Till  thy  full  glory  we  behold. 


i 
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^rdattisation  and  f  itBtftutfonB. 
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Martin  Luthsr. 
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to  work  his  woo;   Hit  enft  and  power  aro  groat,  And  armtd  with  ern-ol 


hato,    Ob  oarth  is  net  Us    o    -    qoal. 
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k  MIGHTY  fortress  is  our  God, 

A  bulwark  never  failing : 
}ur  Helper  he,  amid  the  flood 

Of  mortal  ills  prevailing. 
E>^or  still  our  ancient  foe 
Doth  seek  to  work  his  woe ; 
Sis  craft  and  power  are  great, 
Ind  armed  with  cruel  hate, 

On  earth  is  not  his  equal. 

Did  we  in  our  own  strength  confide. 
Our  striving  would  be  losing ; 
^ere  not  the  right  man  on  our  side, 
yhe  man  of  God's  own  choosing. 


Dost  ask  who  that  may  be  f 
Christ  Jesus,  it  is  he ; 
Lord  Sabaoth  is  his  name. 
From  age  to  age  the  same. 
And  he  must  win  the  battle. 

3  And  though  this  world,  with  devils  filled, 

Should  threaten  to  undo  us ; 
We  will  not  fear,  for  God  hath  willed 

His  truth  to  triumph  through  us. 
Let  goods  and  kindred  go. 
This  mortal  life  also : 
The  body  they  may  kill ; 
God's  truth  abideth  still. 

His  kingdom  is  for  ever. 

Frederick  H.  Hedge,  tr. 
Arr.  by  J.  Zunobl. 


[Qod  of  fraeo  and  glory!  Who  thy  name  hast  maffniiladA 
fln'swondronssto-ry,  By  the  Saviour  cm-cI-  fled;/ Thanks  to  thee  for  eT'rybleoiisg,71owingfirom  the  Foontoflore; 
for  present  good  anoeaaingy  And  for  hopes  of  hliss  above. 


C|)ristian  Snion. 

thou  God  of  grace  and  glory ! 
I  thy  name  hast  magnified, 
|mption's  wondrous  story, 

Saviour  crucified ; 
[to  thee  for  every  blessing, 
from  the  Fount  of  love ; 
>r  present  good  unceasing, 
hopes  of  bliss  above. 


2  Bind  thy  people.  Lord !  in  union, 

With  the  sevenfold  cord  of  love ; 
Breathe  a  spirit  of  communion 

With  the  glorious  hosts  above ; 
Let  thy  work  be  seen  progrressing ; 

Bow  each  heart,  and  bend  each  knee ; 
Till  the  world,  thy  truth  possessing, 

Celebrates  its  jubilee. 

Thomas  W.  Avelini;. 
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Shine  up-on  us  from  on  high,  LeBt,for  want  of  thine  as  •  sist-ance,  Eve-ry  plant  should  droop  and  die. 
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Saviour,  visit  thy  plantation ! 

Grant  us,  Lord,  a  g^racious  rain : 
All  will  come  to  desolation. 

Unless  thou  return  a^in. 
Keep  no  longer  at  a  distance. 

Shine  upon  us  from  on  high, 
Lest,  for  want  of  thine  assistance. 

Every  plant  should  droop  and  die. 

2  Once,  O  Lord,  thy  garden  flourished ; 
Every  part  looked  gay  and  green; 

Then  thy  word  our  spirits  nourished: 
Happy  seasons  we  have  seen. 

But  a  drought  has  since  succeeded. 
And  a  sad  decline  we  see : 

Lord,  thy  help  is  greatly  needed : 
Help  can  only  come  from  thee. 

3  Let  our  mutual  love  be  fervent : 
Make  us  prevalent  in  prayer ; 

Let  each  one  esteemed  thy  servant 
Shun  the  world's  bewitching  snare. 

Break  the  tempter's  fatal  power. 
Turn  the  stony  heart  to  flesh, 

And  begin  from  this  good  hour 
To  revive  thy  work  afresh. 

John  Newtofu 


992  4Sabtet^  JSctooI  ff  rrttng. 

Saviour  King,  in  hallowed  union 

At  thy  sacred  feet  we  bow ; 
Heart  with  heart,  in  blest  communion, 

Join  to  crave  thy  favor  now ! 
Though  celestial  choirs  adore  thee. 

Let  our  prayer  as  incense  rise ; 
And  our  praise  be  set  before  thee, 

Sweet  as  evening  sacrifice. 

2  Heavenly  Fount,  thy  streams  of  hieing 
Oft  have  cheered  us  on  our  way ; 

By  thy  power  and  grace  unceasing. 

We  continue  to  this  day : 
Raise  we  then  with  glad  emotion 

Thankful  lays ;  and  while  we  sing, 
Vow  a  pure,  a  full  devotion 

To  thy  work,  O  Saviour  King ! 

3  When  we  tell  the  wondrous  story 
Of  thy  rich,  exhaustless  love, 

Send  thy  Spirit,  Lord  of  glory, 
On  the  youthful  heart  to  move ! 

Oh,  that  he,  the  ever- living. 
May  descend,  as  fruitful  rain ; 

Till  the  wilderness,  reviving. 
Blossoms  as  the  rose  again ! 


Anon- 


1*5- 


Organisation  anD  f  natitutiona. 


407 


8TOUQHTOH.    81,  7b.   D. 


J.  P.  HOLBROOK. 
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Glorious  things  of  thee  are  spoken, 

Zion,  city  of  our  God ! 
He,  whose  word  cannot  be  broken, 

Formed  thee  for  his  own  abode : 
On  the  Bock  of  Ages  founded, 

What  can  shake  thy  sure  repose  f 
With  salvation's  walls  surrounded. 

Thou  may'st  smile  at  all  thy  foes. 

2  See !  the  streams  of  living  waters. 

Springing  from  eternal  love, 
Well  supply  thy  sons  and  daughters, 

And  all  fear  of  want  remove : 
Who  can  faint,  while  such  a  river 

Ever  flows  their  thirst  to  assuage  f — 
Orace,  which,  like  the  Lord,  the  Giver, 

Never  fails  from  age  to  age. 

3  Round  each  habitation  hovering, 

See  the  cloud  and  fire  appear 
^or  a  glory  and  a  covering, 

Showing  that  the  Lord  is  near ! 
Thus  deriving  from  their  banner. 

Light  by  night,  and  shade  by  day, 
^afe  they  feed  upon  the  manna 

Which  he  gives  them  when  they  pray. 

John  Newton. 


994  ^^^  ffobmant. 

Hear  what  God  the  Lord  hath  spoken : 

0  my  people,  faint  and  few. 
Comfortless,  afflicted,  broken, 

Fair  abodes  I  build  for  you ; 
Scenes  of  heartfelt  tribulation 

Bhall  no  more  perplex  your  ways ; 
You  shafl  name  your  walls  "  Salvation," 

And  your  gates  shall  all  be  "  Praise." 

2  There,  like  streams  that  feed  the  garden, 
Pleasures  without  end  shall  flow ; 

For  the  Lord,  your  faith  rewarding. 

All  his  bounty  shall  bestow. 
Still  in  undisturbed  possession 

Peace  and  righteousness  shall  reign ; 
Never  shall  you  feel  oppression. 

Hear  the  voice  of  war  again. 

3  Ye,  no  more  your  suns  descending. 
Waning  moon  no  more  shall  see. 

But,  your  griefs  for  ever  ending, 

Find  eternal  noon  in  me. 
God  shall  rise,  and  shining  o'er  you, 

Change  to  dav  the  gloom  of  night ; 
He,  the  Lord,  shall  be  your  Glory, 

God,  your  everlasting  Light. 

William  Cuwper. 
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ST.  Anns.  c.  M. 


;rbe  Cburcb  ot  (3oD. 


W.  Croft. 
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Oh,  where  are  kings  and  empires  now. 

Of  old  that  went  and  came  f 
But,  Lord,  thy  church  is  praying  yet, 

A  thousand  years  the  same. 
2  We  mark  her  goodly  battlements, 

And  her  foundations  strong ; 
We  hear  within  the  solemn  voice 

Of  her  unending  song. 

8T.  MABTZH^    C.  M. 

i 


3  For  not  like  kingdoms  of  the  world 
Thy  holy  church,  0  God !  [her, 

Though  earthquake  shocks  are  threatening 
And  tempests  are  abroad ;  — 

4  Unshaken  as  eternal  hills, 
Immovable  she  stands, 

A  mountain  that  shall  fill  the  earth, 
A  house  not  made  by  hands. 

Arthur  C.  Coxr. 

W.  Tansur. 
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0  THOU,  whose  own  vast  temple  stands, 

Built  over  earth  and  sea, 
Accept  the  walls  that  human  hands 

Have  raised  to  worship  thee. 

2  Lord,  from  thine  inmost  glory  send. 
Within  these  courts  to  bide. 

The  peace  that  dwelleth  without  end. 
Serenely  by  thy  side ! 

3  May  erring  minds  that  worship  here 
Be  taught  the  better  way ; 

And  they  who  mourn  and  they  who  fear. 
Be  strengthened  as  they  pray. 

4  May  faith  grow  firm ,  and  love  grow  warm, 
And  pure  devotion  rise. 

While  round  these  hallowed  walls  the  storm 
Of  earth-born  passion  dies. 

William  C.  Bryant 


997  Stie  JHinistrs. 

'T  IS  not  a  cause  of  small  import 

The  pastor^s  care  demands. 
But  what  might  fill  an  angePs  heart, 

And  filled  a  Saviour^s  hands. 

2  The  watch  for  souls  for  whom  the  Lord 
Did  heavenly  bliss  forego  — 

For  souls  that  must  for  ever  live 
In  rapture  or  in  woe. 

3  All  to  the  great  tribunal  haste, 
The  account  to  render  there  ; 

And  shouldst  thou  strictly  mark  our  faults;. 
Lord !  how  should  we  appear  ? 

4  May  they  that  Jesus  whom  they  preach, 
Their  own  Redeemer,  see. 

And  watch  thou  daily  o'er  their  souls. 
That  they  may  watch  for  thee. 


Philip  Doddyidffe. 
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T.  Clakk. 
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The  courts  of  heav'n  are 


On  his  great  love  Our  hopes  we  place,  Of  pres-ent  grace  And  joys  a-bove. 


99S  CornrT<JStoiir. 

Christ  is  our  Comer-stone ; 

On  him  alone  we  build ; 
With  his  true  saints  alone 
The  courts  of  heaven  are  filled : 
On  his  great  love  Of  present  g^race 

Our  hopes  we  place,      And  joys  above. 

2  Oh,  then  with  hymns  of  praise 
These  hallowed  courts  shall  ring ! 

Our  voices  we  will  raise, 
The  Three  in  One  to  sing ; 


And  thus  proclaim 
In  joyful  song 


Both  loud  and  long. 
That  glorious  Name. 


3  Here  may  we  gain  from  lieaven 
The  gn*ace  which  we  implore. 

And  may  that  grace  once  given, 
Be  with  us  evermore, — 


Until  that  day 
When  all  the  blest 


To  endless  rest 
Are  called  away. 


John  Chandler,  tr. 


999    ^4<  ^*^<^  «nti  i\)t  Vrme. 
0  THOU  that  hearest  prayer ! 

Attend  our  humble  crv ; 
And  let  thy  servants  share 

Thy  blessing  from  on  high : 
We  plead  the  promise  of  thy  word, 
Grant  us  thy  Holy  Spirit,  Lord ! 

2  If  earthly  parents  hear 

Their  children  when  they  cry ; 

If  they,  with  love  sincere. 

Their  children's  wants  supply ; 

Much  more  wilt  thou  thy  love  display. 

And  answer  when  thy  children  pray. 


3  Our  heavenly  Father  thou, — 
We — children  of  thy  grace, 

Oh,  let  thy  Spirit  now 

Descend  and  fill  the  place ; 
That  all  may  feel  the  heavenly  flame 
And  all  unite  to  praise  thy  name. 

4  And  send  thy  Spirit  down 
On  all  the  nations,  Lord, 

With  great  success  to  crown 

The  preaching  of  thy  word : 
Till  heathen  lands  shall  own  thy  sway, 
And  cast  their  idol  gods  away. 

John  Burtoo. 

1000     ^^'  Cl)urri)  ^x^t. 

One  sole  baptismal  sign. 

One  Lord  below,  above. 
One  faith,  one  hope  divine. 

One  only  watchword,  love ; 
From  different  temples  though  it  rise, 
One  song  ascendeth  to  the  skies. 

2  Our  sacriflce  is  one ; 

One  Priest  before  the  throne. 
The  slain,  the  risen  Son, 

Redeemer,  Lord  alone ; 
And  sighs  from  contrite  hearts  that  spring 
Our  chief,  our  choicest  offering. 

3  Head  of  thy  church  beneath, 
The  catholic,  the  true. 

On  all  her  members  breathe. 
Her  broken  frame  renew ; 
Then  shall  thy  perfect  will  be  done 
When  Christians  love  and  live  as  one, 

Geoq^e  Robinson. 
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;rbe  Cbttccb  ot  (^oD. 


QOLDEH  HILL.    &  M. 


A.  Chapin. 


DaarSayioor!  we   antUne,  By  •▼-er-laat-iiig1mndf;Onrlieartof(rarMmls,wewoiildrtiifiiS&-tire-ly      to    thy  hands. 


1001        "  ^lA^  ""  Ctltnr.'* 

Dear  Saviour !  we  are  thine, 

By  everlasting  bands  j 
Our  hearts,  our  souls,  we  would  resign 

Entirely  to  thy  hands. 

2  To  thee  we  still  should  cleave 
With  evergrowing  zeal ; 

If  millions  tempt  us  Christ  to  leave, 
Oh,  let  them  ne'er  prevail ! 

3  Thy  Spirit  shall  unite 

Our  souls  to  thee,  our  Head ; 
Shall  form  in  us  thy  image  bright, 
And  teach  thy  paths  to  tread. 

4  Death  may  our  souls  divide 
From  these  abodes  of  clay ; 

But  love  shall  keep  us  near  thy  side 
Through  all  the  gloomy  way. 

BOTLSTOV.    &  li. 


5  Since  Christ  and  we  are  one, 
Why  should  we  doubt  or  fear  f 

If  he  in  heaven  has  fixed  his  throne 
He  '11  fix  his  members  there. 

Philip  Doddridf^ 
lOOS  JHt'ting,  aftrr  flhsrnrr. 

And  are  we  yet  alive. 
And  see  each  other's  face  f 

Glory  and  praise  to  Jesus  give, 
For  his  redeeming  grace. 

2  What  troubles  have  we  seen. 
What  confiicts  have  we  passed, 

Fightings  without,  and  fears  within, 
Since  we  assembled  last ! 

3  But  out  of  all  the  Lord 
Hath  brought  us  by  his  love ; 

And  still  he  doth  his  help  afford. 
And  hides  our  life  above. 

Charles  Wolej. 
Lowell  Mason. 


BlMt    bethttie  thatbindB   Oar  hairtf  in  Ghristiu  lore :  Tht  ftUowshlp  of  kindred  mlndB  Ii    liketothAta   -  hti*. 


1003       "fl^tiristtan  fLobr.** 

Blest  be  the  tie  that  binds 
Our  hearts  in  Christian  love : 

The  fellowship  of  kindred  minds 
Is  like  to  that  above. 

2  Before  our  Father's  throne 
We  pour  our  ardent  prayers ; 

Our  fears,  our  hopes,  our  aims  are  one, 
Our  comforts  and  our  cares. 

3  We  share  our  mutual  woes. 
Our  mutual  burdens  bear ; 

And  often  for  each  other  flows 
The  sympathizing  tear. 


4  When  we  asunder  part, 
It  gives  us  inward  pain ; 

But  we  shall  still  be  joined  in  heart. 
And  hope  to  meet  again. 

5  This  glorious  hope  revives 
Our  courage  by  the  way ; 

While  each  in  expectation  lives. 
And  longs  to  see  the  day. 

6  From  sorrow,  toil,  and  pain, 
And  sin,  we  shall  be  free. 

And  perfect  love  and  friendship  reign 
Through  all  eternity. 

John  Fai 


y 


Cbridtian  Vellowdbip. 
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BHOAD8.    &  M. 


C.  Warwick  Jordan. 


'iijijftuii^ 


Jt  -  fiUywelookto  thMyThypromiMdprwtneeelidai;  Thon  in    tht  miditof  nt  ahalt  be»  At  •  Mm-blad  in    thy  nun*. 
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1004    C^risti i^rf mcr. 

Jesus,  we  look  to  thee, 

Thy  promised  presence  claim ; 
Thou  in  the  midst  of  us  shalt  be, 

Assembled  in  thy  name. 

2  Not  in  the  name  of  pride 
Or  selfishness  we  meet ; 

From  nature^s  paths  we  turn  aside, 
And  worldly  thoughts  forget. 

3  We  meet  the  grace  to  take. 
Which  thou  hast  freely  given ; 

8T.  BBZDS.    8.  K. 


We  meet  on  earth  for  thy  dear  sake, 
That  we  may  meet  in  heaven. 

4  Present  we  know  thou  art, 
But,  oh,  thyself  reveal ! 

Now,  Lord,  let  every  bounding  heart 
Thy  mighty  comfort  feel. 

5  Oh,  may  thy  quickening  voice 
The  death  of  sin  remove ; 

And  bid  our  inmost  souls  rejoice. 
In  hope  of  perfect  love. 

Charles  Wesley. 

S.  Howard. 


HvjiJJijiFdjijj.ij^jgtipjii 


0  Lord,  thy  work  r«-TiTe,    In    ffi-on'i  gloomy  hour,  Andmilmherdy-lny  grio-et    IIto       By  thy  re-itor-ing power. 
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Btf  If  f  Iff  ip  i^i^ifnffiffi?ff  fWfifai 


1005  "Brtiibr  8^)0  morfc." 

0  Lord,  thy  work  revive, 

In  Zion^s  gloomy  hour, 
And  make  her  dying  graces  live 

By  thy  restoring  power. 

2  Awake  thy  chosen  few 

To  fervent  earnest  prayer ; 
Again  may  they  their  vows  renew 
Thy  blessed  presence  share. 

3  Thy  Spirit  then  will  speak 
Through  lips  of  feeble  clay, 

And  hearts  of  adamant  will  break, 
And  rebels  will  obey. 

4  Lord,  lend  thy  gracious  ear ; 
Oh,  listen  to  our  cry ; 

Oh,  come  and  bring  salvation  here : 
Our  hopes  on  thee  rely. 

Mrs.  P.  H.  Brovm,  alt. 


1006         Brclntsfon. 

Oh,  for  the  happy  hour 
When  God  will  hear  our  cry, 

And  send,  with  a  reviving  power, 
His  Spirit  from  on  high. 

2  While  many  crowd  thy  house, 
How  few,  around  thy  board, 

Meet  to  recount  their  solemn  vows, 
And  bless  thee  as  their  Lord! 

3  Thou,  thou  alone  canst  give 
Thy  gospel  sure  success ; 

Canst  bid  the  dying  sinner  live 
Anew  in  holiness. 

4  Come,  then,  with  power  divine, 
Spirit  of  life  and  love  I 

Then  shall  this  people  all  be  thine, 
This  church  like  that  above. 

C.  W.  Bethune. 
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V^bc  Cbtttcb  ot  (3oD. 


CBAOIV.    C.  M. 


J.  Barnby. 


Blest  be  the  deari  a-nitinglo?e,  That  will  not  let  nt  part:    Onr  bodiee  may  tu  off  re-more;  We     itiU  ire  one  in  beart 


1007    "C^^ltrati.  rbrnffdrfst." 

Blest  be  tbe  dear,  uniting  love. 

That  will  not  let  us  part : 
Our  bodies  may  far  off  remove ; 

We  still  are  one  in  heart. 

2  Joined  in  one  spirit  to  our  Head, 
Where  he  appoints  we  go ; 

We  still  in  Jesus'  footst€p8  tread, 
And  show  his  praise  below. 

3  Oh,  may  we  ever  walk  in  him, 
And  nothing  know  beside ! 

Nothing  desire,  nothing  esteem, 
But  Jesus  crucified ! 

4  Partakers  of  the  Saviour's  g^race, 
The  same  in  mind  and  heart. 

Not  joy  nor  grief  nor  time  nor  place 
Nor  life  nor  death  can  part. 

Charles  Wesley. 


1008        "littUJlofli." 

Church  of  the  ever-living  God, 
The  Father's  gracious  choice. 

Amid  the  voices  of  this  earth 
How  feeble  is  thy  voice ! 

2  Not  many  rich  or  noble  called, 
Not  many  great  or  wise ; 

They  whom  God  makes  his  kings  and  priests 
Are  poor  in  human  eyes. 

3  But  the  chief  Shepherd  comes  at  length : 
Their  feeble  days  are  o'er. 

No  more  a  handful  in  the  earth, 
A  little  flock  no  more. 

4  Then  entering  the  eternal  halls, 
In  robes  of  victory. 

That  mighty  multitude  shall  keep 
The  joyous  jubilee. 

Hontius  B«i»r. 


BELMOHT.    0.  M. 


S.  Wbbbil 


1 009        "  ®n'  »  ^^'  ^^'  *"'•" 

Lord,  thou  on  earth  didst  love  thine  own. 

Didst  love  them  to  the  end ; 
Oh,  still  from  thy  celestial  throne. 

Let  gifts  of  love  descend. 

2  The  love  the  Father  bears  to  thee, 
His  own  eternal  Son, 

Fill  all  thy  saints,  till  all  shall  be 
In  pure  affection  one. 

3  As  thou  for  us  didst  stoop  so  low. 
Warmed  by  love's  holy  flame. 


So  let  our  deeds  of  kindness  flow 
To  all  that  bear  thy  name. 

4  One  blessed  fellowship  of  love, 
Thy  living  church  should  stand, 

Till,  faultless,  she  at  last  above 
Shall  shine  at  thy  right  hand. 

5  Oh,  glorious  day,  when  she,  the  Bride, 
With  her  dear  Lord  appears ! 

Then,  robed  in,  beauty  at  his  side, 
She  shall  forget  her  tears! 


Cbridtian  ScUowebip. 


E.  J.  Hopkins. 
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ftyj^j^ji^ 
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One  fSun-i-ly— woawoU  in  Um— One  ehoreh  abOTe,boneath,Tho'  new  diTlded  by  the  etreaai,The  narrow  stream  of  death ;~ 


1010  "•nejamfta." 

Lbt  saints  below  in  concert  sing 

With  those  to  glory  gone  ; 
For  all  the  servants  of  our  King 

In  earth  and  heaven  are  one. 
One  family — we  dwell  in  him — 

One  church  above,  beneath, 
Though  now  divided  by  the  stream, 

The  narrow  stream  of  death ;  — 

2  One  array  of  the  living  God, 

To  his  command  we  bow ; 
Part  of  the  host  have  crossed  the  flood. 

And  part  are  crossing  now. 

lYAH.    a  M. 


Ev'n  now  to  their  eternal  home 

Some  happy  spirits  fly ; 
And  we  are  to  the  margin  come, 

And  soon  expect  to  die. 

3  Ev'n  now  by  faith,  we  join  our  hands 

With  those  that  went  before. 
And  greet  the  ransomed,  blessed  bands 

Upon  the  eternal  shore. 
Lord  Jesus !  be  our  constant  guide : 

And,  when  the  word  is  given, 
Bid  death's  cold  flood  its  waves  divide, 

And  land  us  safe  in  heaven. 

Charles  Wesley. 
W.  H.  Havercal. 


fmMiM^ii^B^^ 


How  iweet,how  hearenly  ie  the  light,  When  theee  who  lore  the  Lord  In  one  another**  peaoe  delight,  And  eo  Ail-flll  hie  wordi 


^fffftelpl^ 


1011  lJot)nJi:2l. 

How  SWEET,  how  heavenly  is  the  sight, 
When  those  who  love  the  Lord 

W  one  another's  peace  delight. 
And  so  fulfill  his  word ! 

5  When  each  can  feel  his  brother's  sigh, 

And  with  him  bear  a  part ! 
Vhen  sorrow  flows  from  every  eye. 

And  joy  from  heart  to  heart ! 

.  When,  free  from  envy,*  scorn,  and  pride, 
Our  wishes  all  above, 


Each  can  his  brother's  failings  hide, 
And  show  a  brother's  love ! 

4  Let  love,  in  one  delightful  stream, 
Through  every  bosom  flow ; 

And  union  sweet,  and  dear  esteem 
In  every  action  glow. 

5  Love  is  the  golden  chain  that  binds 
The  happy  souls  above ; 

And  he 's  an  heir  of  heaven  who  flnds 
His  bosom  glow  with  love. 

Joseph  Swato. 
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Sbe  Cburcb  ot  eod. 


DABUT.    L.  li. 


W.  H.  W.  Darlky. 


\U;\ipmi^  \its^ 


Come,  happy  toult,  adore  the  Lamb,  Who  loved  our  race  ere  time  be-gan,    Who  vailed  his  Godhead 


-#-     -<2. 
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in       our      clay,    And  in    an      humble  manger  lay,     And    in    an       humble  man-ger    lay. 


^ 
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1012  imiUtion  of  Cftrist. 

Come,  happy  souls,  adore  the  Lamb, 
Who  loved  our  race  ere  time  began, 
Who  vailed  his  Godhead  in  our  clay, 
And  in  an  humble  manger  lay. 

2  To  Jordan's  stream  the  Spirit  led. 

To  mark  the  path  his  saints  should  tread ; 
With  joy  they  trace  the  sacred  way. 
To  see  the  place  where  Jesus  lay. 

3  Baptized  by  John  in  Jordan's  wave, 
The  Saviour  left  his  watery  grave  ; 
Heaven  owned  the  deed,  approved  the  way. 
And  blessed  the  place  where  Jesus  lay. 

4  Come,  all  who  love  his  precious  name, 
Come,  tread  his  steps,  and  learn  of  him ; 
Happy  beyond  expression  they 

Who  find  the  place  where  Jesus  lay. 

Thomas  Baldwin. 

101  3         "Surtrti  toitf)  HDtm." 

Buried  in  baptism  with  our  Lord, 
We  rise  with  him,  to  life  restored ; 
Not  the  bare  life  in  Adam  lost. 
But  richer  far,  for  more  it  cost. 

2  Water  can  cleanse  the  flesh,  we  own, 
But  Christ  well  knows,  and  Christ  alone. 
How  dear  to  him  our  cleansing  stood. 
Baptized  in  fire,  and  bathed  in  blood. 

3  He  by  his  blood  atoned  for  sin ; 
This  precious  blood  can  wash  us  clean ; 
And  he  arrays  us  in  the  dress 

Of  his  unspotted  righteousness. 

Moraviao. 


1014  ^fi'  ^Umnt  Pat^. 

Our  Saviour  bowed  beneath  the  wave, 
And  meekly  sought  a  watery  grave ; 
Come,  see  the  sacred  path  he  trod, 
A  path  well  pleasing  to  our  God. 

2  His  voice  we  hear,  his  footsteps  trace. 
And  hither  come  to  seek  his  face, 

To  do  his  will,  to  feel  his  love. 

And  join  our  songs  with  songs  above. 

3  Hosanna  to  the  Lamb  divine ! 
Let  endless  glories  round  him  shine! 
High  o'er  the  heavens  for  ever  reig^, 

0  Lamb  of  God,  for  sinners  slain ! 

Adoniran  jndson. 

1  fl  J  ^  In6oration. 

Come,  Holy  Spirit,  Dove  divine, 
On  these  baptismal  waters  shine, 
And  teach  our  hearts,  in  highest  strain, 
To  praise  the  Lamb  for  sinners  slain. 

2  We  love  thy  name,  we  love  thy  laws, 
And  joyfully  embrace  thy  cause ; 

We  love  thy  cross,  the  shame,  the  pain, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  for  sinners  slain ! 

3  We  sink  beneath  thy  mystic  flood, 
Oh,  bathe  us  in  thy  cleansing  blood ; 
We  die  to  sin,  and  seek  a  grave 
With  thee,  beneath  the  yielding  wave. 

4  And  as  we  rise,  with  thee  to  live, 
Oh,  let  the  Holy  Spirit  give 

The  sealing  unction  ffom  above. 
The  breath  of  life,  the  fire  of  love ! 

AdoninuD  JadHB. 


Ol 


;rbe  ^rDfnance  ot  JBaptfem. 
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DOMnrUS  BIOIT.    p.  li. 


J.  B.  DvxKS. 
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TUi  rite  oar  blest  Redeemer  gaye  To    all  in  him  be-liering;  He  leads  as  thro'  this  hallowed  wave,  To  his  example  cleaTiog. 


1016         ^tir  Utallotorti  HBabe. 

This  rite  our  blest  Redeemer  gave 

To  all  in  him  believing ; 
He  leads  us  through  this  hallowed  wave. 

To  his  example  cleaving. 

2  I  '11  follow  then  my  glorious  Lord, 
Whatever  the  ties  I  sever ; 

He  saved  my  soul,  and  left  his  word 
To  guide  me  now  and  ever. 

3  For  me  the  cross  and  shame  to  bear, 
Dear  Saviour,  thou  wast  willing; 

6O8HBV.    Us. 


Nor  would  I  shrink  thy  yoke  to  wear, 
All  righteousness  fulfilling. 

4  Jesus,  to  thee  I  yield  my  all ; 
In  thy  kind  arms  enfold  me : 

My  heart  is  fixed — no  fears  appall  — 
Thy  gracious  power  shall  hold  me. 

5  How  sweet  the  way  divine  to  take, 
So  clear  in  Jordan's  story ; 

On  souls  that  follow  Christ  shall  break 
The  Spirit's  beam  of  glory. 

S.  Dryden  Phelps. 


Arr.  by  Thomas  Hastings. 


FIXE. 


D.  c. 


5  0  thon  who  in  Jordan  didst  bow  thy  meek  head, ) 

(  And  whelmed  in  our  sorrow,  didst  {OmU )  )    sink    to  the  dead.  Then  roee  from  the  darkness  to  glo  •  ry  a> boTe, 


D.c. — ^And  claimed  for  thy  ehosen  the    (Omit. 


king*dom  of  loye, — 


re 


^ 
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1 0 1  7  JoIIotoing  J  rstts. 

0  THOU  who  in  Jordan  didst  bow  thy  meek 

head, 
And  whelmed  in  our  sorrow,  didst  sink  to 

the  dead. 
Then  rose  from  the  darkness  to  glory  above, 
And  claimed  for  thy  chosen  tlie  kingdom  of 

love, — 

2  Thy  foot  steps  we  f olio  w ,  to  bow  in  the  tide, 

And  are  buried  with  thee  in  the  death  thou 
hast  died, 

Then  wake  in  thy  likeness  to  walk  in  the 
way 

That  brightens  and  brightens  to  shadow- 
less day. 


3  0  Jesus,  our  Saviour,  0  Jesus,  our  Lord, 
By  the  life  of  thy  passion,  the  grace  of  thy 

word, 
Accept  us,  redeem  us,  dwell  ever  within, 
To  keep,  by  thy  Spirit,  our  spirits  from 

sin. 

4  Till  crowned  with  thy  glory,  and  waving 

the  palm. 
Our  garments  all  white  from  the  blood  of 

the  Lamb, 
We  join  the  bright  millions  of  saints  gone 

before, 
And  bless  thee,  and  wonder,  and  prai.so 

evermore. 

Geoqre  W.  B«thune. 


4i6 


Sbe  Cburcb  ot  Oo^. 


SAOBAJOHTUM.    L.  M.   D 


Arr.  fr.  Faurb. 


Arm  these  thy  Boldiert,  mighty  Lord,  With  shield  of  faith,  and  Spirit**  sword;  Forth  to  the  battle 


may  they  go,    And  boldly  fight  against  the  foe    With  banner  of  the  cross  unfurled,  And    by      it 


riirh^ifil 
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o   -  ver  -  come  the     world;     And  so  at  last  receive  from  thee  The  palm  and  crownof  victory. 

^ — ^^m 


1018  Aomtrrs  of  CtiTif  t. 

Arm  these  thy  soldiers,  mighty  Lord, 
With  shield  of  faith,  and  Spirit's  sword ; 
Forth  to  the  battle  may  they  go, 
And  boldly  fight  against  the  foe 
With  banner  of  the  cross  unfurled, 
And  by  it  overcome  the  world ; 
And  so  at  last  receive  from  thee 
The  palm  and  crown  of  victory. 

nfBOLLMBBT.    8.  M. 


2  Come,  ever-blessed  Spirit,  come. 
And  make  thy  servants'  hearts  thy  home ; 
May  each  a  living  temple  be, 
Hallowed  for  ever,  Lord,  to  thee ; 
Enrich  that  temple's  holy  shrine 
With  sevenfold  gifts  of  grace  divine, 
With  wisdom,  light  and  knowledge  bless. 
Strength,  counsel,  fear  and  godliness. 

C.  Strccaix. 


8tand,toldierof  theeroM,   Thy  high  allsgisnee  elaiai    And  tow  to  hold  thf  world  bat  lots  for  thy  Badaomor'B  bum. 
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1019      ^^'  iSfimboKc  Zistt, 

Stand,  soldier  of  the  cross. 
Thy  high  allegiance  claim, 

And  vow  to  hold  the  world  but  loss 
For  thy  Redeemer's  name. 

2  Arise,  and  be  baptized. 
And  wash  thy  sins  away ; 


l%f# 


Thy  leagfue  with  God  be  solemnized, 
Thy  faith  avouched  to-day. 

3  No  more  tkine  own,  but  Chrbt's ; 

With  all  the  saints  of  old, 
Apostles,  seers,  evangelists, 

And  martyr-throngs  enrolled. 

E.  H.  BickCfSR^ 


it 
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Sbe  ^rDfnance  of  JBaptidtn. 


OOHMUllQH.    a  K. 


Charlxs  Zbunbk. 
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In  all  my  Lord's  ap-pointed  wayi  My  Joornqr  I'U  paxiQt;  Hinder  me  not,  y«  mnch-lored  sainti,  For  I  most  go  with  yon. 


1020  Btn,2h:56. 

In  all  my  Lord's  appointed  ways 

My  journey  I  '11  pursue ; 
Hinder  me  not,  ye  much-loved  saints. 

For  I  must  go  with  you. 

2  Through  floods  and  flames,  if  Jesus  lead, 
1 11  follow  where  he  gfoes ; 

Hinder  me  not !  shall  be  my  cry, 
Though  earth  and  hell  oppose. 

3  Through  duties,  and  through  trials  too, 
1 11  go  at  his  command ; 

Hinder  me  not !  for  I  am  bound 
To  my  ImmanuePs  land. 

4  And  when  my  Saviour  calls  me  home, 
Still  this  my  cry  shall  be, 

Hinder  me  not !  come,  welcome  death ; 
1 11  gladly  go  with  thee ! 

John  Ryland. 


1021  Srstts' Vapttsm. 

Meekly  in  Jordan's  holy  stream 
The  great  Redeemer  bowed ; 

Bright  was  the  glory's  sacred  beam 
That  hushed  the  wondering  crowd. 

2  Thus  God  descended  to  approve 
The  deed  that  Christ  had  done ; 

Thus  came  the  emblematic  Dove, 
And  hovered  o'er  the  Son. 

3  So,  blessed  Spirit,  come  to-day 
To  our  baptismal  scene ; 

Let  thoughts  of  earth  be  far  away, 
And  every  mind  serene. 

4  This  day  we  give  to  holy  joy  j 
This  day  to  heaven  belongs ; 

Raised  to  new  life,  we  will  employ 
In  melody  our  tongues. 

Samuel  Francis  Smith. 
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1922  AfUrtiona. 

1  Buried  with  Christ  by  |  baptism  •  •  unto  |  death,—  ||  We  rise  in  the  |  likeness  •  •  of 

his  I  res-ur-  |  rection. 

2  If  ye  then  be  |  risen  '  *  with  |  Christ,  ||  Seek  those  things  which  are  above,  where 

Christ  sitteth  at  the  |  right  —  |  hand  of  |  God. 

3  For  as  many  as  have  been  baptized  into  Christ,  have  |  put  on  |  Christ.  ||  Therefore 

glorify  God  in  your  body,  and  in  your  |  spir-it,  |  which  are  |  God's. 

4  Reckon  ye  yourselves  to  be  dead  in-  |  deed  •  -unto  |  sin,—  ||  But  alive  unto  God 

through  I  Je-sus  |  Christ  our  |  Lord. 

5  If  we  be  dead  with  him,  we  shall  also  |  live  with  [  him ;  ||  If  we  suffer  with  him,  we 

shall  I  al-so  |  reign  with  |  him. 
^  Blessed  is  he  whose  transgression  is  forgiven,  whose  |  sin  is  |  covered.  ||  Blessed  is 
the  man  to  whom  the  Lord  im-  |  pu-teth  |  not  in-  |  iquity. 

rOLOUA  PATRL1 
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Oh,  ftweet  •  ly  breathe  the     lyres       ft  •  bove,  When  an  -   gelt  touch  the  quiver -ing  string, 
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MJif;n  \\'hnm 


And     wake,    to  chant  Im- man  -  uel's  love,     Such  strains  as     an  -  gel  •  lips        can    singi 


M['|f[i[-U-NT 


1033  fmmanurl. 

Oh,  sweetly  breathe  the  lyres  above, 
When  angels  touch  the  quivering  string. 

And  wake,  to  chant  Immanuel's  love. 
Such  strains  as  angel-lips  can  sing ! 

2  And  sweet,  on  earth,  the  choral  swell. 
From  mortal  tongues,  of  gladsome  lays; 

When  pardoned  souls  their  raptures  tell. 
And,  grateful,  hymn  ImmanuePs  praise. 

3  Jesus,  thy  name  our  souls  adore ; 

We  own  the  bond  that  makes  us  thine ; 

EAMBUBO.    L.  M. 


And  carnal  joys  that  charmed  before, 
For  thy  dear  sake  we  now  resign. 

4  Our  hearts,  by  dying  love  subdued, 
Accept  thine  offered  grace  to-day ; 

Beneath  the  cross,  with  blood  bedewed. 
We  bow,  and  give  ourselves  away. 

5  In  thee  we  trust, — on  thee  rely  j 
Though  we  are  feeble,  thou  art  strong; 

Oh,  keep  us  till  our  spirits  fly 
To  join  the  bright,  immortal  throng! 

RayPalmo. 
Arr.  by  Lowell  Mason. 
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10S4  parting  iSons. 

Oh,  the  sweet  wonders  of  that  cross 
Where  my  Redeemer  loved  and  died ! 

Her  noblest  life  my  spirit  draws 
From  his  dear  wounds,  and  bleeding  side. 

2  I  would  for  ever  speak  his  name 
In  sounds  to  mortal  ears  unknown ; 

With  angels  join  to  praise  the  Lamb, 
And  worship  at  his  Father's  throne. 

3  0  Lord,  the  Lord  of  lords,  to  the^; 
Eternal  praise  and  glory  be ; 

Whom  with  the  Father  we  adore, 
And  Holy  Ghost  for  evermore. 


la 


Isaac  Watts. 


1026"  »«PPD  »aa.--|p«.  5« :  12. 

Oh,  happy  day  that  fixed  my  choice 
On  thee,  my  Saviour,  and  my  God! 

Well  may  this  glowing  heart  rejoice, 
And  tell  its  raptures  all  abroad. 

2  Oh,  happy  bond,  that  seals  my  vows 
To  him  who  merits  all  my  love ! 

Let  cheerful  anthems  fill  his  house, 
While  to  that  sacred  shrine  I  move. 


3  Now  rest,  my  long-divided  heart! 

Fixed  on  this  blissful  center,  rest; 
Here  have  I  found  a  nobler  part. 

Here  heavenly  pleasures  fiil  my  breast  lie  \ 

PhiUp  Do(Uti4«>    1 4^ 
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;rbe  XotD'0  Supper. 


PASISOOLL    L.  M. 


J.  Barnby. 
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103  6  SttXiin%  on  fflrrist. 

I  FEED  by  faith  on  Christ ;  my  bread. 
His  body  broken  on  the  tree ; 

1  live  in  him,  my  living  Head, 
Who  died,  and  rose  again  for  me. 

2  This  be  my  joy  and  comfort  here. 
This  pledge  of  future  glory  mine : 

Jesus,  in  spirit  now  appear, 
And  break  the  bread,  and  pour  the  wine. 

3  Prom  thy  dear  hand,  may  I  receive 
The  tokens  of  thy  dying  love. 

And,  while  I  feast  on  earth,  believe 
That  I  shall  feast  with  thee  above. 

James  Montgomery. 
DWIGHT.    L.  li. 


1037  fftt^rffroff. 

Dear  Lord,  amid  the  throng  that  pressed 
Around  thee  on  the  cursed  tree, 

Some  loyal,  loving  hearts  there  were, 
Some  pitying  eyes  that  wept  for  thee. 

2  Like  them  may  we  rejoice  to  own 

Our  dying  Lord,  tho'  crowned  with  thorn ; 
Like  thee,  thy  blessed  self,  endure 
The  cross  with  all  its  cruel  scorn. 

3  Thy  cross,  thy  lonely  path  below, 
Show  what  thy  brethren  all  should  be  ; 

Pilgrims  on  earth,  disowned  by  those 
Who  see  no  beauty,  Lord,  in  thee. 

Edward  Denny. 
Arr.  by  J.  P.  Holbrook. 
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Jeraiy thoa  Joj  of  loTlng  hearto,  From  the  boot  bllM  that  earth  imparts, 

Thon  Fotmt  of  lift !  thoa  Light  of  menl  We  torn  nnlUled  to  thee  a  •  gain. 
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1038  Srstu  «II  in  «n. 

Jesus,  thou  Joy  of  loving  hearts, 
Thou  Fount  of  life!  thou  Light  of  men ! 

^om  the  best  bliss  that  earth  imparts, 
We  turn  unfilled  to  thee  again. 

2  Thy  truth  unchanged  hath  ever  stood; 
Thou  savest  those  that  on  thee  call ; 

To  them  that  seek  thee  thou  art  good, 
To  them  that  find  thee,  All  in  All. 

3  We  taste  thee,  0  thou  Living  Bread, 
And  long  to  feast  upon  thee  still ; 


We  drink  of  thee,  the  Fountain  Head, 
And  thirst  our  souls  from  thee  to  fill ! 

4  Our  restless  spirits  yearn  for  thee, 
Where'er  our  changeful  lot  is  cast ; 

Glad,  when  thy  gn*acious  smile  we  see. 
Blest,  when  our  faith  can  hold  thee  fast. 

5  0  Jesus,  ever  with  us  stay ; 

Make  all  our  moments  calm  and  bright ; 
Chase  the  dark  night  of  sin  away. 
Shed  o'er  the  world  thy  holy  light ! 

Ray  Palmer,  tr. 
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Tmnvci.  L.  H. 


St.  Alban's  Tuns  Book. 
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Draw  near,  O       Ho    -   ly    Dove,  draw  near,     With  peace  and   glad  -  nets      on       thy    wing ; 


1029       "■■*•  •  ftitnmr 

Draw  near,  O  Holy  Dove,  draw  near, 

With  peace  and  gladness  on  thy  wing; 
Reveal  the  Saviour^s  presence  here. 

And  light,  and  life,  and  comfort  bring. 


1031  Ei6fns  to  fftrfst. 

My  gracious  Lord,  I  own  thy  right 
To  every  service  I  can  pay, 

And  call  it  my  supreme  delight 
To  hear  thy  dictates  and  obey. 


2  "  Eat,  0  my  friends — drink,  O  beloved ! "  2  'T  is  to  my  Saviour  I  would  live, 
We  hear  the  Master^s  voice  exclaim :  To  him  who  for  my  ransom  died ; 

Our  hearts  with  new  desire  are  moved.         Nor  could  the  bowers  of  Eden  give 
And  kindled  with  a  heavenly  flame.  Such  bliss  as  blossoms  at  his  side. 


3  No  room  for  doubt,  no  room  for  dread. 
Nor  tears,  nor  groans,  nor  anxious  sighs ; 

We  do  not  mourn  a  Saviour  dead, 
But  hail  him  living  in  the  skies ! 

4  While  this  we  do,  remembering  thee. 
Dear  Saviour,  let  our  graces  prove 

We  have  thy  blessed  company, 
Thy  banner  over  us  is  love. 

Aaron  R.  Wolfe. 
1030        "Vottfl^t  toitt  a  yrire.** 

Lord,  I  am  thine,  entirely  thine. 
Purchased  and  saved  by  blood  divine. 
With  full  consent  thine  I  would  be. 
And  own  thy  sovereign  right  in  me. 

2  Thine  would  I  live,  thine  would  I  die. 
Be  thine  through  all  eternity ; 
The  vow  is  past  beyond  repeal ; 
And  now  I  set  the  solemn  seal. 


3  His  work  my  hoary  age  shall  bless, 
When  youthful  vigor  is  no  more ; 

And  my  last  hour  of  life  confess 
His  dying  love,  his  saving  power. 

Philip  Doddridge. 
1032  "/oruet  mint  Wot" 

0  THOU,  my  soul,  forget  no  more. 
The  Friend  who  all  thy  sorrows  bore, 
Let  every  idol  be  forgot ; 
But,  0  my  soul,  forget  him  not. 

2  Renounce  thy  works  and  ways,  with  grief, 
And  fly  to  this  divine  relief ; 

Nor  him  forget,  who  left  his  throne, 
And  for  thy  life  gave  up  his  own. 

3  Eternal  truth  and  mercy  shine 
In  him,  and  he  himself  is  thine : 
And  canst  thou,  then,  with  sin  beset, 
Such  charms,  such  matchless  charms  torp^ ' 


3  Here  at  that  cross  where  flows  the  blood  4  Oh,  no :  till  life  itself  depart, 

That  bought  my  guilty  soul  for  God,  His  name  shall  cheer  and  warm  my  heart ; 

Thee,  my  new  Master  now  I  call.  And,  lisping  this,  from  earth  I  '11  rise, 

And  consecrate  to  thee  my  all.  And  join  the  chorus  of  the  skies. 

Samuel  Davies.  Joshoa  Manhntf*  *'■ 


Sbe  Xot^B  Supper. 
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H.  K  Oliver. 


1033      ^xutituint  t^r  Eotti  Ofrrf^.  1034  "Of^amrb  of  JRe." 

0  Jesus  !  bruised  and  wounded  more  Jesus  !  and  shall  it  ever  be. 

Than  bursted  grape,  or  bread  of  wheat,  A  mortal  man  ashamed  of  thee  f 

The  Life  of  life  within  our  souls,  Ashamed  of  thee,  whom  angels  praise. 

The  Cup  of  our  salvation  sweet !  Whose  glories  shine  through  endless  days  T 

2  We  come  to  show  thy  dying  hour,  2  Ashamed  of  Jesus !  sooner  far 

Thy  streaming  vein,  thy  broken  flesh ;  Let  evening  blush  to  own  a  star ; 

And  still  the  blood  is  warm  to  save.  He  sheds  the  beams  of  light  divine 

And  still  the  fragrant  wounds  are  fresh.  O^er  this  benighted  soul  of  mine. 


3  0  Heart!  that,  with  a  double  tide 
Of  blood  and  water,  maketh  pure ; 

0  Flesh !  once  offered  on  the  cross. 
The  gift  that  makes  our  pardon  sure ; — 

4  Let  never  more  our  sinful  souls 
The  anguish  of  thy  cross  renew ; 

Nor  forge  again  the  cruel  nails. 
That  pierced  thy  victim  body  through. 

5  Come,  Bread  of  heaven,  to  feed  our  souls. 
And  with  thee,  Jesus  enter  in ! 

Come,  Wine  of  God !  and  as  we  drink. 
His  precious  blood  wash  out  our  sin ! 

Mn.  C.  F.  Alexander. 


3  Ashamed  of  Jesus !  that  dear  Friend 
On  whom  my  hopes  of  heaven  depend ! 
No ;  when  I  blush,  be  this  my  shame. 
That  I  no  more  revere  his  name. 

4  Ashamed  of  Jesus !  yes,  I  may. 
When  I  've  no  guilt  to  wash  away ; 
No  tear  to  wipe,  no  good  to  crave. 
No  fears  to  quell,  no  soul  to  save. 

5  Till  then — nor  is  my  boasting  vain  — 
Till  then,  I  boast  a  Saviour  slain ! 
And,  oh,  may  this  my  glory  be 

That  Christ  is  not  ashamed  of  me ! 

Joseph  GrigK* 


OBACl  CUUJtCU.    L.  M. 


I.  Plbybl. 


1035         '*  ^^^  >^^ins  Vreati.'* 

Away  from  earth  my  spirit  turns. 
Away  from  every  transient  good ; 

With  strong  desire  my  bosom  bums. 
To  feast  on  heaven's  diviner  food. 

2  Thou,  Saviour,  art  the  living  bread ; 

Thou  wilt  my  every  want  supply : 
By  thee  sustained,  and  cheered,  and  led, 

I  ^11  press  through  dangers  to  the  sky. 


3  What  though  temptations  oft  distress. 
And  sin  assails  and  breaks  my  peace ; 

Thou  wilt  uphold,  and  save,  and  bless, 
And  bid  the  storms  of  passion  cease. 

4  Then  let  me  take  thy  gracious  hand. 
And  walk  beside  thee  onward  still ; 

Till  my  glad  feet  shall  safely  stand. 
For  ever  firm,  on  Zion's  hill. 

Ray  Patmrn. 
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tR>e  Cburcb  of  96^ 


How  sw«et  and  awftil  it  the  place,  With  Chriit  within  the  doori,  While  eT-er-lasting  lore  dieplajs   The  ohoiMit  of  her  storti. 
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1036  Vrrslstrnt  %oiit. 

How  SWEET  and  awful  is  the  place. 
With  Christ  within  the  doors, 

While  everlasting  love  displays 
The  choicest  of  her  stores. 

2  When  all  our  hearts,  and  all  our  songs, 
Join  to  admire  the  feast, 

Each  of  us  cries  with  thankful  tongue, — 
"  Lord,  why  was  I  a  guest  f  " 

3  "  Why  was  I  made  to  hear  thy  voice, 
And  enter  while  there 's  room. 


CIUIUTIL    0.  IL 


When  thousands  make  a  wretched  choice, 
And  rather  starve  than  come  f " 

4  'T  was  the  same  love  that  spread  the  feast, 
That  sweetly  drew  us  in ; 

Else  we  had  still  refused  to  taste. 
And  perished  in  our  sin. 

5  Pity  the  nations,  0  our  .God ! 
Constrain  the  earth  to  come; 

Send  thy  victorious  word  abroad. 
And  bring  the  strangers  home. 

IsucWan. 


M^^p^iii 


Jeinel  thoa  art  the  iinner'e  friend;  As  ineh  I  look  to  thee;  Vow,  in    the  flill-neee  of   thy  loTe,  0    Lord!  Tt'tumAmt  iml 


1037       "I^itnn  of  «(nntTf.- 

Jesus  !  thou  art  the  sinner's  Friend ; 

As  such  I  look  to  thee ; 
Now,  in  the  fullness  of  thy  love, 

0  Lord !  remember  me. 

2  Remember  thy  pure  word  of  grace,--^ 
Remember  Calvary ; 

Remember  all  thy  dying  groans, 
And  then  remember  me. 

3  Thou  wondrous  Advocate  with  God ! 

1  yield  myself  to  thee ; 

While  thou  art  sitting  on  thy  throne. 
Bear  Lord !  remember  me. 

4  Lord !  I  am  guilty — I  am  vile. 
But  thy  salvation 's  free  ; 

Then,  in  thine  all-abounding  grace, 
Bear  Lord !  remember  me. 

Rkhard  Boinham. 


1038  "Vtqiarr  Ss.  Eorti." 

Prepare  us,  Lord,  to  view  thy  cross. 
Who  all  our  griefs  hast  borne ; 

To  look  on  thee,  whom  we  have  pierced — 
To  look  on  thee  and  mourn. 

2  While  thus  we  mourn,  we  would  rejoie^ 

And  as  thy  cross  we  see. 
Let  each  exclaim,  in  faith  and  hope, 

"The  Saviour  died  for  me  !" 

Thomas  CoCtomXI- 

1039  Sttning  on  Christ 

Together  with  these  symbols.  Lord, 

Thy  blessed  self  impart ; 
And  let  thy  holy  flesh  and  blood 

Feed  the  believing  heart. 

2  Come,  Holy  Ghost,  with  Jesus^  love. 

Prepare  us  for  this  feast ; 
Oh,  let  us  banquet  with  our  Lord, 

And  lean  upon  his  breast. 

John  Ceosick. 


Jibe  Xord'0  Supper. 
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W.  Gardinbk. 
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AooordiBf  tothy  gTMioaiw«rd,IiiMMkhTi-inil.l -tj,  ThiswlUI        do^ay  dy-iaf  Lord,    I  will  re  -  member  thee. 


1 040      "<  ^<^  Srmrmbrr  V^rr.** 

According  to  thy  gracious  word, 

In  meek  humility, 
This  will  I  do,  my  dying  Lord, 

I  will  remember  thee. 

2  Thy  body,  broken  for  my  sake, 
My  bread  from  heaven  dhall  be ; 

Thy  testamental  cup  I  take, 
And  thus  remember  thee. 

3  Gethsemane  can  I  forget  f 
Or  there  thy  conflict  see, 

Thine  agony  and  bloody  sweat, 
And  not  remember  thee  f 

BIATITUDO.    C.  IL 


4  When  to  the  cross  I  turn  mine  eyes, 
And  rest  on  Calvary, 

0  Lamb  of  God,  my  sacrifice! 
I  must  remember  thee :  — 

5  Remember  thee,  and  all  thy  pains 
And  all  thy  love  to  me ; 

Tea,  while  a  breath,  a  pulse  remains. 
Will  I  remember  thee. 

6  And  when  these  failing  lips  grow  dumb. 
And  mind  and  memory  flee, 

When  thou  shalt  in  thy  kingdom  come. 
Then,  Lord,  remember  me ! 

James  tdoaXgaautj, 
J.  B.  Dykes. 


iJJlJjl^ilJ:l|JJU^ 


JeeniyatwhoieeaprnueomaaBd  Wemowapprotehto  Ood,  Btfbre  as  in  thy  TeitaTeetaiidfnyTeetare  dipped  in  blood. 
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104 1     "  ^'  ^«P  ^^  VltMinf^,* 

Jesus,  at  whose  supreme  command 

We  now  approach  to  God, 
Before  us  in  thy  vesture  stand, 

Thy  vesture  dipped  in  blood. 

2  Now,  Saviour,  now  thyself  reveal. 
And  make  thy  nature  known ; 

A£Sz  thy  blessM  Spirit^s  seal. 
And  stamp  us  for  thine  own. 

3  Obedient  to  thy  gracious  word, 
We  break  the  hallowed  bread. 

Commemorate  our  dying  Lord, 
And  trust  on  thee  to  feed. 

4  The  cup  of  blessing  blessed  by  thee. 
Let  it  thy  blood  impart ; 

The  broken  bread  thy  body  be. 
To  cheer  each  languid  heart. 

Charles  Wesley. 


1042    "tttratrrl^bc^ttKoiBan.'* 

If  human  kindness  meets  return. 

And  owns  the  grateful  tie : 
If  tender  thoughts  within  us  bum, 

To  feel  a  friend  is  nigh ;  — 

2  Oh,  shall  not  warmer  accents  tell 
The  gratitude  we  owe 

To  him,  who  died  our  fears  to  quell — 
Who  bore  our  guilt  and  woe ! 

3  While  yet  in  anguish  he  surveyed 
Those  pangs  he  would  not  flee, 

What  love  his  latest  words  displayed, — 
''Meet  and  remember  me  !'^ 

4  Remember  thee — thy  death,  thy  shame, 
Our  sinful  hearts  to  share! — 

0  memory !  leave  no  other  name 
But  his  recorded  there. 
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1043  "Sfir«r1tof6EoU.'* 

Oh,  cease,  my  wandering  soul, 

On  restless  wing  to  roam ; 
All  this  wide  world,  to  either  pole, 

Hath  not  for  thee  a  home. 

2  Behold  the  ark  of  God ! 
Behold  the  open  door ! 

Oh,  haste  to  gain  that  dear  abode. 
And  rove,  my  soul,  no  more. 

3  There  safe  thou  shalt  abide. 
There  sweet  shall  be  thy  rest ; 

And  every  longing  satisfied. 
With  full  salvation  blest. 

W.  A.  Muhlenbefs. 


BITHSSDA.    8.  IL 
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1044       ■oioton. 
To  God  the  only  wise. 

Who  keeps  us  by  his  word, 
Be  glory  now  and  evermore. 

Through  Jesus  Christ  our  Lord. 

'2  Hosanna  to  the  Word, 

Wlio  from  the  Father  came ; 

Ascribe  salvation  to  the  Lord, 
And  ever  bless  his  name. 

3  The  grace  of  Christ  our  Lord, 
The  Father's  boundless  love, 

The  Spirit's  blest  communion,  too, 
Be  with  us  from  above. 

kaacWaltt. 


U.  C.  BUKNAP. 


Je-int,  we  thna  o  -  bay       Thy  lut  and  kindeit  word.  And  in  thine  own  appointed  waj  We  eome  to  meet  fhee,  Lord 


Jesus,  we  thus  obey 

Thy  last  and  kindest  word, 
And  in  thine  own  appointed  way 

We  come  to  meet  tiiee.  Lord ! 

2  Thus  we  remember  thee. 
And  take  this  bread  and  wine 

As  thine  own  dying  legacy, 
And  our  redemption's  sign. 


3  With  high  and  heavenly  bliss 
Thou  dost  our  spirits  cheer ; 

Thy  house  of  banqueting  is  this. 
And  thou  hast  brought  us  ^ere. 

4  Now  let  our  souls  be  fed 
With  manna  from  above, 

And  over  us  thy  banner  spread 
Of  everlasting  love. 

Charles  Wester. 


AiLinr.  &  iL 
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No  GOSPEL  like  this  feast 
Spread  for  thy  church  by  thee ; 

Nor  prophet  nor  evangelist 
Preach  the  glad  news  so  free. 

2  Thine  was  the  bitter  price, 
Ours  is  the  free  gift,  given ; 

Thine  was  the  blood  of  sacrifice, 
Ours  is  the  wine  of  heaven. 

3  Here  we  would  rest  midway, 
As  on  a  sacred  height, 

That  darkest  and  that  brightest  day 
Meeting  before  our  sight. 

4  From  that  dark  depth  of  woes 
Thy  love  for  us  hast  trod, 

Up  to  the  heights  of  blest  repose 
Thy  love  prex>ares  with  God: — 

5  Till  from  self  s  chains  released. 
One  sight  alone  we  see, 

Still  at  the  cross,  as  at  the  feast, 
Behold  thee,  only  thee. 


Mis.  Elisabeth  Charles. 


OLHim.    8.  IL 


1047     Sfir  fnUtation. 

Jesus  invites  his  saints 
To  meet  around  the  board ; 

Here  pardoned  rebels  sit  and  hold 
Communion  with  their  Lord. 

2  This  holy  bread  and  wine 
Maintains  our  fainting  breath. 

By  union  with  our  living  Lord, 
And  interest  in  his  death. 

3  Our  heavenly  Father  calls 
Christ  and  his  members  one ; 

We,  the  young  children  of  his  love. 
And  he,  the  first-bom  Son. 

4  Let  all  our  powers  be  joined. 
His  glorious  name  to  raise ; 

Pleasure  and  love  fill  every  mind 
And  every  voice  be  praise. 

5  To  God,  the  Father,  Son, 
And  Spirit,  glory  be, 

As  was,  and  is,  and  shall  remain 
Through  all  eternity. 

Isaac  Watts. 
Arr.  by  L.  Mason. 


1048       ^<  Clofinfl. 

A  PARTING  hynm  we  sing 
Around  thy  table.  Lord ; 

Again  our  grateful  tribute  bring, 
Our  solemn  vows  record. 

2  Here  have  we  seen  thy  face. 
And  felt  thy  presence  here ; 

So  may  the  savor  of  thy  grace 
In  word  and  life  appear. 


3  The  purchase  of  thy  blood — 
By  sin  no  longer  led  — 

The  path  our  dear  Redeemer  trod 
May  we  rejoicing  tread. 

4  In  self -forgetting  love 

Be  our  communion  shown, 
Until  we  join  the  church  above. 
And  know  as  we  are  known. 

Aaron  R.  Wolfe. 
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Jesus,  to  thy  table  led. 
Now  let  every  heart  be  fed 
With  the  true  and  living  bread. 

2  While  in  penitence  we  kneel. 
Thy  sweet  presence  let  us  feel, 
All  thy  wondrous  love  reveal ! 

3  While  on  thy  dear  cross  we  gaze, 
Mourning  o'er  our  sinful  ways. 
Turn  our  sadness  into  praise ! 


4  When  we  taste  the  mystic  wine, 
Of  thine  outpoured  blood  the  sign, 
Fill  our  hearts  with  love  divine ! 

5  From  the  bonds  of  sin  release, 
Cold  and  wavering  faith  increase, 
Lamb  of  God,  grant  us  thy  peace ! 

6  Lead  us  by  thy  pierced  hand. 
Till  around  thy  throne  we  stand. 
In  the  bright  and  better  land. 

R.  H.  Baylies. 


STATE  8TSSST.    8.  IL 


J.  C.  Woodman. 


Th«  day,  0  Lordfifl  ipmt;    A -UdswitliiiByaiidrwt;  Onrheirts'deiirManftil-lybe&t    On  aukiiigfhMoaxfwi 


1050    "A^t^etoit^Ss." 

Thb  day,  0  Lord,  is  spent ; 

Abide  with  us,  and  rest ; 
Our  hearts'  desires  are  fully  bent 

On  making  thee  our  guest. 

2  We  have  not  reached  that  land. 
That  happy  land,  as  yet. 

Where  holy  angels  round  thee  stand. 
Whose  sun  can  never  set. 

3  Our  sun  is  sinking  now. 
Our  day  is  almost  o'er ; 

0  Sun  of  Righteousness,  do  thou 
Shine  on  us  evermore ! 

4  The  grace  of  Christ  our  Lord, 
The  Father's  boundless  love. 

The  Spirit's  blest  communion,  too, 
Be  with  us  from  above. 

John  M.  Neale. 


1051       9«ttfn0  in  %obt. 

Blest  be  thy  love,  dear  Lord, 
That  taught  us  this  sweet  way. 

Only  to  love  thee  for  tliyself , 
And  for  that  love  obey. 

2  O  thou,  our  souls'  chief  Hope ! 
We  to  thy  mercy  fly ; 

Where'er  we  are,  thou  canst  protect, 
Whate'er  we  need,  supply. 

3  Whether  we  sleep  or  wake, 
To  thee  we  both  resign ; 

By  night  we  see,  as  well  as  day, 
If  thy  light  on  us  shine. 

4  Whether  we  live  or  die. 
Both  we  submit  to  thee ; 

In  death  we  live,  as  well  as  life. 
If  thine  in  death  we  be. 

John  AttsUa. 
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I0u3     ff^rrfl  ffobrnant. 

0  Jesus,  I  have  promised 
To  serve  thee  to  the  end ; 

Be  thou  for  ever  near  me. 
My  Master  and  my  friend ; 

1  shall  not  fear  the  battle 
If  thou  art  by  my  side, 

Nor  wander  from  the  pathway 
If  thou  wilt  be  my  guide. 

2  Oh,  let  me  feel  thee  near  me ; 
The  world  is  ever  near ; 

I  see  the  sights  that  dazzle. 
The  tempting  sounds  I  hear ; 


SACBIflCX.    la,  6s. 


My  foes  are  ever  near  me, 

Around  me  and  within  ; 
But,  Jesus,  draw  thou  nearer. 

And  shield  my  soul  from  sin. 

3  0  Jesus,  thou  hast  promised 

To  all  who  follow  thee, 
That  where  thou  art  in  glory 

There  shall  thy  servant  be ; 
And,  Jesus,  I  have  promised 

To  serve  thee  to  the  end  5 
Oh,  give  me  grace  to  follow. 

My  Master  and  my  friend. 

John  Ernest  Bode. 


Ait.  fir.  H.  Lahsb. 


Sit  down  benesth  hii  tlisdow,  And  rttt  with  great  dslight ;  The  fldth  that  now  be-holds 


pledge  of  ftttnre  fight 


1053    "19en»t(||l|ts  j^^adoto." 

Bit  down  beneath  his  shadow, 
And  rest  with  great  delight ; 

The  faith  that  now  beholds  him 
Is  pledge  of  future  sight. 

2  Our  Master's  love  remember, 
Exceeding  great  and  free ; 

Lift  up  thy  heart  in  gladness, 
For  he  remembers  thee. 

3  His  righteousness  "  all  glorious" 
Thy  festal  robe  shall  be } 


And  love  that  passeth  knowledg^e 
His  banner  over  thee. 

4  A  little  while,  though  parted. 
Remember,  wait,  and  love. 

Until  he  comes  in  glory, 
Until  we  meet  above. 

5  Till  in  the  Father's  kingdom 
The  heavenly  feast  is  spread. 

And  we  behold  his  beauty. 
Whose  blood  for  us  was  shed ! 

Frances  R.  HavereaL 
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lOoS  ISefore  t^r  Crow. 

Sweet  the  moments,  rich  in  blessing, 

Which  before  the  cross  we  spend ; 
Life,  and  health,  and  peace  possessing, 

From  the  sinner's  dying  Friend. 
Truly  blessed  is  this  station. 

Low  before  his  cross  to  lie. 
While  we  see  divine  compassion. 

Beaming  in  his  gracious  eye. 

2  Love  and  grief  our  hearts  dividing. 
With  our  tears  his  feet  we  bathe ; 

Constant  still,  in  faith  abiding. 
Life  deriving  from  his  death. 

For  thy  sorrows  we  adore  thee. 
For  the  pains  that  wrought  our  peace. 

Gracious  Saviour!  we  implore  thee 
In  our  souls  thy  love  increase. 

3  Here  we  feel  our  sins  forgiven, 
While  upon  the  Lamb  we  gaze, 

And  our  thoughts  are  all  of  heaven. 
And  our  lips  o'erflow  with  praise. 

StiU  in  ceaseless  contemplation. 
Fix  our  hearts  and  eyes  on  thee. 

Till  we  taste  thy  full  salvation. 
And,  unvailed,  thy  glories  see. 

James  Allen. 

1059    "1^^"*  ^^'  ^ittctn," 
Come,  thou  everlasting  Spirit, 

Bring  to  every  thankful  mind 
All  the  Saviour's  dying  merit. 

All  his  sufferings  for  mankind : 


True  recorder  of  his  passion. 
Now  the  living  faith  impart ; 

Now  reveal  his  great  salvation 
Unto  every  faithful  heart. 

2  Come,  thou  Witness  of  his  dying ; 

Come,  Remembrancer  divine ; 
Let  us  feel  thy  power  applying 

Christ  to  every  soul,  and  mine ; 
Let  us  groan  thine  inward  groaning ; 

Look  on  him  we  pierced,  and  grieve ; 
All  partake  the  g^raoe  atoning, — 

All  the  sprinkled  blood  receive. 

Charles  Wesley. 
1 060      ^^^i»^  on  tdr  Crois. 

When  I  view  my  Saviour  bleeding, 

For  my  sins,  upon  the  tree ; 
Oh,  how  wondrous! — how  exceeding 

Great  his  love  appears  to  me  ! 
Floods  of  deep  distress  and  anguish. 

To  impede  his  labors,  came ; 
Yet  they  all  could  not  extinguish 

Love's  eternal,  burning  flame. 

2  Sure  such  infinite  affection 

Lays  the  highest  claims  to  mine ; 
All  my  powers,  without  exception, 

Should  in  fervent  praises  join. 
Jesus,  fit  me  for  thy  service } 

Form  me  for  thyself  alone ; 
I  am  thy  most  costly  purchase, — 

Take  possession  of  thine  own. 

RicluudLce. 
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Ait.  fr.  Mozart. 


Thou,  from  hence,  my  all  shaltbe  f      Perish,  every  fond  ambition.  Ail  I  *ve  80ught,or  hoped,  or  known, 
God  and  heaven  are  still  my  own  I 


1*06 1         18raTtn0  t^t  Crom. 

Jesus,  I  my  cross  have  taken, 

All  to  leave,  and  follow  thee ; 
Naked,  poor,  despised,  forsaken, 

Thou,  from  hence,  my  all  shalt  be! 
Perish,  every  fond  ambition. 

All  I  've  sought,  or  hoped,  or  known, 
Yet  how  rich  is  my  condition, 

God  and  heaven  are  still  my  own ! 

2  Let  the  world  despise  and  leave  me, 
They  have  left  my  Saviour,  too ; 

Human  hearts  and  looks  deceive  me — 
Thou  art  not,  like  them,  untrue ; 

Oh,  while  thou  dost  smile  upon  me, 
God  of  wisdom,  love,  and  might. 

Foes  may  hate,  and  friends  disown  me. 
Show  thy  face,  and  all  is  bright. 

3  Man  may  trouble  and  distress  me, 
'T  will  but  drive  me  to  thy  breast ; 

Life  with  trials  hard  may  press  me ; 

Heaven  will  bring  me  sweeter  rest ! 
Oh,  't  is  not  in  grief  to  harm  me. 

While  thy  love  is  left  to  me ; 
Oh,  't  were  not  in  joy  to  charm  me, 

Were  that  joy  unmixed  with  thee. 

4  Go  then,  earthly  fame  and  treasure ! 
Come,  disaster,  scorn,  and  pain ! 

In  thy  service,  pain  is  pleasure. 
With  thy  favor,  loss  is  gain. 

I  have  called  thee  —  Abba,  Father! 
I  have  stayed  my  heart  on  thee ! 


Storms  may  howl,  and  clouds  may  gather, 
All  must  work  for  good  to  me. 

Henry  F.  Lyte. 

10\>M     ^'  Crotan  Coming. 

Soul,  then  know  thy  full  salvation, 

Rise  o'er  sin,  and  fear,  and  care ; 
Joy  to  find  in  every  station 

Something  still  to  do  or  bear. 
Think  what  Spirit  dwells  within  thee ; 

Think  what  Father's  smiles  are  thine  ; 
Think  that  Jesus  died  to  win  thee ! 

Child  of  heaven,  canst  thou  repine  f 

2  Haste  thee  on  from  grace  to  glory. 

Armed  by  faith  and  winged  by  prayer ! 
Heaven's  eternal  day 's  before  thee, 

God's  own  hand  shall  guide  thee  there : 
Soon  shall  close  thy  earthly  mission, 

Soon  shall  pass  thy  pilgrim  days, 
Hope  shall  change  to  glad  fruition. 

Faith  to  sight,  and  prayer  to  praise. 

Henry  F.  Lyte. 

1063  «  ^potlrss  «ouI. 

Jesus,  who  on  Calvary's  mountain 
Poured  thy  precious  blood  for  me. 

Wash  me  in  its  flowing  fountain, 
That  my  soul  may  spotless  be. 

2  In  thy  word  I  hear  thee  saying, 
Come,  and  I  will  give  you  rest  j 

Now  the  gracious  call  obeying. 
See,  I  hasten  to  thy  breast. 

Anon.,  1855. 
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1064  "W»»«mfr." 

Jesus  spreads  his  banner  o'er  us, 

Cheers  our  famished  souls  with  food ; 
He  the  banquet  spreads  before  us, 

Of  his  mystic  flesh  and  blood. 

2  Precious  banquet;  bread  of  heaven; 
Wine  of  gladness,  flowing  free : 

May  we  taste  it,  kindly  given 
In  remembrance,  Lord,  of  thee ! 

3  In  thy  trial  and  rejection ; 
In  thy  sufferings  on  the  tree ; 

In  thy  glorious  resurrection ; 
May  we.  Lord,  remember  thee ! 

Roswell  Park. 
DOBBVAVCB.    8t,  7i. 


1065  Partlnj  mamn. 

From  the  table  now  retiring. 
Which  for  us  the  Lord  hath  spread, 

May  our  souls  refreshment  finding. 
Grow  in  all  things  like  our  Head ! 

2  His  example  while  beholding, 
May  our  lives  his  image  bear ; 

Him  our  Lord  and  Master  calling. 
His  commands  may  we  revere. 

3  Love  to  God  and  man  displaying, 
Walking  steadfast  in  his  way, 

Joy  attend  us  in  believing. 
Peace  from  God,  through  endless  day. 

JoltnRowe. 
I.  B.  Woodbury. 
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1066     "Sonofomtr 

Jesus  calls  us,  o'er  the  tumult 
Of  our  life's  wild,  restless  sea ; 

Day  by  day  his  sweet  voice  soundeth. 
Saying,  Christian,  follow  me ! 

2  Jesus  calls  us — from  the  worship 
Of  the  vain  world's  golden  store ; 

From  each  idol  that  would  keep  us, — 
Saying,  Christian,  love  me  more ! 

3  In  our  joys  and  in  our  sorrows. 
Bays  of  toil  and  hours  of  ease, 

Still  he  calls,  in  cares  and  pleasures, — 
Christian,  love  me  more  than  these ! 

4  Jesus  calls  us !  by  thy  mercies. 
Saviour,  may  we  hear  thy  call ; 

Give  our  hearts  to  thy  obedience, 
Serve  and  love  thee  best  of  all ! 

Mrs.  C.  F.  Alexander. 


1067  "Cake^aaHJeart" 

Take  my  heart,  O  Father !  take  it; 

Make  and  keep  it  all  thine  own ; 
Let  thy  Spirit  melt  and  break  it — 

This  proud  heart  of  sin  and  stone. 

2  Father,  make  me  pure  and  lowly, 
Fond  of  peace  and  far  from  strife; 

Turning  from  the  paths  unholy 
Of  this  vain  and  sinful  life. 

3  Ever  let  thy  grace  surround  me, 
Strengthen  me  with  power  divine, 

Till  thy  cords  of  love  have  bound  me: 
Make  me  to  be  wholly  thine. 

4  May  the  blood  of  Jesus  heal  me. 
And  my  sins  be  all  forgiven  ; 

Holy  Spirit,  take  and  seal  me. 
Guide  me  in  the  path  to  heaven. 


ITOV.    8«,7g.    B. 
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Poniit  «f  •T'ry  bltnlBf ,TaM  017  ktart  to  dac  thy  fraee ; }  [abore ; 
Bfn«re7,BiTerotaatiig,CaUflBi>ioiifiofloo4MtpraiM;  5TMeh]MMnit]Balodi<nuieuMt,8iiiif  byflaaiiigtoBgQM 
4,    Tf _^  n^td  npm  it!— Komit  «f thy  rtdMmiiif  Ion. 


omoDBt—r 


iOu  Fount  of  every  blessing, 
ny  heart  to  sing  thy  grace ; 
of  mercy,  never  ceasing, 
r  songs  of  loudest  praise ; 
e  some  melodious  sonnet, 
)y.  flaming  tongues  above ; 
le  mount — I  ^m  fixed  upon  it  !- 
of  thy  redeeming  love. 

Ml  raise  mine  Eben-ezer ; 
by  thy  help  I  'm  come ; 
>pe,  by  thy  good  pleasure, 
to  arrive  at  home. 


Jesus  sought  me  when  a  stranger. 
Wandering  from  the  fold  of  God ; 

He,  to  rescue  me  from  dangler, 
Interposed  his  precious  blood. 

3  Oh,  to  grace  how  great  a  debtor 

Daily  I  'm  constrained  to  be ! 
Let  thy  goodness,  like  a  fetter. 

Bind  my  wandering  heart  to  thee ; 
Prone  to  wander.  Lord,  I  feel  it ; 

Prone  to  leave  the  God  I  love ; 
Here  ^s  my  heart ;  oh,  take  and  seal  it ; 

Seal  it  for  thy  courts  above. 

Robert  Robinson. 


?.    So,  7*. 


Arr.  by  L.  Mason. 


i  ooouinndoB  IbodiBff  On  tbU  atrthly  broad  and  wiBO,8aTio«r,iBay  wo  000  thao  bloodinf  Ob  tho  croo^ 


"in  iftrmrmbrancr." 

sweet  communion  feeding 
^rthly  bread  and  wine, 
ay  we  see  thee  bleeding 
ross,  to  make  us  thine. 

unseen,  now  be  thou  near  us, 
)  still  small  voice  of  love ; 
5  words  of  peace  to  cheer  us — 
mbt  and  fear  remove. 

if  ore  us  all  the  story, 
f  e,  and  death  of  woe ; 
hopes  of  endless  glory, 
ir  hearts  from  all  below. 

Ed  wmrd  Denny. 


1070        ^V«m  for  Cloiing. 

Thine  for  ever,  thine  for  ever ! 

May  thy  face  upon  us  shine ; 
Help,  oh,  help  our  weak  endeavor, 

Lord,  for  ever  to  be  thine. 

2  Thine  for  ever,  thine  for  ever ! 
Armed  with  faith,  and  strong  in  thee. 

Ever  fighting,  fainting  never. 
May  we  march  to  victory ! 

3  Daily  in  the  grace  increasing 
Of  thy  Spirit,  more  and  more, 

Watching,  praying  without  ceasing. 
May  we  reach  the  heavenly  shore ! 

C.  Words  wortn. 


( 
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JLbc  Cbuccb  ot  (3od. 


HXW  CALABAB.    7i. 


J.  D.  Fahrer. 


H0u^\iiiHi!^\i;^m 


When  on  Sinai's  top  I  see    Ood  descend,  in  au^-es-ty,     To  proclaim  hii  ho  -ly  Uw,    All  my  spir-it  sinks  with  aws. 


a#f0f 


10  #1  fftlTcr  iBountains. 

When  on  Sinai's  top  I  see 
God  descend,  in  majesty, 
To  proclaim  his  holy  law, 
All  my  spirit  sinks  with  awe. 

• 

2  When,  in  ecstasy  sublime. 
Tabor's  glorious  steep  I  climb. 
At  the  too  transporting  light. 
Darkness  rushes  o'er  my  sight. 

3  When  on  Calvary  I  rest, 
God,  in  flesh  made  manifest. 
Shines  in  my  Redeemer's  face, 
Full  of  beauty,  truth,  and  gr&ee, 

4  Here  I  would  for  ever  stay. 
Weep  and  gaze  my  soul  away; 
Thou  art  heaven  on  earth  to  me. 
Lovely,  mournful  Calvary ! 

James  Montgomery. 
FLXTEL'S  HTMV.    7s. 


1072     "«»)mefor  EtJtr." 

Thine  for  ever !  God  of  love, 
Hear  us  from  thy  throne  above ! 
Thine  for  ever  may  we  be, 
Here  and  in  eternity ! 

2  Thine  for  ever !  oh,  how  blest 
They  who  find  in  thee  their  rest ! 
Saviour,  Guardian,  heavenly  Friend, 
Oh,  defend  us  to  the  end ! 

• 

3  Thine  for  ever !  Saviour,  keep 
These  thy  frail  and  trembling  ^eep ; 
Safe  alone  beneath  thy  care. 

Let  us  all  thy  goodness  share. 

4  Thine  for  ever !  thou  our  Guide,— 
All  our  wants  by  thee  supplied, — 
All  our  sins  by  thee  forgiven, — 
Lead  us.  Lord,  from  earth  to  heaven ! 

Mrs.  Mary  F.  Maude. 
Ignacr  Plkyel- 


BroadofhoaT'nlonthoawelSMd,  Forthyfloshismoatin-deed:  Sy-er  let  oar  sonlsbe   fed  With  this  trno  and liTingtostd! 


?ifff^TFflfWm 


1073     "  ^tji»  te  IBs  »otia." 

Bread  of  heaven !  on  thee  we  feed. 

For  thy  flesh  is  meat  indeed : 

Ever  let  our  souls  be  fed 

With  this  true  and  living  bread ! 

2  Vine  of  heaven!  thy  blood  supplies 
This  blest  cup  of  sacrifice : 

Lord !  thy  wounds  our  healing  give, 
To  thy  cross  we  look  and  live. 

3  Day  by  day,  with  strength  supplied. 
Through  the  life  of  him  who  died : 
Lord  of  life !  oh,  let  us  be. 

Rooted,  grafted,  built  on  thee ! 

Josiah  Conder. 


1074     CSountrb  for  8U. 

Jesus,  Master !  hear  me  now. 
While  I  would  renew  my  vow, 
And  record  thy  dying  love ; 
Hear,  and  help  me  from  above. 

2  Feed  me.  Saviour,  with  this  bread. 
Broken  in  thy  body's  stead ; 

Cheer  my  spirit  with  this  wine. 
Streaming  like  that  blood  of  thine. 

3  And  as  now  I  eat  and  drink. 
Let  me  truly,  sweetly  think. 
Thou  didst  hang  upon  the  tree. 
Broken,  bleeding,  there  —  for  me ! 

Anoa.,  (84*. 


(Tbe  XocD'0  Supper. 


MOHKLAHD. 


J.  P.  Wilkes. 
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te^ 


At  tlM  ItfunVt  high,  ftul  w  ting  PraiM  to  <mr  victozioas  King,  Who  nath  waihed  as  in  tho  tidekFlowing  from  Ub  wonaded  side. 


kf^m^-mmp^^^^iM^ 


1075    "  ^tirist,  eur  ^assobrr." 

At  the  Lamb's  high  feast  we  sing 
Praise  to  our  victorious  King, 
Who  hath  washed  us  in  the  tide, 
Flowing  from  his  wounded  side. 

2  Where  the  Paschal  blood  is  poured, 
Death's  dark  angel  sheathes  his  sword ; 
Israel's  hosts  triumphant  go 
Through  the  wave  that  drowns  the  foe. 

3  Christ,  our  Paschal  Lamb,  is  slain, 
Holy  victim,  without  stain  j 

Death  and  hell  defeated  lie. 
Heaven  unfolds  its  gates  on  high. 

4  Hymns  of  glory  and  of  praise. 
Father,  unto  thee  we  raise ; 
Risen  Lord,  all  praise  to  thee. 
With  the  Spirit  ever  be. 


Robert  Campbell,  tr. 


DT7BHAM 


1 07  6  "^tlS  IfifOfU  stall  be  JHg  l9copU.*' 

People  of  the  living  God, 
I  have  sought  the  world  around. 

Paths  of  sin  and  sorrow  trod, 
Peace  and  comfort  nowhere  found. 

2  Now  to  you  my  spirit  turns  — 
Turns,  a  fugitive  unblest ; 

Brethren,  where  your  altar  bums^  , 
Oh,  receive  me  into  rest ! 

3  Lonely  I  no  longer  roam. 

Like  the  cloud,  the  wind,  the  wave : 
Where  you  dwell  shall  be  my  home, 
Where  you  die  shall  be  my  grave ;  — 

4  Mine  the  God  whom  you  adore, 
Your  Redeemer  shall  be  mine ; 

Earth  can  fill  my  soul  no  more. 
Every  idol  I  resign. 

James  Montgomery. 
J.  B.  Dykes. 


mmmm 


cr 


Hark!  myionl!  it  iathe  Lord;  TistlifSavioar— haarliiairord;  Jeiiutp6alM,aBdipMkstothM»'*8ay,pooirii]iA0r,loTSttt]ionmet 

i9- 


itei^-ifP 


1077     "*««»Mt  cbou  m." 

Hark  !  my  soul !  it  is  the  Lord ; 
'T  is  thy  Saviour —  hear  his  word ; 
Jesus  speaks,  and  speaks  to  thee, 
**  Say,  poor  sinner,  lovest  thou  met 

2  "I  delivered  thee  when  bound. 

And  when  bleeding,  healed  thy  wound : 
Sought  thee  wandering,  set  thee  right, 
Tm-ned  thy  darkness  into  light. 

3  "  Can  a  woman's  tender  care 
Cease  towards  the  child  she  bare  t 
Yes,  she  may  forgetful  be. 

Yet  will  I  remember  thee. 


mmy^i 


4  "  Mine  is  an  imchanging  love. 
Higher  than  the  heights  above  ; 
Deeper  than  the  depths  beneath  — 
Free  and  faithful — strong  as  death. 

5  *'Thou  shalt  see  my  glory  soon, 
When  the  work  of  grace  is  done  j 
Partner  of  my  throne  shaU  be ! 
Say,  poor  sinner!  lovest  thou  met" 

6  Lord !  it  is  my  chief  complaint, 
That  my  love  is  weak  and  faint  j 
Yet  I  love  thee,  and  adore ;  — 
Oh,  for  grace  to  love  thee  more. 

William  Cowper. 
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tTbe  Cburcb  ot  <3od. 


MSMOBIAL.    7t.    6L 


Dr.  J.  S.  B.  HoDGBS. 


Rock  of  A-ges, 


t^if'Ffflf 


me !    Let  me  hide  my-self  in  thee ;  Let  the  wa  -  ter  and    the  blood, 


ttf'frr' 


From  thy  wounded  side  that  flowed,  Be  of  tin  the  doub  •  le  cure  ;  Cleanse  me  from  its  guilt  and  power, 


vvrtht 


1078  ''CB^4  iHf,  «abiour." 

Bock  of  Ages,  cleft  for  me ! 

Let  me  hide  myself  in  thee ; 

Let  the  water  and  the  blood. 

From  thy  wounded  side  that  flowed, 

Be  of  sin  the  double  cure ; 

Cleanse  me  from  it«  gfuilt  and  power. 

2  Not  the  labor  of  my  hands 
Can  fulfill  the  law's  demands ; 
Could  my  zeal  no  respite  know, 
Could  my  tears  for  ever  flow. 
All  for  sin  could  not  atone ; 
Thou  must  save,  and  thou  alone. 

3  Nothing  in  my  hand  I  bring, 
Simply  to  thy  cross  I  cling  j 
Naked,  come  to  thee  for  dress, 
Helpless,  look  to  thee  for  grace ; 
Vile,  I  to  the  fountain  fly. 
Wash  me.  Saviour,  or  I  die ! 

4  While  I  draw  this  fleeting  breath. 
When  my  eyelids  close  in  death. 
When  I  soar  to  worlds  unknown, 
See  thee  on  thy  judgment  throne. 
Bock  of  Ages,  cleft  for  me ! 

Let  me  hide  myself  in  thee. 

A.  M .  Toplady. 

1079  "in  Brmrmbrancr." 

Savioub  of  our  ruined  race. 
Fountain  of  redeeming  grace. 
Let  us  now  thy  fullness  see, 
While  we  here  converse  with  thee ; 
Hearken  to  our  ardent  prayer, — 
Let  us  all  thy  blessing  share. 


2  While  we  thus,  with  glad  accord. 
Meet  around  thy  table,  Lord, 

Bid  us  feast  with  joy  divine, 
On  the  appointed  bread  and  wine; 
Emblems  may  they  truly  prove. 
Of  our  Saviour's  bleeding  love. 

3  Weak,  unworthy,  sinful,  vile. 
Yet  we  seek  thy  heavenly  smile : 
Canst  thou  all  our  sins  f orgpive  t 
Dost  thou  bid  us  look  and  live  t 
Lord,  we  wonder  and  adore ! 
Oh,  for  grace  to  love  thee  more! 

Thomas  Hastiagv 
1080  "CmHeComt." 

"  Till  He  come : "  oh,  let  the  words 
Linger  on  the  trembling  chords ; 
Let  the  little  while  between 
In  their  golden  light  be  seen ; 
Let  us  think  how  heaven  and  home 
Lie  beyond  that — "Till  he  come." 

2  When  the  weary  ones  we  love 
Enter  on  their  rest  above. 
Seems  the  earth  so  poor  and  vast. 
All  our  life  joy  overcast  t 

Hush,  be  every  murmur  dumb ; 
It  is  only— "Till  he  come.'' 

3  See,  the  feast  of  love  is  spread. 
Drink  the  wine,  and  break  the  bread ; 
Sweet  memorials,  —  till  the  Lord 
Call  us  round  his  heavenly  board ; 
Some  from  earth,  from  glory  some. 
Severed  only — "Till  he  come." 

E.  H.  BicketHelli. 


Zbc  Xord'0  Supper. 


BOCK  07  A0I8.    7f.    6L 


Thomas  Hastings. 
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JINE. 


fi.C. 


Soek  of    Agw,c\9ti  for  me !   Let  m«  hid*  myself  in  thee  t  Let  the  water  and  the  blood^From  thy  wounded  tide  that  flowed, 
D.C.— Be    of  tin  the  per-ftet  enre;  Bare  me,  Lord!  and  make  me  pnre. 


1 08 1  ^^^  ^^  ^  ^»* 

Bock  of  Ages,  cleft  for  me ! 

Let  me  hide  myself  in  thee ; 

Let  the  water  and  the  blood. 

From  thy  wounded  side  that  flowed, 

Be  of  sin  the  perfect  cure ; 

Save  me,  Lord !  and  make  me  pure. 

2  Should  my  tears  for  ever  flow. 
Should  my  zeal  no  langfuor  know. 
This  for  sin  could  not  atone, 

OLASTOVBUBT.    7e.    6L 


Thou  must  save  and  thou  alone : 
In  my  hand  no  price  I  bring; 
Simply  to  thy  cross  I  cling. 

3  While  I  draw  this  fleeting  breath, 
When  mine  eye-lids  close  in  death. 
When  I  rise  to  worlds  unknown. 
And  behold  thee  on  thy  throne. 
Rock  of  ages,  cleft  for  me ! 
Leit  me  hide  myself  in  thee. 

A.  M.  Toplady. 
J.  B.  Dykbs. 


Mn-ny  cen-tu  •  ries  have  fled  Since  our  Saviour  broke  the  bread,  And  this  sacred  feast  ordained, 


Bv  -  er    by   his  church  retained:  Those  his  bod-y  who  dis-cern.  Thus  shall  meet  till  his  re  •  turn. 


X0S2    ^f  9listoric  JRrmodal. 

Many  centuries  have  fled 
Since  our  Saviour  broke  the  bread. 
And  this  sacred  feast  ordained. 
Ever  by  his  church  retained : 
Those  his  body  who  discern. 
Thus  shall  meet  till  his  return. 

2  Come,  the  blessed  emblems  share. 
Which  the  Saviour's  death  declare; 
Come,  on  truth  immortal  feed ; 
For  his  flesh  is  meat  indeed : 
Saviour !  witness  with  the  sign, 
That  our  ransomed  souls  are  thine. 

Josiah  Conder. 


1 083     *'MLiniU§i  Ct>a«If." 

Son  of  God !  to  thee  I  cry : 
By  the  holy  mystery 
Of  thy  dwelling  here  on  earth. 
By  thy  pure  and  holy  birth. 
Lord,  thy  presence  let  me  see, 
Manifest  thyself  to  me. 

2  Prince  of  Life !  to  thee  I  cry : 
By  thy  glorious  majesty, 
By  thy  triumph  o'er  the  grave, 
Meek  to  suffer,  strong  to  save. 
Lord,  thy  presence  let  me  see, 
Manifest  thyself  to  me. 


Richard  Mant. 


I 
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tTbe  Cburcb  ot  <3od. 


XLLXBTON.    lOs. 


E.  J.  Hopkins. 


True  Bread  of   life,     in    pitying  mer-cy  given,  Long  famished  souls  to  strengthea  and  to  feed; 

-«> — 0 — 0    I  fg <5»— I ::^ — a    I  <g    1  ig — X  X    ^=^    ^=^  "^^ 


Christ  Je  •  sus,  Son     of  Ood,trueBreadofheav'n,Thy  flesh  is  meat,  thy  blood  is  drink  in  -  deed. 

J. 

i 


1084:  ^^'  ^^^'  Brra^. 

True  Bread  of  life,  in  pitying  mercy  given, 
Long  famished  souls  to  strengthen  and 
to  feed ; 
Christ  Jesus,  Son  of  God,  true  Bread  of 
heaven. 
Thy  flesh  is  meat,thy  blood  is  drink  indeed. 

2  I  cannot  famish,  tho^  this  earth  should 

faU, 
Though  life  through  all  its  fields  should 

pine  and  die ; 
Though  the  sweet  verdure  should  forsake 

each  vale, 
And  every  stream  of  every  land  run  dry. 

3  True  Tree  of  Life!  Of  thee  I  eat  and  live. 
Who  eateth  of  thy  fruit  shall  never  die ; 

'T  is  thine  the  everlasting  health  to  give. 
The  youth  and  bloom  of  immortality. 

4  Feeding  on  thee  all  weakness  turns  to 

power, 
This  sickly  soul  revives,  like  earth  in 

spring ; 
Strength  floweth  on  and  in,  each  buoyant 

hour, 
This  being  seems  all  energy,  all  wing. 

5  Jesus,  our  dying,  buried,  risen  Head, 
Thy  church's  Life  and  Lord,  Immanuel ! 

At  thy  dear  cross  we  find  the  eternal  bread, 
And  in  thy  empty  tomb  the  living  well. 

Horatius  Bonar. 


1085  Iprnitent  ^rafirr. 

Not  worthy,  Lord !  to  gather  up  the  crumbs 
With    trembling   hand,  that  from  thy 
table  fall, 

A  weary,  heavy-laden  sinner  comes 
To  plead  thy  promise  and  obey  thy  caU. 

2  I  am  not  worthy  to  be  thought  thy  child; 
Nor  sit  the  last  and  lowest  at  thy  board; 

Too  long  a  wanderer,  and  too  oft  beguiled, 
I  only  ask  one  reconciling  word. 

3  And  is  not  mercy  thy  prerogative— 
Free  mercy,  boundless,   fathomless^  di- 
vine t 

Me,  Lord!   the  chief  of  sinners,  me  for- 
give, 

And  thine  the  greater  glory,  only  thine. 

4  I  hear  thy  voice ;  thou  bid'st  me  come 

and  rest ; 
I  come,  I  kneel,  I  clasp  thy  pierced  feet; 
Thou  bid^st  me  take  my  place,  a  welcome 

guest, 
Among  thy  saints,  and  of  thy  banquet 

eat. 

5  My  praise  can  only    breathe  itself  in 

prayer. 
My  prayer  can  only  lose  itself  in  thee; 
Dwell  thou  for  ever  in  my  heart,  and  there, 
Lord !  let  me  sup  with  thee ;  sup  thou 

with  me. 

E.  H.  BlckeBleik- 


u 
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tTbe  Xocd'0  Supper. 


DIOBT.    lOs. 


Fms^i^^ajMMm^ 
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D.C. 


yrg^ 


tre,0  my  LordtlMe  thee  fkee  to  ikee;  Here  would  I  toneh  and  handle  thingi  oneeen;  Here  prtsp  with  firmer  hand  th'etenud  grace, 
i>.c. — And  aU  my  wea*ri-ness  upon  thee  lean. 


086         «»«<nfl  *»  ^^f  ^«*»'-  Here  would  I  lay  aside  each  earthly  load, 

BRE,  0  my  Lord,  I  see  thee  face  to  face ;  Here  taste  afresh  the  calm  of  sin  for- 

Here  would  I  touch  and  handle  things  given. 

unseen ;                                     [grace,  mi  •    •    ^i     i           ^^            ,       ■.    » 

Bre  grasp  with  firmer  hand  the  eternal  3  This  is  the  hour  of  banquet  and  of  song, 

And  all  my  weariness  upon  thee  lean.  „This  is  the  heavenly  table  spread  for  me; 

^  Here  let  me  feast,  and,  feasting,  still  pro- 
Here  would  I  feed  upon  the  bread  of  God ;  long 
Here  drink  with  thee  the  royal  wine  of  The  brief  bright  hour  of  fellowship  with 

heaven;  thee.                                    Horatius  sonar. 

DSIFMOV.    lOi. 


a 


^ 


i  j  i^J-fJiji^i^^j-^hi^^^ 


Too  aoon  we  rise;    the  symbols  dis-ap  -  pear ;  The  feast,  tho' not     the    love,  is  passed  and  gone; 


The  bread  and  wine    re-move,but  thou  art  here— Near  •  er  than  ev  -    er— still  my  Shield  and  Sun. 


087  "»tofrt  Joretastfs." 

»0  SOON  we  rise ;  the  symbols  disappear ; 
The  feast,  though  not  the  love,  is  passed 

and  gone ; 
16  bread  and  wine  remove,  but  thou  art 

here — 
Nearer  than  ever — still  my  Shield  and 

Sun. 

I  have  no  help  but  thine ;  nor  do  I  need 
Another  arm  save  thine  to  lean  upon : 
is  enough,  my  Lord,  enough,  indeed ; 
My  strength  is  in  thy  might,  thy  might 
alone. 


3  Mine  is  the  sin,  but  thine  the  righteous- 

ness; 
Mine  is  the  guilt,  but  thine  the  cleansing 

blood ; 
Here  is  my  robe,  my  refuge,  and  my  peace ; 
Tliy  blood,  thy  righteousness,  0  Lord, 

my  God. 

4  Feast  after  feast  thus  comes  and  passes  by ; 
Yet,  passing,  points  to  the  glad  feast 

above. 
Giving  sweet  foretastes  of  the  festal  joy, 
The  Lamb's  great  bridal  feast  of  bliss 

and  love.  HoraUus  Bonmr. 


V 
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(Tbe  Cburcb  ot  <3od. 


SACRAMSHT.    9i,  8a. 


Rock    of 


ge« 


m[lin 


one     fouo-da  -  tion,        Oo  which  the    liy  -  ing    church  doth  rest, — 


M  [  f  p  F  i^M^yrrff^ 


y.  J  J  J'  J  j  |g^^ 


ff 


The  church,  whose  walla  are  strong  sal  -  va  •  tioo.    Whose  gates  are  praise,— thy  name  be     blest! 

7 


i'.^''^^ijinrri^'^^n^ 


1 


1088      "Wsttt^e/ountation."  a^^  doubtf "  and  in  thy  love  prevail. 

O  Rock  of  ages,  one  foundation,  ^^ 

On  which  the  Uving  church  doth  rest,-  p^^  forth  thine  hand  to  help  and  save. 

The  churchy  whose  walls  are  strong  salvation,  .    ,  .-                   ,  ,            , 

Whose  gates  are  prai8e,-thy  name  be  ^  And  if  our  coward  hearts  deny  thee, 

Yyl^^^  I  In  inmost  thought,  in  deed,  or  word, 

o        jixi-    V  •      r«  ji    I       11  Let  not  our  hardness  still  defy  thee, 

2  Son  of  the  bving  God !  oh  caU  us  3^^  ^j^j,  ^  j^^^  ^^y^^^^  us,  Lord. 

Once  and  again  to  follow  thee ;  ' 

And  give  us  strength,  whate'er  befall  us,  5  Oh,  strengthen  thou  our  weak  endeavor 

Thy  true  disciples  still  to  be.  Thee  in  thy  sheep  to  serve  and  tend, 

,j^^      .                „       J  i»  -xi  •   «   T  To  give  ourselves  to  thee  for  ever, 

^  ^u^^^"  ^^^u    '  !""?  ""'^f  ^''^^  And  find  thee  with  us  to  the  end. 

Make  thy  voice  heard  o'er  wmd  and  wave,  Hemy  a.  Maitw. 


PASIB  VITJB.    01,  8a. 


J.  S.  B.  HOOGBS. 


By  whom  the  words     of       life     were  spo  -  ken,      And    in  whose  death  our     sins    are  dead ;— 


1 089  "  ^tje  Etbtitfl  »Tf aD.- 

Bread  of  the  world,  in  mercy  broken, 
Wine  of  the  soul,  in  mercy  shed. 

By  whom  the  words  of  life  were  spoken. 
And  in  whose  death  our  sins  are  dead  j — 


2  Look  on  the  heart  by  sorrow  broken, 
Look  on  the  tears  by  sinners  shed ; 

And  be  thy  feast  to  us  the  token, 
That  by  thy  grace  our  souls  are  fed. 

Reginald  Heber. 


Zbc  Xord'0  Supper* 


BUDLUOH.    P.  M. 
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T.  M.  MuDiK. 


Is  thereon  earth     a   dos-er  bond  than  this, 

■4i  ^^,t^'t.ttrr,i^ 


That**myBe-lov-ed'8mine,and     I am  his"? 


1090  "»a  Btlobft." 

1  LIFT  my  heart  to  thee. 

Saviour  divine! 
For  thou  art  all  to  me. 

And  I  am  thine. 
Is  there  on  earth  a  closer  bond  than  this, 
That  "my  Beloved's  mine,  and  I  am  his"? 

2  Thine  am  I  by  all  ties ; 
But  chiefly  thine, 

That  through  thy  sacrifice, 
Thou,  Lord,  art  mine. 
By  tiiine  own  cords  of  love,8o  sweetly  wound 
Around  me,  I  to  thee  am  closely  bound. 


BAW8OV.    8s,  4t. 


3  To  thee,  thou  bleeding  Lamb, 
I  all  things  owe ; 

All  that  I  have  and  am, 
And  all  I  know. 
All  that  I  have  is  now  no  longer  mine. 
And  I  am  not  mine  own;  Lord,  I  am  thine. 

4  How  can  I,  Lord,  withhold 
Life's  brightest  hour 

From  thee ;  or  gathered  gold, 
Or  any  power  t  [from  thee, 

Why  should  I  keep  one  precious  thing 
When  thou  hast  given  thine  own  dear  self 
for  me  t  c.  e.  Mudie. 


F.  C.  Makbr. 


ByCluriatr«dMBed,inChristregtored,WekMpth«in0moT7idored,Aadihewt]iedMt]iitfoiirdss^  Un-tU    h«  eomt. 


1091  "©nUrConw." 

By  Christ  redeemed,  in  Christ  restored, 
We  keep  the  memory  adored. 
And  show  the  death  of  our  dear  Lord, 
Until  he  come. 

2  His  body  broken  in  our  stead 
Is  here,  in  this  memorial  bread; 
And  so  our  feeble  love  is  fed, 

Until  he  come. 

3  His  fearful  drops  of  agony. 
His  life-blood  shed  for  us  we  see : 
The  wine  shall  tell  the  mystery. 

Until  he  come. 


4  And  thus  that  dark  betrayal  night. 
With  Ihe  last  advent  we  unite— 
The  shame,  the  glory,  by  this  rite, 

Until  he  come. 

5  Until  the  trump  of  God  be  heard. 
Until  the  ancient  graves  be  stirred, 
And  with  the  gpreat  commanding  word, 

The  Lord  shall  come. 

6  Oh,  blessed  hope !  with  this  elate. 
Let  not  our  hearts  be  desolate. 

But,  strong  in  faith,  in  patience  wait, 
Until  he  come ! 

George  Rawson. 
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XTbe  Cburcb  ot  <3od. 


C(ENA  DOMIVL    lOi.    91 


A.  S.  SULUVAN. 


m 


^jOTjjii^^ 
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J 


^ 


gj^?^ 


O      King  of    mer-cy,    from  thy  throne  on  high  Look  down  in  love,  and  hear  our  humble    cry. 

^  —  ^ 


^ 


-<5>- 


-•5^ 


N=^i:i:#ip 


t 


1 


1 092  "»rral>  of  Hcabrn/' 

O  King  of  mercy,  from  thy  throne  on 

high 
Look  down  in  love,  and  hear  our  humble 
cry. 

2  Thou  tender  Shepherd  of  the   blood- 

bought  sheep, 
Thy  feeble  wandering  flock  in  safety  keep. 

3  O  gentle  Saviour,  by  thy  death  we  live ; 
To  contrite  sinners  life  eternal  give. 

4  Thou  art  the  Bread  of  heaven,  on  thee 

we  feed ; 
Be  near  to  help  our  souls  in  time  of  need. 


5  Thou  art  the  mourner's  stay,  the  sinner's 

Friend, 
Sweet  fount  of  joy  and  blessings  without  end. 

6  Oh,  come  and  cheer  us  with  thy  heaven- 

ly grace. 
Reveal  the  brightness  of  thy  glorious  face. 

7  In  cooling  cloud  by  day,  in  fire  by  night, 
Be  near  our  steps,  and  make  our  darkness 

light. 

8  Go  where  we  go,  abide  where  we  abide, 
In  life,  in  death,  our  comfort,  strength, 

and  Guide. 

9  Oh,  lead  us  daily  with  thine  eye  of  love, 
And  bring  us  safely  to  our  home  above. 

Thomas  R.  Birkv 


PAX  TECUM.    lOi.    ai. 


G.  T.  Caldobck. 


1 09  3  "  V^arr,  ^rrfect  ^eacr." 

Peace,  perfect  peace,  in  this  dark  world 

of  sinf 
The  blood  of  Jesus  whispers  peace  with- 


m. 


2  Peace,  perfect  peace,  by  thronging  du- 

ties pressed  ? 
To  do  the  will  of  Jesus,  this  is  rest. 

3  Peace,  perfect  peace,  with  sorrows  surg- 

ing round  f 
On   Jesus^    bosom    naught   but   calm   is 
found. 


4  Peace,  perfect  peace,   with  loved  ones 

far  away  ? 
In  Jesus^  keeping  we  are  safe  and  they. 

5  Peace,  perfect  peace,  our  future  all  un- 

known ? 
Jesus  we  know,  and  he  is  on  the  throne. 

6  Peace,  perfect  peace,  death  shadowing 

us  and  ours  Y  [ers. 

Jesus  has  vanquished  death  and  all  its  pow- 

7  It  is  enough :  earth^s  struggles  soon  shall 

cease. 
And  Jesus  call  us  to  heaven's  perfect  peace. 

E.  H.  Bickersteth. 


XTbe  Xor^'6  Supper. 
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L/OfOBAV.    10s. 


J.  Langran. 


^^j,uMltt^^iM-U^::i 


Draw  nigh  and  take   the     bod  •  y  of  your  Lord,  And  drink  the  ho  •   ly  blood  for  you  outpoured. 


:^ 


^ 


^- 


i»- 


^ 


r^ 


^^^^^^ 


Of  -  fered  was  he     for    greatest  and  for    least,    Him-self  the   vic-tim  and  him-self   the    priest. 


1 094  "  ^>«  »  ^^  Vfi^S*" 

Draw  nigh  and  take  the  body  of  your  Lord, 
And  drink  the  holy  blood  for  you  outpoured. 
Offered  was  he  for  greatest  and  for  least. 
Himself  the  victim  and  himself  the  priest. 

2  He,  that  in  this  world  rules  his  saints, 

and  shields, 
To  all  believers  life  eternal  yields ; 
With    heavenly  bread  makes  them  that 

hunger  whole. 
Gives  living  waters  to  the  thirsting  soul. 

3  Approach  ye  then  with  faithful  hearts 

sincere. 
And  take  the  pledges  of  salvation  here. 
O  Judge  of  all,  our  only  Saviour  thou, 
In  this  thy  feast  of  love  be  with  us  now. 

J.  M.  Neale,  tr. 

1 095  "  '0  <^»  ^n  Bmtembranrr." 

"  This  is  my  body,  which  is  given  for  you  j 
Do  this,''  he  said,  and  brake,  ^^remem- 
bering me." 

O  Lamb  of  God,  our  paschal  offering  true. 
To  us  the  bread  of  life  each  moment  be. 

2  "This  is  my  blood,  for  sins'  remission 
shed ; " 
He  spake,  and  passed  the  cup  of  bless- 
ing round ; 
So  let  us  drink,  and,  on  life's  fullness  fed, 
With   heavenly   joy    each    quickening 
pulse  shall  bound. 


3  Some  will  betray  thee — "  Master,  is  it  1 1 " 
Leaning  upon  thy  love,  we  ask  in  fear — 

Ourselves  mistrusting,  earnestly  we  cry 
To  thee,  the  Strong,  for  strength,  when 
sin  is  near. 

4  But  round  us  fall  the  evening  shadows 

dim; 
A  saddened  awe  pervades  our  darkening 

sense; 
In  solemn  choir  we  sing  the  parting  hymn, 
And  hear  thy  voice,  "Arise,  let  us  go 

hence."  a»a,i«  l.  Ford. 

1096  €f)t  »imoxiM\, 

Oh,  blest  memorial  of  our  dying  Lord, 
Who  living  bread  to  men  doth  here  afford ! 
Oh,  may  our  souls  for  ever  feed  on  thee. 
And  thou,  0  Christ,  for  ever  precious  be ! 

2  Fountain  of  goodness !  Jesus,  Lord  and 

God! 

Cleanse  us,  unclean,  with  thy  most  cleans- 
ing blood ; 

Increase  our  faith  and  love,  that  we  may 
know 

The  hope  and  peace  which  from  thy  pres- 
,    ence  flow. 

3  0  Christ !  whom  now  beneath  a  vail  we 

see. 
May  what  we  thirst  for  soon  our  portion  be ; 
To  gaze  on  thee  unvailed,  and  see  thy  face, 
The  vision  of  thy  glory  and  thy  grace. 

James  R.  Woodford,  tr. 
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XLbc  Cburcb  ot  <3od. 


ABHrOSB.    61,  4t. 


Erskinb  Allon. 


Low  in  tlilM  agony  Saviour  DiTini!  Inthidarktomvtor'tlurar,  Sorrowing  moro  and  more, 

Bearing  tliyeroii  for  me,  VudlingbenaatlihiB  power,  Tliondoetin-eline. 


iftr/r^Pirrrif?f 


1097    3»u<'«flon8. 

Low  IN  thine  agony 
Bearing  thy  cross  for  me, 

Saviour  Divine ! 
In  the  dark  tempter^s  hour, 
Quailing  beneath  his  power, 
Sorrowing  more  and  more, 

Thou  dost  incline. 

2  O  Lord  of  heaven  and  earth, 
What  sorrow  unto  death 

Dost  thou  sustain  t 
Thou  dost  in  anguish  bow : 
Thou  art  forsaken  now : 
For  me  this  cup  of  woe 

Thou  dost  now  drain. 


3  Saviour,  give  me  to  share 
Thy  lowly  will  and  prayer 

In  all  my  woe ; 
In  my  soul's  agony 
Let  me  resemble  tiiee ; 
An  angel  strengthening  me. 

Let  me,  too,  know. 

4  Thy  soul  its  travail  saw. 
And  in  its  heavy  woe 

Was  satisfied. 
So  let  my  sorrow,  Lord, 
Fullness  of  joy  afford, 
To  life  and  God  restored. 

Through  him  who  died. 


H.  Allon. 


BAVARIA.    8i,7i.    D. 


From  the  G«rauui. 


FINK. 


b.c. 


( In  the  name  of  God,  the  fk-ther,  In  the  nameof  Ood,  the  Ban,  ) 

{ In  the  name  of  Ood.  the  Spirit,  One  in  Three,  and  Three  in  One,  5  In  the  name, which  higheitangele  Speak  net,ere  thej  roil  their 
D.C.— Crying,  **  E0I7,  ho-ly,  ho-Iy ! "  Come  we  to  thia  eaered  place.  [free. 


&iti\(niin^hi^i^ 


1098  fnaJIguTr. 

In  the  name  of  God,  the  Father, 
V  In  the  name  of  God,  the  Son, 
In  the  name  of  God,  the  Spirit, 

One  in  Three,  and  Three  in  One, 
In  the  name,  which  highest  angels 

Speak  not,  ere  they  veil  their  face. 
Crying,  "Holy,  holy,  holy!" 

Come  we  to  this  sacred  place. 

2  Here,  in  figure  represented. 
See  the  passion  once  again ; 

Here  behold  the  Lamb  most  holy. 
As  for  our  redemption  slain ; 


Here  the  Saviour's  body  broken, 
Here  the  blood  which  Jesus  shed, 

Mystic  food  of  life  eternal. 
See,  for  our  refreshment  spread. 

3  Here  shall  highest  praise  be  offered ; 

Here  shall  meekest  prayer  be  poured ; 
Here,  with  body,  soul,  and  spirit, 

God  incarnate  be  adored : 
Holy  Jesus !  for  thy  coming, 

May  thy  love  our  hearts  prepare ; 
Thine  we  fain  would  have  them  wholly, 

Enter,  Lord !  and  tarry  there. 

John  William  Hewett. 


tTbc  Xord'd  Supper. 
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BAXm.    6f.    D. 


U.  C.  BURNAP. 


]\ium\{{u\ 


Qin  Oft  our  dai-ly     bretd,  0  Ood,  th«  brtad  of  ttrtufth;  fto  we  luTdlaarat  to  know  Row  woak  wo  tro at  tength: 


1099     "  ^«Y  '«<I8  vrnnr 

Give  us  our  daily  bread, 

0  God,  the  bread  of  strength ; 
For  we  have  learnt  to  know 

How  weak  we  are  at  leng^: 
As  children  we  are  weak, 

As  children  must  be  fed ; 
Give  us  thy  grace,  0  Lord, 

To  be  our  daily  bread. 

2  Give  us  our  daily  bread. 
The  bitter  bread  of  grief: 

We  sought  earth's  poisoned  feasts, 
For  pleasure  and  relief ; 

We  sought  her  deadly  fruits, 
But  now,  0  God,  instead, 

We  ask  thy  healing  grief, 
To  be  our  daily  bread. 

3  Give  us  our  daily  bread, 
To  cheer  our  fainting  soul ; 

The  feast  of  comfort.  Lord, 
And  peace  to  make  us  whole : 

For  we  are  sick  of  tears, 
The  useless  tears  we  shed ; 

Now  give  us  comfort.  Lord, 
To  be  our  daily  bread. 

4  Give  us  our  daily  bread. 
The  bread  of  angels.  Lord, 

By  us  so  many  times 
Broken,  betrayed,  adored ; 


His  body  and  his  blood. 
The  feast  that  Jesus  spread, 

Give  him,  our  Life,  our  All, 
To  be  our  daily  bread. 


A.  A.  Procter. 


1100    Brralr  inH  nUnr. 

1  HUNGER  and  I  thirst ; 
Jesus,  my  manna  be; 

Ye  living  waters,  burst 
Out  of  the  Rock  for  me. 

Thou  bruised  and  broken  Bread ! 
My  Rf  e-long  wants  supply ; 

As  living  souls  are  fed. 
Oh,  feed  me  or  I  die. 

2  Thou  true  life-giving  Vine ! 
Let  me  thy  sweetness  prove ; 

Renew  my  life  with  thine. 
Refresh  my  soul  with  love. 

Rough  paths  my  feet  have  trod, 
Since  first  their  course  beg^n ; 

Feed  me,  thou  Bread  of  God ! 
Help  me,  thou  Son  of  Man  I 

3  For  still  the  desert  lies 
My  thirsting  soul  before, 

0  Living  Waters !  rise 

Within  me  evermore. 
To  Father,  and  to  Son, 

And  Holy  Ghost,  to  thee. 
Eternal  Three  in  One, 

Eternal  glory  be. 


J.  S.  B.  MoQsell. 
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(Tbe  Cburcb  ot  <3od. 


OB08TETE.    L.  M. 


H.  W.  Grbatorbx. 


IF^ 


Soon    may   the    last    glad    song     a    >  rise    Through  all  the    mill  -  ions      of       the    skies 


yy 


s 


-i9' 


':sl- 


Jf-p-f-j^^^ 
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That  song  of 

•f9- 


umph  which  re  •  cords  That    all     the   earth    is        now 


-19- 
the  Lord's! 


^ 


P^ 


1101  0f)r  last  «ong. 

Soon  may  the  last  glad  song  anse 
Through  all  the  millions  of  the  skies  — 
That  song  of  triumph  which  records 
That  all  the  earth  is  now  the  Lord's ! 


1 1  llo  CTfirist's  Coming. 

Jesus!  thy  church,  with  longing  eyes, 
For  thine  expected  coming  waits ; 

When  will  the  promised  light  arise, 
And  glory  beam  from  Zion's  gates  ? 


2  Let  thrones  and  powers  and  kingdoms  be  2  Ev'n  now,  when  tempests  round  us  fall, 

Obedient,  mighty  God,  to  thee !  And  wintry  clouds  o'ercast  the  sky, 

And,  over  land  and  stream  and  main,  Thy  words  with  pleasure  we  recall. 

Wave  thou  the  scepter  of  thy  reign !  And  deem  that  our  redemption 's  nigh. 


3  Oh,  let  that  glorious  anthem  swell. 
Let  host  to  host  the  triumph  tell, 
That  not  one  rebel  heart  remains. 
But  over  all  the  Saviour  reigns ! 

Mrs.  Vokes. 
JJQ^         JHiMtonarfi  Conboratton. 

Assembled  at  thy  great  command, 
Before  thy  face,  dread  King,  we  stand  j 
The  voice  that  marshaled  every  star. 
Has  called  thy  people  from  afar. 

2  We  meet,  through  distant  lands  to  spread 
The  truth  for  which  the  martyrs  bled ; 
Along  the  line,  to  either  pole. 

The  thunder  of  thy  praise  to  roll. 

3  Our  prayers  assist,  accept  our  praise. 
Our  hopes  revive,  our  courage  raise ; 
Our  counsels  aid ;  to  each  impart 

The  single  eye,  the  faithful  heart. 

4  Forth  with  thy  chosen  heralds  come. 
Recall  the  wandering  spirits  home ; 
From  Zion's  mount  send  forth  the  sound. 
To  spread  the  spacious  earth  around. 

William  B.  Collyer. 


3  Oh,  come  and  reign  o'er  every  land ; 
Let  Satan  from  his  throne  be  hurled  j 

All  nations  bow  to  thy  command, 
And  gprace  revive  a  dying  world. 

4  Teach  us,  in  watchfulness  and  prayer, 
To  wait  for  the  appointed  hour ; 

And  fit  us,  by  thy  grace,  to  share 
The  triumphs  of  thy  conquering  power. 

William  H.  Batfiont 

1 1 04         "  «««n^  ^t)5  fftironf ." 

Ascend  thy  throne,  almighty  King, 
And  spread  thy  glories  all  abroad ; 

Let  thine  own  arm  salvation  bring, 
And  be  thou  known  the  gracious  God. 

2  Let  millions  bow  before  thy  seat. 
Let  humble  mourners  seek  thy  face, 

Bring  daring  rebels  to  thy  feet. 
Subdued  by  thy  victorious  grace. 

3  Oh,  let  the  kingdoms  of  the  world 
Become  the  kingdoms  of  the  Lord ! 

Let  saints  and  angels  praise  thy  name, 
Be  thou  through  heaven  and  earth  adored. 

Benjamin  BeddooK- 


At00ton0  and  <3cowtb. 


WSSIOVABT  CHAHT.    L.  M. 
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Charles  Zbunsr. 
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1105  Pwlm72. 

Jesus  shall  reign  where'er  the  sun 
Does  his  successive  journeys  run ; 
His  kingdom  stretch  from  shore  to  shore, 
Till  moons  shall  wax  and  wane  no  more. 

2  For  him  shall  endless  prayer  be  made 
And  endless  praises  crown  his  head ; 
His  name,  like  sweet  perfume,  shall  rise 
With  every  morning-sacrifice. 

3  People  and  realms  of  every  tongue 
Dwell  on  his  love,  with  sweetest  song  j 
And  infant  voices  shall  proclaim 
Their  early  blessings  on  his  name. 

4  Blessings  abound  where'er  he  reigns  j 
The  prisoner  leaps  to  lose  his  chains  ; 
The  weary  find  eternal  rest, 

And  all  the  sons  of  want  are  blest. 

MXVDON.    L.  M. 


5  Let  every  creature  rise  and  bring 
Peculiar  honors  to  our  King ; 
Angels  descend  with  songs  again, 
And  earth  repeat  the  loud  Amen ! 

Isaac  Watts. 

1  lOo         Conbrrsioit  of  tfir  Cfiorlb. 

Sovereign  of  worlds !  display  thy  power ; 
Be  this  thy  Zion's  favored  hour ; 
Bid  the  bright  morning  Star  arise. 
And  point  the  nations  to  the  skies. 

2  Set  up  thy  throne  where  Satan  reigns,  — 
On  Afric's  shore,  on  India's  plains, 

On  wilds  and  continents  unknown, — 
And  make  the  nations  all  thine  own. 

3  Speak !  and  the  world  shall  hear  thy  voice ; 
Speak !  and  the  desert  shall  rejoice ; 
Scatter  the  gloom  of  heathen  night. 

And  bid  all  nations  hail  the  light. 

B.  H.  Draper. 
LowRLL  Mason. 


1107  "©IWofZion." 

Though  now  the  nations  sit  beneath 
The  darkness  of  o'erspreading  death, 
Ood  will  arise,  with  light  divine 
On  Zion's  holy  towers  to  shine. 

2  That  light  shall  shine  on  distant  lands, 
And  wandering  tribes,  in  joyful  bands, 
Shall  come  thy  glory.  Lord,  to  see, 
And  in  thy  courts  to  worship  thee. 

3  O  light  of  Zion,  now  arise ! 

^t  the  glad  morning  bless  our  eyes ! 
Ye  nations,  catch  the  kindling  ray, 
■^iid  hail  the  splendor  of  the  day. 

Leonard  Bacon. 


X 108  2ion's  tSIorfi. 

Zion  !  awake,  thy  strength  renew ; 
Put  on  thy  robes  of  beauteous  hue ; 
And  let  the  admiring  world  behold 
The  King's  fair  daughter  clothed  in  gold. 

2  Church  of  our  God !  arise  and  shine. 
Bright  with  the  beams  of  truth  divine  j 
Then  shall  thy  radiance  stream  afar. 
Wide  as  the  heathen  nations  are. 

3  Gentiles  and  kings  thy  light  shall  view, 
And  shall  admire  and  love  thee  too ;  — 
They  come  like  clouds  across  the  sky. 

As  doves  that  to  their  windows  fly. 

William  Shrubsole.  t& 
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PABX  naiiT.  L.  M. 


F.  M.  A.  Vbnua. 


Fling  out  the    ban  -  ner:    let     it   float  Sky  ward  and  seaward,    high  and  wide ;  The    aun,  that 


lights  its  shining  folds,  The  cross,  on  which  the  Saviour  died,  The  cross,  on  which  the  Sav-iour  died 


a"f'fiP^i^'if^Mf^^i^rpriFfifflirii 


1 1 09         ** Sling  out  ttr  Stnnn." 

Fling  out  the  banner :  let  it  float 
Skyward  and  seaward,  high  and  wide ; 

The  son,  that  lights  its  shining  folds, 
The  cross,  on  which  the  Saviour  died. 

2  Fling  out  the  banner :  angels  bend 
In  anxious  silence  o'er  the  sigpi, 

And  vainly  seek  to  comprehend 
The  wonder  of  the  Love  Divine. 

WABD.    L.  M. 


3  Fling  out  the  banner:  heathen  lands 
Shall  see  from  far  the  glorious  sight; 

And  nations,  crowding  to  be  bom, 
Baptize  their  spirits  in  its  light. 

4  Fling  out  the  banner :  let  it  float 
Skyward  and  seaward,  high  and  wide : 

Our  glory  only  in  the  cross. 
Our  only  hope,  the  Crucified. 

George  W.  Doane. 
Arr.  by  L.  Mason. 


1110  Psalm  4«. 

God  is  the  refuge  of  his  saints. 
When  storms  of  sharp  distress  invade ; 

Ere  we  can  offer  our  complaints, 
Behold  him  present  with  his  aid. 

2  Let  mountains  from  their  seats  be  hurled 
Down  to  the  deep,  and  buried  there. 

Convulsions  shake  the  solid  world — 
Our  faith  shall  never  yield  to  fear. 

3  Loud  may  the  troubled  ocean  roar — 
In  sacred  peace  our  souls  abide ; 

While  every  nation,  every  shore. 
Trembles,  and  dreads  the  swelling  tide. 


4  There  is  a  stream,  whose  gentle  flow 
Supplies  the  city  of  our  God ; 

Life,  love,  and  joy,  still  gliding  through, 
And  watering  our  divine  abode. 

5  That  sacred  stream,  thy  holy  word, 
Our  £n*ief  allays,  our  fear  controls ; 

Sweet  peace  thy  promises  afford. 
And  gnive  new  strength  to  fainting  souls. 

6  Zion  enjoys  her  Monarch's  love. 
Secure  against  a  threatening  hour; 

Nor  can  her  firm  foundations  move, 
Built  on  his  truth,  and  armed  with  power. 

Isaac  Watts. 


Aid0ion0  and  <3rowtb* 


IBV.    L.  M. 


Arr.  by  L.  Mason. 
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^i\hin\iAuui-ni\u^^^ 


umph-ant  Zi  -  on,  lift  thy    head    Prom  dust,  and  darkness,  and  the  dead ;  Tho'  humbled 


i 


flfPlVilf/jpl/- 


a-wake  at  length.  And  gird  thaa  with  thy  Saviour's  strength. 

And  gird  thee  with  thy  Saviour's  strength,  ^ 


■\tU\U\y\ih 


**  Crittmptitiit  Bion.** 

[ANT  Zion,  lift  tl^y  head 
st,  and  darkness,  and  the  dead ; 
bumbled  long,  awake  at  length, 
L  thee  with  thy  Saviour's  strength. 

[  thy  beauteous  garments  on, 
:hy  various  charms  be  known ; 
id  thy  glories  shall  confess, 
n  the  robes  of  righteousness. 

re  shall  foes  unclean  invade, 
thy  hallowed  walls  with  dread ; 
shall  hell's  insulting  host 
itory  and  thy  sorrows  boast. 

rom  on  high,  thy  groans  will  hear; 
I  thy  ruins  shall  repair ; 
thy  watchful  Monarch  cease 
I  thee  in  eternal  peace. 

Philip  Doddridire. 

flndcnt  ifnuL 

the  bending  willows  hung, 
still  sleeps  thy  tuneful  string  t — 
e  remains  thy  sullen  tongue, 
ion's  Song  denies  to  Mng  t 

) !  thy  sweetest  raptures  raise ; 
rp  and  voice  unite  their  strains : 
nised  King  his  scepter  sways : 
thine  own  Messiah,  reigns ! 

inting  foes  the  song  require  ] 
singers  mock  thy  captive  chain ; 
ids  provoke  the  silent  lyre, 
rethren  ask  the  holy  strain. 


4  Nor  fear  thy  Salem's  hiUs  to  wrong. 
If  other  lands  thy  triumphs  share : 

A  heavenly  city  claims  thy  song ; 
A  brighter  Salem  rises  there. 

5  By  foreign  streams  no  longer  roam ; 
Nor,  weeping,  think  of  Jordan's  flood : 

In  every  clime  behold  a  home. 
In  every  temple  see  thy  God. 

James  Jojrce. 
X 1 1 3  l^smf  JBissions. 

Look  from  thy  sphere  of  endless  day, 
0  God  of  mercy  and  of  might ! 

In  pity  look  on  those  who  stray, 
Benighted  in  this  land  of  light. 

2  In  peopled  vale,  in  lonely  glen. 

In  crowded  mart,  by  stream  or  sea. 
How  many  of  the  sons  of  men 
Hear  not  the  message  sent  from  thee ! 

3  Send  forth  thy  heralds.  Lord,  to  call 
The  thoughtless  young,  the  hardened  old, 

A  scattered,  homeless  flock,  till  all 
Be  gathered  to  thy  peaceful  fold. 

4  Send  them  thy  mighty  word  to  speak. 
Till  faith  shall  dawn,  and  doubt  depart, 

To  awe  the  bold,  to  stay  the  weak. 
And  bind  and  heal  the  broken  heart. 

5  Then  all  these  wastes,  a  dreary  scene. 
That  makes  us  sadden  as  we  gaze. 

Shall  grow  with  living  waters  green, 
And  lift  to  heaven  the  voice  of  praise. 
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J.  Walch. 


pii0\U\m'^m0\^M\iU\im 


A  mothar  magrto-ftt-ftLl    bt,  For hmmaa love  !■  findljBvt thy Or*-a- tor's  1«t6  <to  theo,  0  li-Mi,  eaiMiotfkil. 


1114    "CanaiOot^ctlbrsrt?" 

A  MOTHER  may  forgetful  be, 

For  haman  love  is  frail ; 
But  thy  Creator's  love  to  thee, 

0  Zion,  cannot  fail. 

2  No :  thy  dear  name  engraven  stands, 
In  characters  of  love. 

On  thine  almighty  Father's  hands, 
And  never  shall  remove. 

3  Before  his  ever- watchful  eye 
Thy  mournful  state  appears, 

And  every  groan,  and  every  sigh. 
Divine  compassion  hears. 


1115  JBlefsUi^'s  3eUf0n. 

The  Lord  will  come,  and  not  be  slow ; 

His  footsteps  cannot  err ; 
Before  him  Righteousness  shall  go, 

His  royal  harbinger. 

2  Mercy  and  Truth,  that  long  were  missed. 
Now  joyfully  are  met ; 

Sweet  Peace  and  Righteousness  have  kissed. 
And  hand  in  hand  are  set. 

3  Truth  from  the  earth,  like  to  a  flower, 
Shall  bud  and  blossom  then, 

And  Justice,  from  her  heavenly  bower, 
Look  down  on  mortal  men. 


4  O  Zion,  learn  to  doubt  no  more,  4  Thee  will  I  praise,  O  Lord,  my  God ! 

Be  every  fear  suppressed ;  Thee  honor  and  adore 

Unchanging  truth,  and  love,  and  power.  With  my  whole  heart ;  and  blaze  abroad 

Dwell  in  thy  Saviour's  breast.  Thy  name  for  evermore ! 

Anne  Steele.  John  MiUtm. 


0AK8VILLB.    a  IL 


Charles  Zsuner. 


}hina,  mighty  Ood !  on  Zion  shine  With  baanu  of  hMvonly  gnco;  RtTMl  thy  power  throng h  all  onr  ooMta,  And  show  thy  ndliBg  Hmo. 


ipririfi^fir^fiFififfJ 


ffipifiiftrftii 


1116  lpMlm«7. 

Shine,  mighty  God  !  on  Zion  shine 
With  beams  of  heavenly  grace ; 

Reveal  thy  power  through  all  onr  coasts. 
And  show  thy  smiling  face. 

2  When  shall  thy  name,  from  shore  to  shore, 
Sound  all  the  earth  abroad, 

And  distant  nations  know  and  love 
Their  Savionr  and  their  God  T 

3  Sing  to  the  Lord,  ye  distant  lands ! 
Sing  loud  with  solemn  voice ; 


Let  every  tongue  exalt  his  praise, 
And  every  heart  rejoice. 

4  Earth  shall  obey  her  Maker's  will. 
And  yield  a  full  increase ; 

Our  God  will  crown  his  chosen  land 
With  fruitfulness  and  peace. 

5  God,  the  Redeemer,  scatters  round 
His  choicest  favors  here, 

While  the  creation's  utmost  bound 
Shall  see,  adore,  and  fear. 

Isaac  Watts. 


Af00iond  ant>  (3rowtb« 


VIRBUM  PACI8.    8i,  6f.  4f. 


G.  LOMAS. 
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With  the  sweet  word  of  peiM     We  bid  our  breth-ren  go;       Peace,  m  a  riv  -  or  to    ineieaee,A]idoeaee-lese  flow. 


1117  BrpaTtttTf. 

With  the  sweet  word  of  peace 
We  bid  our  brethren  go ; 

Peace,  as  a  river  to  increase. 
And  ceaseless  flow. 

2  With  the  calm  word  of  prayer 
We  earnestly  commend 

Our  brethren  to  thy  watchful  care, 
Eternal  Friend ! 

3  With  the  dear  word  of  love 
We  give  our  brief  farewell : 

Our  love  below,  and  thine  above. 
With  them  shall  dwell. 


MOSCOW.    lOi. 

Srr [ 


Nffflffl»J 


f^^rH^^ 


4  With  the  strong  word  of  faith 
We  stay  ourselves  on  thee ; 

That  thou,  O  Lord,  in  life  and  death 
Their  Help  shalt  be. 

5  Then  the  bright  word  of  hope 
Shall  on  our  parting  gleam, 

And  tell  of  joys  beyond  the  scope 
Of  earth-born  dream. 

6  Farewell !  in  hope,  and  love. 

In  faith,  and  peace,  and  prayer : 
Till  he  whose  home  is  ours  above 
Unite  us  there. 

G.  Watson. 
Arr.  fr.  I.woff. 


Rise,  crowned  with  light,  im  -  pe  -  rial  Sa  -  lem,  rise!   E;c  •  alt  thy  tow'ring  head,  and  lift  thine  eyea; 


j-W^ 


See  heav'nitaaparklingportala  wide    dia  •  play,  And  break  up  •  on  thee  in    a     flood  of  day. 


1118        ^tir  itinnnw  of  ^t  fSrntflra. 


3  See  barbarous  nations  at  thy  gates  attend, 


Rise  crowned  with  Uffht  imoerial  Salem    ^^^^  ^^  *^®  ^^^^^'  ^^^  ^°  ^^^  ^^"'P^®  ^^"^^ ' 
ri^  imperial  »aiem,   ^^  ^^^  ^^^^^  ^^^^  thronged  with  pros- 

trate  kmcrs 
Ezaltthy  toweringh^d,  andUft  thine  eyes ;  ,^^^'.^^  .^^^,  ^^^^^  ^^ 

See  heaven  its  sparklmg  portals  wide  dis-  j  ^  j 


play, 

And  break  upon  thee  in  a  flood  of  day. 


4  The  seas  shall  waste,  the  skies  to  smoke 
decay, 
o       ,  ^i.  •  _i.     J  Rocks  fall  to  dust,  and  mountains  melt  away: 

ci^t!""^"**^  ^  ^acious  courts  adorn ;   Butftxedhisword.hissavingpowerremains; 
See  fat™^  sons  and  daughters  yet  unborn  ^^^j^^  ^^^,j  j^^     ^^  ^^^  ^^^^^ 

In  crowding  ranks  on  every  side  arise,  "^     ^^jcmc » 

Demanding  life,  impatient  for  the  skies. 


reigns 


Alexander  Pope. 
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Lowell  Mason. 


( Tnm  Oremlmnd't    i  -  ej  menatdiii,  Tnm  lB>dU't  oor  -  al     itrand,    I 

(WlMTt     Af  •  rie't Mu-Bj    UMatHdai  (Omit. )5  BdUdawathtirtoldtft 


Mififf^fifTFifn 


1119  "^«"»  ^^'^^  '"^^  i>('<p  *>•" 

From  Greenland's  icy  mountains, 

From  India's  coral  strand, 
Where  Afric's  sunny  fountains 

Roll  down  their  golden  sand, — 
From  many  an  ancient  river, 

From  many  a  palmy  plain. 
They  call  us  to  deliver 

Their  land  from  error's  chain. 

2  What  though  the  spicy  breezes 
Blow  soft  o'er  Ceylon's  isle ; 

Though  every  prospect  pleases. 

And  only  man  is  vile ; 
In  vain  with  lavish  kindness 

The  gifts  of  God  are  strown ; 
The  heathen,  in  his  blindness. 

Bows  down  to  wood  and  stone ! 

3  Shall  we,  whose  souls  are  lighted 
With  wisdom  from  on  high, — 

Shall  we,  to  men  benighted. 

The  lamp  of  life  deny  t 
Salvation,  oh,  salvation ! 

The  joyful  sound  proclaim, 
Till  earth's  remotest  nation 

Has  learned  Messiah's  name. 

4  Waft,  waft,  ye  winds,  his  story. 
And  you,  ye  waters,  roll, 

TU],  like  a  sea  of  glory. 
It  spreads  from  pole  to  pole ; 


Till  o'er  our  ransomed  nature 
The  Lamb  for  sinners  slain. 

Redeemer,  Eling,  Creator, 
In  bliss  returns  to  reign ! 

Reginald  Hcber. 
1120       C^e  9«8  ot  SubOrr. 

How  BEAUTEOUS  on  the  mountains, 

The  feet  of  him  that  brings, 
Like  streams  from  living  fountains, 

Good  tidings  of  good  things ; 
That  publisheth  salvation. 

And  jubilee  release. 
To  every  tribe  and  nation, 

God's  reigfn  of  joy  and  peace ! 

2  Lift  up  thy  voice,  O  watchman ! 
And  shout,  from  Zion's  towers, 

Thy  hallelujah  chorus, — 

"  The  victory  is  ours ! " 
The  Lord  shall  build  up  Zion 

In  glory  and  renown, 
And  Jesus,  Judah's  lion, 

Shall  wear  his  rightful  crown. 

3  Break  forth  in  hymns  of  gladness, 
0  waste  Jerusalem ! 

Let  songs,  instead  of  sadness. 

Thy  jubilee  proclaim ; 
The  Lord,  in  strength  victorious, 

Upon  thy  foes  hath  trod  j 
Behold,  0  earth !  the  glorious 

Salvation  of  our  God ! 

Bent«mtn  Cough. 


Af06iond  Mb  dtoxQtb. 
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F.  J.  Haydn. 
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K  We  are  living,  we  are  dwelling,  In    a  grand  and  aw  •  ful  time, ) 

{In      an  age  on    a-ges  tell-ing ;  To  be    liv-ing    it    tub-lime.)  Hark,  the  waking  up  of    na-tions, 


rrfii^mifrniiriirji 


QogandMa-gog    to   the  fray:  Hark, what  soundeth?  it  creation  Groaning  for  its      lat-terday? 


^1*  p'T  t^^ 


imm^ 


1121        ^^  ^«II  to  Znbitt, 

We  are  livingy  we  are  dwelling, 

In  a  grand  and  awful  time, 
In  an  age  on  ages  telling ; 

To  be  living  is  sublime. 
Hark,  the  waking  up  of  nations, 

Gog  and  Magog  to  the  fray : 
Hark,  what  soundeth  t  is  creation 

Groaning  for  its  latter  day  t 

2  Worlds  are  charging,  heaven  beholding, 

Thou  hast  but  an  hour  to  fight ; 
Now  the  blazoned  cross  unfolding, 

On,  right  onward,  for  the  right ! 
On !  let  all  the  soul  within  you 

For  the  truth^s  sake  go  abroad. 
Strike,  let  every  nerve  and  sinew 

Tell  on  ages,  tell  for  God. 

Arthur  Cleveland  Cose. 
X 1 3  3  |l|oine  JBiasf  OM. 

Goodly  were  thy  tents,  O  Israel, 

Spread  along  the  river's  side. 
Bright  thy  star  which  rose  prophetic, 

Herald  of  dominion  wide ; 
Fairer  are  the  homes  of  freemen. 

Scattered  o'er  our  broad  domain ; 
Brighter  is  our  rising  day-star. 

Ushering  in  a  purer  reign. 

2  Welcome  to  the  glorious  freedom. 
Which  our  fathers  hither  brought ; 

Welcome  to  the  priceless  treasure, 
Which  with  constant  faith  they  sought,— 


See,  from  every  nation  gathering. 
Swarming  myriads  throng  our  coasts. 

Hear,  with  steady  steps  advancing. 
Ceaseless  tread  of  countless  hosts. 

3  God  of  nations !  our  Preserver, 

Hear  our  prayers,  our  counsels  bless; 
Lift  o'er  all  thy  radiant  banner, 

On  these  souls  thy  love  impress; 
From  thy  throne  of  boundless  blessing. 

O'er  our  land  thy  Spirit  pour ; 
In  the  grandeur  of  thine  empire, 

Reig^  supreme  from  shore  to  shore ! 

Samuel  Wolcott. 
1123  "nStstfoarH." 

Hark  !  the  sound  of  angel-voices 

Over  Bethlehem's  star-lit  plain ; 
Hark !  the  heavenly  host  rejoices, 

Jesus  comes  on  earth  to  reign. 
See  celestial  radiance  beaming. 

Lighting  up  the  midnight  sky ; 
'T  is  the  promised  day-star  gleaming, 

'T  is  the  day-spring  from  on  high. 

2  Westward,  all  along  the  ages, 

Trace  its  pathway  clear  and  bright ; 
Star  of  hope  to  Eastern  sages. 

Radiant  now  with  gospel  light. 
Angels  from  the  realms  of  glory. 

Peace  on  earth  delight  to  sing ; 
Christian,  tell  the  wondrous  story. 

Go  proclaim  the  Saviour  King! 

Mrs.  Rebecca  Fbucctik-vOaft.. 
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G.  J.  Wbbb. 


^^^^THTttfe^UjaiiU^J 


Hail    to     the  Lord's  anoint -ed,   Great  Davld'a  greater  Son!     Hail,  in     the  time  ap-point  •  ed, 

D.  B.— To    take    a  -  way  tranaKreasion, 


#fmf 


tj^Hi  J 1 3 : ;  j^d^ 


D.H. 


:PM- 


His  reign  on  earth  be-gun  I 
And  rule  in    eq-ui  -  ty. 


He  cornea  to  break  opprea-sion,      To     set   the  cap-tive     free, 

J   J      J-  .    .    .   :f=   ^-i 


1124      ^Mlm  72.— 9art  i. 

Hail  to  the  Lord's  anointed, 

Great  David's  greater  Son ! 
Hail,  in  the  time  appointed, 

His  reign  on  earth  begun ! 
He  comes  to  break  oppression, 

To  set  the  captive  free. 
To  take  away  transg^^ession, 

And  rule  in  equity. 

2  He  comes,  with  succor  speedy. 
To  those  who  suffer  wrong ; 

To  help  the  poor  and  needy, 
And  bid  the  weak  be  strong ; 

To  give  them  songs  for  sighing, 
Their  darkness  turn  to  light. 

Whose  souls,  condemned  and  dying. 
Were  precious  in  his  sight. 

3  For  him  shall  prayer  unceasing 
And  daily  vows  ascend ; 

His  kingdom  still  increasing, 

A  kingdom  without  end. 
The  heavenly  dew  shall  nourish 

A  seed  in  weakness  sown, 
Whose  fruit  shall  spread  and  flourish, 

And  shake  like  Lebanon. 

4  O'er  every  foe  victorious. 
He  on  his  throne  shall  rest ; 

From  age  to  age  more  glorious, 
All -blessing  and  all-blessed. 


The  tide  of  time  shall  never 

His  covenant  remove ; 
His  name  shall  stand  for  ever ; 

That  name  to  us  is — Love. 

J&ines  Mooli^ianiery. 
1125       ^'^^  72.— 9art  IE. 

He  shall  come  down  like  showers 

Upon  the  fruitful  earth, 
And  love,  and  joy,  like  flowers, 

Spring  in  his  path  to  birth : 
Before  him,  on  the  mountains. 

Shall  peace  the  herald  go, 
And  righteousness  in  fountains 

From  hill  to  valley  flow. 

2  Arabia's  desert-ranger 

To  him  shall  bow  the  knee ; 
The  Ethiopian  stranger 

His  glory  oome  to  see : 
With  offerings  of  devotion. 

Ships  from  the  isles  shall  meet, 
To  pour  the  wealth  of  ocean 

In  tribute  at  his  feet. 

3  Kings  shall  fall  down  before  bim. 
And  gold  and  incense  bring : 

All  nations  shall  adore  him ; 

His  praise  all  people  sing ; 
For  he  shall  have  dominion 

O'er  river,  sea,  and  shore, 
Far  as  the  eagle's  pinion 

Or  dove's  light  wing  can  soar. 

James  MoatKomcry. 


ObiBBions  attO  (Brovptb. 
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SAYOT  CHAPIL.    7i,  Ot.    D. 


J.  B.  Calkin. 


TIm  morning  light  if  brtaking;  The  darknaH  dif-ap-paan!  Tha  soni  of  aarth  an  wak-ing  To  pon-i-t«n-tial  toart; 


Pftftfffilf^f^if^^ 


lach  bum  that  iwoopo  tho  o^^aan  Brings  ti-dings  from  a -fkr, 


1126     ^'  JHomfng  Kstlt. 

The  morning  light  is  breaking ; 

The  darkness  disappears ! 
The  sons  of  earth  are  waking 

To  penitential  tears ; 
Each  breeze  that  sweeps  the  ocean 

Brings  tidings  from  af ar. 
Of  nations  in  commotion, 

Prepared  for  Zion's  war. 

2  See  heathen  nations  bending 
Before  the  God  we  love, 

And  thousand  hearts  ascending 

In  gratitude  above ; 
While  sinners,  now  confessing, 

The  gospel  call  obey, 
And  seek  the  Saviour's  blessing — 

A  nation  in  a  day. 

3  Blest  river  of  salvation ! 
Pursue  thine  onward  way ; 

Flow  thou  to  every  nation. 

Nor  in  thy  richness  stay : 
Stay  not  till  all  the  lowly 

Triumphant  reach  their  home : 
Stay  not  till  all  the  holy 

Proclaim — "The  Lord  is  come!" 

Samuel  F.  Smith. 

1137       inul—^B,\h' 

Oh,  that  the  Lord's  salvation 

Were  out  of  Zion  come. 
To  heal  his  ancient  nation. 

To  lead  his  outcasts  home ! 


Of     na-tloaa  in  com -mo  -  tion,  Praparad  tat  Zion's  war. 

How  long  the  holy  city 
Shall  heathen  feet  profane  t 

Return,  O  Lord,  in  pity. 
Rebuild  her  walls  again. 


2  Let  fall  thy  rod  of  terror. 

Thy  saving  grace  impart ; 
Roll  back  the  vail  of  error, 

Release  the  fettered  heart ; 
Let  Israel,  home  returning, 

Their  lost  Messiah  see } 
Give  oil  of  joy  for  mourning, 

And  bind  thy  Church  to  thee. 

Henr>'  F.  Lyte. 

11^^      9tfaxtinfi  fiUuionaxitt. 

Roll  on,  thou  mighty  ocean ; 

And,  as  thy  billows  flow. 
Bear  messengers  of  mercy 

To  every  land  below. 
Arise,  ye  gales,  and  waft  them 

Safe  to  the  destined  shore ; 
That  man  may  sit  in  darkness. 

And  death's  black  shade  no  more. 

2  O  thou  eternal  Ruler, 

Who  boldest  in  thine  arm 
The  tempests  of  the  ocean, 

Protect  them  from  all  harm ! 
Thy  presence.  Lord,  be  with  them, 

Wherever  they  may  be ; 
Though  far  from  us,  who  love  them, 

Still  let  them  be  with  thee. 
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BMUT  BQUASI.    81,  Ti,  4f. 


H.  Smart. 


^^ 


0*er  the  gloomy  hills  of  darkness,  Cheered  by  no  ce  -  les-tlal  ray,    Sun  of  Righteousness!  a  -  ris-ing. 


HfiffiffipfffiFi^fifiHipyi 


Brinff  the  bright,the  glorious  day;  Send  the  ffospel,  Send  the  gos-pel     To  the  earth's  re-mot -est  bound. 


^^ 


X 1 2  9         ^^^  ^'  Bt'stlttottsnfss. 

O'er  the  gloomy  hills  of  darkness, 

Cheered  by  no  celestial  ray, 
Sun  of  Righteousness !  arising, 

Bring  the  bright,  the  glorious  day ; 
Send  the  gospel 

To  the  earth's  remotest  bound. 

2  Kingdoms  wide  that  sit  in  darkness, — 
Grant  them.  Lord !  the  glorious  light : 

And,  from  eastern  coast  to  western, 
May  the  morning  chase  the  night ; 

And  redemption. 
Freely  purchased,  win  the  day. 

3  Ply  abroad,  thou  mighty  gospel ! 
Win  and  conquer,  never  cease ; 

May  thy  lasting,  wide  dominions 
Multiply  and  still  increase ; 

Sway  the  scepter, 
Saviour !  all  the  world  around. 

WlUiam  WiUiams. 
1130  "mallrlufa^!" 

Hallelujah  !  best  and  sweetest 
Of  the  hymns  of  praise  above  j 

Hallelujah !  thou  repeatest, 
Angel  Host,  these  notes  of  love ; 

This  ye  utter. 
While  your  golden  harps  ye  move. 

2  Hallelujah !  Church  Victorious, 

Join  the  concert  of  the  sky ; 
Hallelujah !  bright  and  glorious, 

Lift,  ye  Saints,  this  strain  on  high } 
We,  poor  exiles, 

Join  not  yet  your  melody. 


iniiTiriif'^rfirii 


3  Hallelujah !  strains  of  gladness, 
Suit  not  souls  with  anguish  torn ; 

Hallelujah !  sounds  of  sadness 
Best  become  the  heart  forlorn ; 

Our  offences 
We  with  bitter  tears  must  mourn. 

4  But  our  earnest  supplication, 
Holy  God,  we  raise  to  thee ; 

Visit  us  with  thy  salvation, 
Make  us  all  thy  joys  to  see. 

HaUelujah ! 
Ours  at  length  this  strain  shall  be. 

John  Chandler,  tr. 

1131         ^tlt  Sospe I  IHrralb. 

On  the  mountain's  top  appearing, 
Lo !  the  sacred  heitJd  stands. 

Welcome  news  to  Zion  bearing — 
Zion  long  in  hostile  lands : 

Mourning  captive ! 
God  himself  shall  loose  thy  bands. 

2  Has  thy  night  been  long  and  moumf  ol  ? 
Have  thy  friends  unfaithful  proved? 

Have  thy  foes  been  proud  and  scornful! 
By  thy  sighs  and  tears  unmoved  t 

Cease  thy  mourning ; 
Zion  still  is  well  beloved. 

3  God,  thy  God,  will  now  restore  thee  j 
He  himself  appears  thy  Friend ; 

All  thy  foes  shall  flee  before  thee } 
Here  their  boasts  and  triumphs  end : 

Great  deliverance 
Zion's  King  will  surely  send. 

Thomas  KeUy. 


AiMfone  and  Orowtb. 
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A.  H.  Mann. 


Saints  of  God  I  the  dmwn   Ubriffht*nlnff,To-ken    of  our   coin-in^  Lord;      0*er    the  earth  the 


kifi^^pifpf-f^jjlij^i^ifi^p^^^ 


field  iawhit'nlng;  Louder  rinffa  the  Master 'a  word,— **Pray  for  reapers  In  the  harvest     of      the  Lord.'* 


1133  mmnr  JBiMions. 

Saints  of  God !  the  dawn  is  brightening. 

Token  of  our  coming  Lord ; 
O'er  the  earth  the  field  is  whitening ; 

Loader  rings  the  Master's  word, — 
"  Pray  for  reapers 

In  the  harvest  of  the  Lord.'' 

2  Now,  O  Lord !  fulfill  thy  pleasure, 
Breathe  upon  thy  chosen  band, 

And,  with  pentecostal  measure, 
Send  forth  reapers  o'er  our  land, — 

Faithful  reapers. 
Gathering  sheaves  for  thy  right  hand. 


TUULT.    7t,  Of.   D. 


3  Broad  the  shadow  of  our  nation. 
Eager  millions  hither  roam ; 

Lo !  they  wait  for  thy  salvation ; 
Come,  Lord  Jesus !  quickly  come ! 

By  thy  Spirit, 
Bring  thy  ransomed  people  home. 

4  Soon  shall  end  the  time  of  weeping, 
Soon  the  reaping  time  will  come, — 

Heaven  and  earth  together  keeping 
God's  eternal  Harvest  Home : 

Saints  and  angels ! 
Shout  the  world's  great  Harvest  Home. 

Mn.  Maxy  MazwelL 
Lowell  Mason. 


tkC 


_  _  Daj-iflMau  Mi%  9fn  it  brifht'iiiag^ 

|H1i      novidMiM  if  laad-iiifT  The  (Omit.. )5laiidbelbre7onliM;  And  promiMelothMthf  foil; 

— WidtfliUb,forhanrMtwhit*Bing,I]i-(Oma )   Tito  the  iMtptt'stoiL 


(OmrcoimtfjtToic>i»pUsdi«f,Ye—BofOod,«riw! ) 
(Hii      pnvidMiMiflaad-iiif,  The(Omi< )5 


^i»ipp^ 


1133      momr  fftiif  ions. 

OuB  country's  voice  is  pleading. 

Ye  men  of  God,  arise ! 
His  providence  is  leading. 

The  land  before  you  lies ; 
Day-gleams  are  o'er  it  brightening. 

And  promise  clothes  the  soil ; 
Wide  fields,  for  harvest  whitening, 

Livite  the  reaper's  toil. 


2  The  love  of  Christ  unfolding, 

Speed  on  from  east  to  west. 
Till  all,  his  cross  beholding. 

In  him  are  fully  blest. 
Great  Author  of  salvation. 

Haste,  haste  the  glorious  day, 
When  we,  a  ransomed  nation, 

Thy  scepter  shall  obey. 


Mi^  UiM^ai.^ .  KsJSBMffx. 
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Zbc  Cbuccb  of  dob. 


WBSLIT.    Us,  lOi. 


L0WBI.L  Mason. 


fc^^ 


Hail    to  the  brightness  of    Zi-on's  glad  morning  fjov     to  the  lands  that  in  darkness  have  lain  I 


gii:iji^j±aii 


Hushed  be  the   accents  of     sor>row  and  nnourning ;  Zi  -  on   in      tri-umph  begins  her  mild  reign. 


(iiLmm 


Sfir  9roinisr. 


3  Lo!    in    the    desert    rich    flowers    are 
springing, 


1134 

Hail  to  the  brightness  of   Zion's    glad       q.     *'*'**'  .  vj-         1 

I  ^  ®  Streams  ever  copious  are  ghding  along ; 

JoytotSdsthatindarknesshayelain!^'^^  J^"^  *^«  mountain-tops  echoes  are 

Hushed  be  the  accents   of    sorrow    and       ^icr    *        .  ^'  .  ,  j       •     1     • 

Wastes  nse  in  verdure,  and  mingle  in 
mournmg ;  '  ® 

•  .  •         .  sonfiT 

Zion  in  triumph  begins  her  mild  reign.  ^* 

„  .,  ,      ,    .  , .  •  r».     ,      ,    -1  4  See,  from  all  lands — from  the  isles  of 

2  Hail  to  the  brightness  of  Zion's  glad  ^^  ocean 

morning,  Praise  to  Jehovah  ascending  on  high : 

Long  by  the  prophets  of  Israel  foretold;   YeMen  are  the  engines  of  war  and  commo- 
Had  to  the  millions  from  bondage  return-  ^^^^^ 

^     \^^ '    ,  ^        ,     , ,  1    ,    ,  J        Shouts  of  salvation  are  rending  the  sky. 

Gentile  and  Jew  the  blest  vision  behold.  Thomas  Hudngs. 


ST.  BABHABA8.    8t,  6t. 


J.  B.  DvKss. 


M  IV  ir 

la  J 


kf^ijihmwm 


thoUfO  Lordfto  •▼•ry  place  Swift  mentngers  before  thTfluM,  The  heralde  of  thy  wendreiu  grace,  Where  thoOfthyael^  wilt 


\  \  39  Dctaltis  of  tfir  fting. 

Send  thou,  O  Lord,  to  every  place 
Swift  messengers  before  thy  face. 
The  heralds  of  thy  wondrous  grace, 
Where  thou,  thyself,  wilt  come. 

2  Send  men  whose  eyes  have  seen  the  King ! 
Men  in  whose  ears  his  sweet  words  ring ; 
Send  such  thy  lost  ones  home  to  bring ; 

Send  them  where  thou  wilt  come. 

3  To  bring  good  news  to  souls  in  sin ; 
The  bruised  and  broken  hearts  to  win  ; 


In  every  place  to  bring  them  in ; 
Where  thou,  thyself,  wilt  come. 

4  Gird  each  one  with  the  Spirit's  sword, 
The  sword  of  thine  own  deathless  word ; 
And  make  them  conquerors,   conquering 

Lord, 
Where  thou,  thyself,  wilt  come. 

5  Raise  up,  0  Lord  the  Holy  Ghost, 
From  this  broad  land  a  mighty  host, 
Their  war-cry,  "  We  will  seek  the  lost, 

Where  thou,  0  Christ,  wilt  come!" 

Mn.  MerriU  E.  Gates. 


^rbe  Cbri0tian'0  S>eatb« 
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ZSFETE.    L.  IL 


W.  B.  Bradbury. 


Why  should  we  start,  and  fear  to  die  ? 

What  timorous  worms  we  mortals  are ! 
Death  is  the  g^te  of  endless  joy, 

And  yet  we  dread  to  enter  there. 

2  The  pains,  the  groans,  the  dying  strife 
Fright  our  approaching  souls  away ; 

We  still  shrink  back  again  to  life, 
Fond  of  our  prison  and  our  clay. 

3  Oh,  if  my  Lord  would  come  and  meet,      3  A  holy  quiet  reig^  around, — 

My  soul  should  stretch  her  wings  in  haste,       A  calm  which  life  nor  death  destroys ; 
Fly  fearless  through  death^s  iron  gate.  And  naught  disturbs  that  peace  profound, 

Nor  feel  the  terrors  as  she  passed.  Which  his  unfettered  soul  enjoys. 


1137         ^^^  of  ttir  mf^UouM. 

How  BLEST  the  righteous  when  he  dies, — 
When  sinks  a  weary  soul  to  rest ! 

How  mildly  beam  the  closing  eyes ! 
How  gently  heaves  the  expiring  breast ! 

2  So  fades  a  summer- cloud  away ; 

So  sinks  the  gale  when  storms  are  o'er ; 
So  gently  shuts  the  eye  of  day ; 

So  dies  a  wave  along  the  shore. 


4  Jesus  can  make  a  dying  bed 
Feel  soft  as  downy  pillows  are. 

While  on  his  breast  I  lean  my  head, 
And  breathe  my  life  out  sweetly  there ! 


Isaac  Watts. 


4  Life's  labor  done,  as  sinks  the  clay, 
Light  from  its  load  the  spirit  flies ; 

While  heaven  and  earth  combine  to  say,  — 
"How  blest  the  righteous  when  he  dies!" 

Mts.  Anna  L.  Barbauld. 


BB8T.    L.  IL 


W.  B.  Bradoury. 


1138       *'  ^^^  ^n  Jrstis." 

Asleep  in  Jesus !  blessed  sleep ! 
From  which  none  ever  wake  to  weep  j 
A  calm  and  undisturbed  repose. 
Unbroken  by  the  last  of  foes. 

2  Asleep  in  Jesus !  oh,  how  sweet 
To  be  for  such  a  slumber  meet  I 
With  holy  confidence  to  sing 

That  death  hath  lost  its  venomed  sting! 

3  Asleep  in  Jesus !  peaceful  rest ! 
Whose  waking  is  supremely  blest ; 


No  fear — no  woe,  sliall  dim  the  hour 
That  manifests  the  Saviour's  power. 

4  Asleep  in  Jesus !  oh,  for  me 
May  such  a  blissful  refuge  be : 
Securely  shall  my  ashes  lie, 

And  wait  the  summons  from  on  high. 

5  Asleep  in  Jesus !  far  from  thee 
Thy  kindred  and  their  graves  may  be : 
But  thine  is  still  a  blessed  sleep 
From  which  none  ever  wake  to  weep. 

Mn.  Max^jMKX\K»s^uk:^. 
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TTbe  Cbci0tian'6  S>eatb« 


CABOLTV.    C  IL    D. 


Arr.  by  ^imslar. 


^^i\i■.UVl.uh^\■in\A^l\i■p  ji 


Be  -  hold  the  wett-ern  evening  light  I  It    nneltt  in  deepening  gloom :    So     cmlm-ly  Christians 

r 


pi:iiHtnt^lM\y^U  iMuM 


■ink     a  -  way,  De  -  Bcending     to       the  tomh.    Thewindtbreathelow,  the  with 'ring  leaf  Scarce 


whispers  from  the   tree :      So    gen  -  tly  flows  the  part-lng  breath,  When  good  men  cease  to  be. 


1139  lift's  4(uiuet. 

Behold  the  western  evening  light ! 

It  melts  in  deepening  gloom : 
So  calmly  Christians  sink  away. 

Descending  to  the  tomb. 
The  winds  breathe  low,  the  withering  leaf 

Scarce  whispers  from  the  tree : 
So  gently  flows  the  parting  breath, 

When  good  men  cease  to  be. 

2  How  beautiful  on  all  the  hills 
The  crimson  light  is  shed ! 

'T  is  like  the  peace  the  Christian  gives 
To  mourners  round  his  bed. 

# 

How  mildly  on  the  wandering  cloud 

The  sunset  beam  is  cast! 
'T  is  like  the  memory  left  behind 

When  loved  ones  breathe  their  last. 

3  And  now  above  the  dews  of  night 
The  rising  star  appears : 

So  faith  springs  in  the  heart  of  those 
Whose  eyes  are  bathed  in  tears. 

But  soon  the  morning's  happier  light 
Its  glory  shall  restore, 

And  eyelids  that  are  sealed  in  death 
Shall  wake  to  close  no  more. 

W.  B.  O.  Pcabody. 


1 140      "^umiirr  •ur  IPafiS." 

Beneath  our  feet  and  o'er  our  head 

Is  equal  warning  given ; 
Beneath  us  lie  the  countless  dead, 

Above  us  is  the  heaven ! 
Death  rides  on  every  passing  breeze, 

And  lurks  in  every  flower ; 
Each  season  hath  its  own  disease, 

Its  peril  every  hour ! 

2  Our  eyes  have  seen  the  rosy  light 
Of  youth's  soft  cheek  decay ; 

And  fate  descend  in  sudden  night 

On  manhood's  middle  day. 
Our  eyes  have  seen  the  steps  of  age 

Halt  feebly  to  the  tomb ; 
And  yet  shall  earth  our  hearts  engage, 

And  dreams  of  days  to  come  ? 

3  Then,  mortal,  turn!  thy  danger  know; 
Where'er  thy  foot  can  tread. 

The  earth  rings  hollow  from  below, 
And  warns  thee  of  her  dead ! 

Turn,  mortal,  turn !  thy  soul  apply 
To  truths  divinely  g^ven : 

The  dead,  who  underneath  thee  he, 
Shall  live  for  hell  or  heaven ! 

Re^ioald  Beber. 


TTbe  Cbrf0tian'0  S>eatb« 


$ 


1141  CotnfllHomr.— 9tl(L3:20. 

No,  NO,  it  is  not  dying 

To  go  unto  our  God  5 
This  gloomy  earth  forsaking, 
Our  journey  homeward  taking, 

Along  the  starry  road. 

2  No,  no,  it  is  not  dying 
Heaven's  citizen  to  be ; 
A  crown  immortal  wearing. 
And  rest  unbroken  sharing, 
From  care  and  conflict  free. 

GHIHA.    C.  M.    [Origliud  Item.] 


3  No,  no,  it  is  not  dying 

The  Shepherd's  voice  to  know ; 
His  sheep  he  ever  leadeth, 
His  peaceful  flock  he  f eedeth, 

Where  living  pastures  grow. 

4  Oh,  no!  this  is  not  dying. 
Thou  Saviour  of  mankind ! 

There,  streams  of  love  are  flowing, 
No  hindrance  ever  knowing; 
Here,  only  drops  we  And. 

R.  P.  Dnnn.  tr. 


Timothy  Swan,  1800. 
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1142       "  nu  «(  ConfiHrnt/' 

Why  do  we  mourn  departing  friends. 

Or  shake  at  death's  alarms  t 
^  is  but  the  voice  that  Jesus  sends, 

To  call  them  to  his  arms. 

2  Are  we  not  tending  upward,  too. 
As  fast  as  time  can  move  t 

Nor  would  we  wish  the  hours  more  slow, 
To  keep  us  from  our  love. 

3  Why  should  we  tremble  to  convey 
Their  bodies  to  the  tomb  t 

There  the  dear  flesh  of  Jesus  lay. 
And  scattered  all  the  gloom. 


4  The  graves  of  all  the  saints  he  blessed, 
And  softened  every  bed ; 

Where  should  the  dying  members  rest, 
But  with  the  dying  Head  t 

5  Thence  he  arose,  ascending  high. 
And  showed  our  feet  the  way ; 

Up  to  the  Lord  we,  too,  shall  fly 
At  the  great  rising-day. 

6  Then  let  the  last  loud  trumpet  sound, 
And  bid  our  kindred  rise ; 

Awake !  ye  nations  under  ground ; 
Ye  saints !  ascend  the  skies. 

InmcWaar 
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BIQUmCAT.    p.  M. 


p^iiji^^^^Mm 


J.  B.  Dykbs. 


Now  the  lab'rer's  task  is  o'er ;    Now  the  bat-tie  -  day  ia   past ;  Now  up  •  on   the    far-ther  shore 


hffPfi^ffir^^ 


-« 


-CH-2^ 


^^fi^F^^P 


Lands  the  voy-a  -  ger    at    last.     Pa-ther,  in  thy  gracious  keeping  Leave  ive  now  thy  servant  sleeping. 


X  X  4  3        /unrral  :9rrbtn. 

Now  THE  laborer's  task  is  o'er : 
Now  the  battle-day  is  past ; 

Now  upon  the  farther  shore 
Lands  the  voyager  at  last. 

Father,  in  thy  gracious  keeping 

Leave  we  now  thy  servant  sleeping. 

2  There  the  tears  of  earth  are  dried ; 

There  its  hidden  things  are  clear ; 
There  the  work  of  life  is  tried 

By  a  juster  Judge  than  here. 
Father,  in  thy  gracious  keeping 
Leave  we  now  thy  servant  sleeping. 


COHOLSTOH.    C.  M. 


3  There  the  sinful  souls  that  turn 
To  the  cross  their  dying  eyes. 

All  the  love  of  Christ  shall  learn 

At  his  feet  in  Paradise. 
Father,  in  thy  gracious  keeping 
Leave  we  now  thy  servant  sleeping. 

4  "Earth  to  earth,  and  dust  to  dust;" 
Calmly  now  the  words  we  say ; 

Leaving  him  to  sleep  in  trust, 

Till  the  resurrection -day. 
Father,  in  thy  gracious  keeping 
Leave  we  now  thy  servant  sleeping. 

John  Ellertm. 

Arthur  Hbnky  Brown. 


Lord,  whaBinii-leiithonnlmaM  Up-on  myislf  and  thee,  I  leem  to  hearths  •treun  of  lift  That  rmiB  in  -  ^ 


bly. 


^m\'^^\\l%\p^^^^^^ 


\  \  ^4:  iErnmoriaHtfi. 

Lord,  when  in  silent  hours  I  muse 
Upon  myself  and  thee, 

1  seem  to  hear  the  stream  of  life 
That  runs  invisibly. 

2  Then  know  I  what  I  oft  forget, 
How  fleeting  are  my  days ; 

Remember  me,  my  God,  nor  let 
My  end  be  my  dispraise ! 

J  Oh,  think  upon  me  for  my  good, 
Though  little  good  I  do  •, 


My  hope  and  my  forgiving  Friend 
Thou  hast  been  hitherto. 

4  My  joy,  when  truest  joy  I  have. 
It  comes  to  me  from  heaven ; 

My  strength,  when  I  from  weakness  rise, 
Is  by  thy  Spirit  given. 

5  And  while  he  shines  as  he  has  shone, 
Whom  thou  hast  made  my  stay, 

Life  can  but  gently  float  me  on. 
Not  linrry  me  away. 

T.T.Ljttii- 


^rbe  Cbri0tian'0  JS)eatb. 


BITOVD.— CliABt 


W.  A.  Tarbutton. 
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I       shall  be    toon;    I     shall    be    soon. 

-^ — ■ ^ (S 1 ^ i-f5» # z — 1-(5>- 
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BBFRAIN. 


home!. 
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sweet 
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home  I      Sweet      home! 


Lord,      tar 


-^>- 


not, 


3: 


but    come. 


i 


1 

3  Beyond  the  rising  and  the  setting,  | 

I  shall  be  soon;  || 
Beyond  the  calming  and  the  fretting,  | 
Beyond  remembering  and  forgetting, 

1  shall  be  soon.  11  —  Rep. 


1 


home!. 


1 1 46  **^At\i,  ffarra  Not." 

Beyond  the  smilixig  and  the  weeping,  | 

I  shall  be  soon;  || 
Beyond  the  waking  and  the  sleeping,  | 
Beyond  the  sowing  and  the  reaping,  | 

I  shall  be  soon.  || 

Ref. —  Love,  rest  and  home !  Sweet  home ! 
Lord,  tarry  not,  but  come. 

2  Beyond  the  blooming  and  the  fading, 

I  shall  be  soon;  || 
Beyond  the  shining  and  the  shading,  | 
Beyond  the  hoping  and  the  dreading,  | 

I  shall  be  soon.  ||  —  Rep. 


8HABOH.  a  IL 


4  Beyond  the  parting  and  tlie  meeting,  | 

I  shall  be  soon  ;  |{ 
Beyond  the  farewell  and  the  greeting,  | 
Beyond  the  pulse's  fever  beating,  | 

I  shall  be  soon.  ||  —  Rep. 

5  Beyond  the  frost-chain  and  the  fever,  | 

I  shall  be  soon ;  || 
Beyond  the  rock- waste  and  the  river,  | 
Beyond  the  ever  and  the  never,  | 

I  shall  be  soon.  ||  —  Rep. 

Horatius  Bonar. 


T.  Wallhbad. 


When  dowBwsrd  to  tlio  darkaome  tomb  I  thonghtAil  tarn  my  ayes,  Frail  nature  trembles  st  the  gloom,  And  soxions  ftsre  s-riee. 


\  \  ^Q  Brsunrrtion  Ji^urr. 

When  downward  to  the  darksome  tomb 

1  thoughtful  turn  my  eyes. 
Frail  nature  trembles  at  the  gloom, 

And  anxious  fears  arise. 

2  Why  shrinks  my  soul? — in  death's  em- 
Once  Jesus  captive  slept ;  [brace 

And  angels,  hovering  o'er  the  place, 
His  lowly  pillow  kept. 

3  Thus  shall  they  guard  my  sleeping  dust, 
And,  as  the  Saviour  rose. 


The  grave  again  shall  3'ield  her  trust. 
And  end  my  deep  repose. 

4  My  Lord,  before  to  glory  gone. 
Shall  bid  me  come  away ; 

And  calm  and  bright  shall  break  the  dawn 
Of  heaven's  eternal  day. 

5  Then  let  my  faith  each  fear  dispel. 
And  gild  with  light  the  grave ; 

To  him  my  loftiest  praises  swell. 
Who  died,  from  death  to  save. 
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VIAUB  HOm.    &  M.   D. 


I.  B.  WOODBUKV. 

e     Lordl**   80,    Je-BUBl    |^     it  .    be:     .  Life    from  the  dead  ie 

w»ifr^-rif[T-HV?fn^Virif'f^[i 


For  •   ev 


with   the 


f  rJ:liljpf  jlj  j-^jlj  i  /-/Ifi.ll 


roam:      Ytt   night -ly   pitch  my     mov-ing  tent 


A    day's  march  near  -   er       home. 


l!^:|Mr^W_Lf  Cf  Iflf-^-^ 


I 


1147     *•/««&«.•» 

"  For  ever  with  the  Lord !  ^ 

So,  Jesus !  let  it  be ; 
Life  from  the  dead  is  in  that  word ; 

'T  is  immortality. 
Here,  in  the  body  pent, 

Absent  from  thee  I  roam : 
Yet  nightly  pitch  my  moving  tent 

A  day^s  march  nearer  home. 

2  My  Father's  house  on  high, 
Home  of  my  soul !  how  near, 

At  times  to  faith's  aspiring  eye, 

Thy  golden  grates  appear ! 
"  For  ever  with  the  Lord ! " 

Father,  if  'tis  thy  will. 
The  promise  of  thy  gracious  word 

Ev'n  here  to  me  fulfill. 

3  So,  when  my  latest  breath 
Shall  rend  the  vail  in  twain, 

By  death  I  shall  escape  from  death, 

And  life  eternal  gain. 
Knowing  as  I  am  known. 

How  shall  I  love  that  word. 
And  oft  repeat  before  the  throne, 

"For  ever  with  the  Lord ! " 

Junes  Montgomcxy. 


1148  "Nram." 

Onb  sweetly  solemn  thought 

Comes  to  me  o'er  and  o'er, — 
Nearer  my  home,  to-day,  am  I 

Than  e'er  I  've  been  before. 
Nearer  my  Father's  house. 

Where  many  mansions  be ; 
Nearer  to-day  the  great  white  throne. 

Nearer  the  crystal  sea. 

2  Nearer  the  bound  of  Ufe, 
Where  burdens  are  laid  down ; 

Nearer  to  leave  the  heavy  cross : 

Nearer  to  gain  the  crown. 
But,  lying  dark  between, 

Winding  down  through  the  night, 
There  rolls  the  deep  and  unknown  stream 

That  leads  at  last  to  light. 

3  Ev'n  now,  perchance,  my  feet 
Are  slipping  on  the  brink, 

And  I,  to-day,  am  nearer  home, — 

Nearer  than  now  I  think. 
Father,  perfect  my  trust ! 

Strengthen  my  power  of  faith ! 
Nor  let  me  stand,  at  last,  alone 

Upon  the  shore  of  death. 

Phoebe  CMxf,  alt 


trbe  Cbri6tian'0  Deatb. 
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ATHALIX.    &  M.   D. 


Arr.  fr.  Mendelssohn. 


Ser  •  vant      of  God,  well    done  I    Rest  from  thy  loved  em  •  ploy :      The   bat  -  tie  fought,  the 
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vie  -    tory    won,    En  -  ter    thy      Mas  •  ter's   joy  I      The    voice    at  mid-night  came;  He 
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Started  up   to    hear ;    A      mor-tal  ar-row  pierced  his  frame 


but   felt     no 


kPFffi^irif^ 


1 1 49      ''■^  <>'  ■  Frtmn. 

Servant  of  God,  well  done ! 

Best  from  thy  loved  employ : 
The  battle  fought,  the  victory  won, 

Enter  thy  Master's  joy ! 
The  voice  at  midnight  came ; 

He  started  up  to  hear ; 
A  mortal  arrow  pierced  his  frame ; 

He  fell,  but  felt  no  fear. 

2  At  midnight  came  the  cry, 

"  To  meet  thy  God  prepare ! " 
He  woke,  and  caught  his  Captain's  eye } 

Then,  strong  in  faith  and  prayer, 
His  spirit  with  a  bound 

Left  its  encumbering  clay : 
His  tent,  at  sunrise,  on  the  g^round 

A  darkened  ruin  lay. 

3  The  pains  of  death  are  past, 
Labor  and  sorrow  cease. 

And  life's  long  warfare  closed  at  last, 

Hb  soul  is  found  in  peace. 
Soldier  of  Christ,  well  done ! 

Praise  be  thy  new  employ  5 
And,  while  eternal  ages  run, 

Rest  in  thy  Saviour's  joy. 

James  Monts^omery. 
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1150       Sfie  9iotu  9et)i. 

For  all  thy  saints,  0  Lord, 

Who  strove  in  Christ  to  live. 
Who  followed  him,  obeyed,  adored, 

Our  grateful  hymn  receive. 
For  all  thy  saints,  O  God, 

Accept  our  thankful  cry, 
Wlio  counted  Christ  their  g^reat  reward. 

And  yearned  for  him  to  die. 

2  Thy  mystic  members  fit 
To  join  thy  saints  above. 

In  one  unmixed  communion  knit, 

And  fellowship  of  love. 
They  all,  in  life  and  death, 

With  thee,  their  Lord,  in  view, 
Learned  from  thy  Holy  Spirit's  breath 

To  suffer  and  to  do. 

3  For  this  thy  name  we  bless. 
And  humbly  beg  that  we 

May  follow  them  in  holiness. 

And  live  and  die  in  thee. 
To  God,  the  Father,  Son, 

And  Spirit,  ever  blest. 
The  One  in  Three,  the  Three  in  One, 

Be  endless  praise  addressed. 

RichAcd  U«j\^ 
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vox  AVOILICA.    P.  M. 


J.  B.  Dykes. 


j^ri^UU-^ii^JJ^^^ 


Eark,  hark,  my    soul !   an  •  gel  -  ie  wmgs  art    iwtU  •  ing    O'er  Mrth'i  grten  flaldi  and    o-Man'a  waTt-baat  short 
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1151  "  «^'  N'to  «-•''•**  3  Far,  far  away,  like  bells  at  evening  peal- 

Hark,  hark,  my  soul!  angelic  songs  are  ing^ 

swelling  The  voice  of  Jesus  sounds  o'er  land  and 

O'er    earth's    green  fields  and  ocean's  gea; 

wave-beat  shore :  And  laden    souls,  by    thousands    meekly 

How  sweet  the  truth  those  blessed  strains  stealing, 

are  telling  Kind  Shepherd,  turn  their  weary  steps 

Of  that  new  life  when  sin  shall  be  no  more.  to  thee.  —  Rep. 

Rep.- Angels  of  Jesus,  angels  of  light  ^      ,     ^  ^^^^^^  ^^^^^^ 

Smgmg  to  welcome  the  pilgnms  of  the  night.  keeping 

2  Onward  we  go,  for  still  we  hear  them       Sing  us  sweet  fragments  of  the  songs 
singing,  [come ;  above ; 

Come,  weary  souls,  for  Jesus  bids  you  Till  morning's  joy  shall  end  the  night  of 
And  through  the  dark,  its  echoes  sweetly  weeping, 

ringing.  And  life's  long  shadows  break  in  cloud- 

The  music  of  the  gospel  leads  us  home.— Rep.  less  love.  —  Rep.  Frederick  w.  Fabef. 


([be  Cbridti«n'0  ]>e«tb. 


GAXMmOBLL    P.  M. 


J.  Baknuw 
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Hark!  hark,iiiy  wal:  aagtlie  toigtu*  •wsUinc  How  iwMt  tli«  trttli  UioM  UMt««i  ilndMi  u*  ttlUnf 

(Xtr  Milk's  gTMa  Mdi  ud  omu*s  wa?*>bwt  skv*  t 


UBKRAIK. 


Of  tlut  Mw  lift  whtn  liii  ihaU  bt  no  mors.  Anf«U  of  J«  •  iu,Anf«Uof  Uf kt,  SUffinf  to  w«l-oomt  th«  pt 
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Tx             ^1           •  1  ^  ivc  ,       1     •!          B  II  Faith's  journey  ends  m  welcomu  to  tlio 

Darker  than   night  life's   shadows    fall  «rlo%.v 

-  weary  I 

arouna  us,  ^^^  heaven,  the  heart's  true  homo,  will 

And  like  benighted  men,  we  miss  our  ^^^^  ^^  last.  -Rkf. 
mark; 

God  hides  himself,  and  grace  hath  scarce-  3  cheer  up,  my  soul !    faith's  niooiihoaiim 

ly  found  us,  softly  gliston 

Ere  death  finds  out  his  victims  in  the  Upon  the  breast  of  life's  most  troubled 

dark. — Rep.  sea; 

^    ,                 .,.,.,        .    ,.i,     ,  And  it  will  cheer  tliy  drooping  heart  to 

2  Best  comes  at  length,  though  life  be  HHten 

long  and  dreary,  To  those  brave  songs  which  angels  mean 

The  day    must    dawn,   and    darksome  for  thee Rbf 

night  be  past ;  '            I'rodtrkk  w.  luur. 


OBBBLAHD.    P.  M. 


Swim  Melody. 


Hark! kark! my  tool,    oa-gel-leioBffaaniwoll-lBgO'orourtk'igrooBfloldf  aado-ooaa'twtTO-btttfkoroi   How  fwoot tk« 
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tLbc  Cbridtian'0  Deatb. 


8T.  ALBIVnB.    71,  8i. 


H.  J.  Gauntlett. 


Tj^}^\i-iV\ti\\i\i^m^ 


Je  -  8U8  lives  I  no    long  -  er     now      Can   thy     ter-rors.  Death, ap  j>   pall       us:        Je  •  sua 
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1153    "9c  s^tn  Kbe  ttlso." 

Jesus  lives !  no  longer  now 

Can  thy  terrors.  Death,  appall  ns : 

Jesus  lives !  and  this  we  know, 
Thou,  0  Grave,  canst  not  enthrall  us. 

2  Jesus  lives :  henceforth  is  death 
But  the  gate  of  life  immortal ; 

This  shall  calm  our  trembling  breath. 
When  we  pass  its  gloomy  portal. 

LOVO  HOMB.    7s,  8s.  7t. 


3  Jesus  lives :  our  hearts  know  well 
Naught  from  us  his  love  shall  sever ; 

Life,  nor  death,  nor  powers  of  hell 
Tear  us  from  his  keeping  ever. 

4  Jesus  lives :  to  him  the  throne 
Over  all  the  world  is  given : 

May  we  go  where  he  is  gone. 
Best  and  reig^  with  him  in  heaven. 

Frances  E.  Cox,  tr. 
A.  S.  Sullivan. 


Tender  Shepherd, thou  hast  stilled  Now  thy  little  lamb's  briefweeping:  Ah,how  peaceful,pale,and  mild 

O.r^  .f  r. 


In  its  nar*row  bed 't  is  sleep-ins  I  And  no  sifh  of  anguish  sore  Heaves  that  little  do  -  som  more. 


m 


sleep-ing 


m 


-Af= 


I 


1 1 54    V'*^  ^f  *  ^^^^  ^tiini. 
Tender  Shepherd,  thou  hast  stilled 

Now  thy  little  Iambus  brief  weeping : 
Ah,  how  peaceful,  pale,  and  mild 

In  its  narrow  bed  't  is  sleeping ! 
And  no  sigh  of  anguish  sore 
Heaves  that  little  bosom  more. 


r- 

2  Ah,  Lord  Jesus,  grant  that  we 
Where  it  lives  may  soon  be  living, 

And  the  lovely  pastures  see 
That  its  heavenly  food  are  giving ; 

Then  the  gain  of  death  we  prove. 

Though  thou  take  what  most  we  love. 

Catherine  IVinkwoitii,  tr. 


Zbc  Cbriatian'a  Deatb. 


LIOMIHSTIS. 
Slowly. 


&  M.    D. 


Arr.  by  A.  S.  Suluvan. 
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A  ftwrnoreyMifBludlroll,  A  ibwmor«iMMiisoome,  And  we  shall  be  with  those  tlutrett 

j5L-     -----  ----  /^ 


Then,  0  my  Lord,  pre-pare  Ky  seal  for  thatgreat  day;  Oh,  wash  me  in  thy  precious  Uood,  And takemysins  a  -  way. 


^^■fi[:[[piFifPfFf 


A  FEW  more  years  shall  roll, 

A  few  more  seasons  come, 
And  we  shall  be  with  those  that  rest 

Asleep  within  the  tomb : 

Rep. — Then,  0  my  Lord,  prepare 

My  soul  for  that  g^reat  day ; 
Oh,  wash  me  in  thy  precious  blood, 
And  take  my  sins  away. 

2  A  few  more  sans  shall  set 
O^er  these  dark  hills  of  time. 

And  we  shall  be  where  suns  are  not, 
A  far  serener  clime :— Ref. 

ounrwooD.  s.  m. 


3  A  few  more  storms  shall  beat 
On  this  wild  rooky  shore. 

And  we  shall  be  where  tempests  cease, 
And  surges  swell  no  more: — Ref. 

4  A  few  more  struggles  here, 
A  few  more  partings  o^er, 

A  few  more  toils,  a  few  more  tears. 
And  we  shall  weep  no  more : —  Ref. 

5  'T  is  but  a  little  while 
And  he  shall  come  again, 

Who  died  that  we  might  live,  who  lives 
That  we  with  him  may  reign : — Ref. 


Horatius  Bonar. 


J.  E.  SwKirrsKR. 


It    is  not  death  to  dii 


fe4ffif 


To  leave  this  weary  road,  And  'mid  the  broth>er -hood  on  high ,    To  be    at  home  with  Ckd. 

J  -       '^' 


riFfPf^fiff^ 


p^^a 


1 1 56  "Wfirtc  iM  ^u  Firtorfl?" 

It  is  not  death  to  die — 
To  leave  this  weary  road, 

And  ^mid  the  brotherhood  on  high, 
To  be  at  home  with  God. 

2  It  is  not  death  to  close 

The  eye  long  dimmed  by  tears, 
And  wake,  in  glorious  repose 
To  spend  eternal  years. 

3  It  is  not  death  to  bear 

The  wrench  that  sets  us  free 


From  dungeon  chain, — to  breathe  the  air 
Of  boundless  liberty. 

4  It  is  not  death  to  fling 
Aside  this  sinful  dust, 

And  rise,  on  strong  exulting  wing, 
To  live  among  the  just. 

5  Jesus,  thou  Prince  of  life  I 
Thy  chosen  cannot  die ; 

Like  thee,  they  conquer  in  the  strife. 
To  reign  with  thee  on  high. 


^^..'^  ,'«»)eftNa»«.. 
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8T.  ULLICBHT.    7i,  is. 


A.  S.  SULUVAS. 


jiaiuaji 


Let  no  tears  to-day  be  shed,    Ho-ly    is     this  nar-row bed.     Al  •  le 


t=^ 


lu  •  ia.      [A-VMn.] 


1157  BurUIofaffl)!!)!. 

Let  no  tears  to-day  be  shed. 
Holy  is  this  narrow  bed.    Alleluia ! 

2  Death  eternal  life  bestows, 

Open  heaven's  portal  throws.    Alleluia ! 

3  Not  salvation  hardly  won, 


5  Grants  the  prize  without  the  course ; 
Crowns,  without  the  battle's  force.  Alleluia ! 

6  God,  who  loveth  innocence, 

Hastes  to  take  his  darling  hence.  Alleluia ! 

7  Christ,  when  this  sad  life  is  done, 
Join  us  to  thy  little  one.    Alleluia ! 


Not  the  meed  of  race  well  run :    Alleluia !   g  ^^^  ^^  ^^j^^  ^^  ^^^^^^  j^^^^ 


4  But  the  pity  of  the  Lord 

Gives  his  child  a  full  reward :    Alleluia ! 

TAPHOB.    P.  M. 


Bring  us  to  the  ranks  above.  Alleluia!  Amen. 

Richard  F.  Littledale,  tr. 


J.  Baknbv. 


feep  thy  last  sleep,  free  from  care  and  sor-row;  Rest.where  none  weep, till  th*  e-ter-nal  mor-row; 


ftf^^ 


Tho'  dark  waves  roil      o'er  the   si -lent  riv  -  er,     Thy  faint-ing  souT        Je  -  sua  can  de  •  liv  -  er. 


^g^ 


J^**''^,,      ,^1         a      \                     J  Under  thy  sod,  earth,  receive  our  treasure, 

Sleep  thy  last  sleep,  free  from  care  and  ^o  rest  in  God,  waiting  all  his  pleasure. 

sorrow;                                 [morrow;  _,        ,                              xi.        •      li.     , 

Rest,  where  none  weep,  till  the  eternal  3  Though  we  may  mourn  those  in  life  the 

Though  dark  waves  roll  o'er  the  silent   ^,   __  l®*y®_®h ^,   ,  ,       ,        [pearest! 

river. 
Thy  fainting  soul  Jesus  can  deliver. 


They  shall  return,  Christ,  when  thou  ap- 
Soon  shall  thy  voice  comfort  those  now 

2  Life'sdreamispast,allits8in  itssadness;    Biddin7rSt  all  in  Jesus  sleeping. 
Bnerhtlv  at  last  dawns  a  day  of  gladness.  ^^Lt  An. 


«THT  WILL  Bl  DOin."— Chant 

FIKR. 


Edward  A.  Dayman. 
Lowell  Mason. 
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Close.  Thy    will    be      done! 
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1  "Thy  will  be  |  done !"  ||  In  devious  way  The  hurrying  stream  of  |  life  may    run  ; 

Yet  still  our  grateful  hearts  shall  say,  |  "  Thy  will  be  |  done." 

2  "Thy  will  be  |  done!"  ||  If  o'er  us  shine  A  gladdening  and  a  |  prosperous  |  sun, 

This  prayer  will  make  it  more  divine  —  |  "  Thy  will  be  |  done ! " 

3  "Thy  will  be  |  done !"  ||  Though  shrouded  o'er  Our  path  with  |  gloom,  ||  one  com- 

fort —  one  II  Is  ours:  —  to  breathe,  while  we  adore,  |  "Thy  will  be  |  done." 

John  Bowriag. 


tCbe  CbtfBtian'0  Deatb. 


BUTEEBTOBB.    F.  1L 


C.  D*  Urban. 
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The    sands  of    time      are      sink-ing;  The  dawn  of  heav-en    breaks;  The  summer  morn  I've 


^ 


^wam-t^ 


g 
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sighed    for,        The    fair,  sweet  morn  a    •    wakes.    Dark,  dark    hath  been   the  mid  -  night ;  But 


rTTTO^ 


7^    J    J:f[^ll 


day-spring  is       at    hand.       And    glo  •  ry —  glo  -   ry    dwell  -  eth 


In      Im  •  man  •  uel's  land. 

-I 


1 1 60     "  Sntnumurl's  &anD." 

The  sands  of  time  are  sinking ; 

The  dawn  of  heaven  breaks ; 
The  summer  mom  I  've  sighed  for, 

The  fair,  sweet  mom  awakes. 
Dark,  dark  hath  been  the  midnight ; 

But  dayspring  is  at  hand, 
And  glory — glory  dwelleth 
In  ImmanuePs  land. 

2  Oh,  Christ !  he  is  the  fountain. 
The  deep,  sweet  well  of  love ; 

The  streams  on  earth  I  've  tasted. 
More  deep  I  '11  drink  above ; 

There  to  an  ocean  fullness 
His  mercy  doth  expand, 

And  glory — glory  dwelleth 
In  ImmanuePs  land. 

3  With  mercy  and  with  judgment 
My  web  of  time  he  wove. 

And  aye  the  dews  of  sorrow 
Were  lustered  by  his  love ; 

I  '11  bless  the  hand  that  guided, 
I  Ul  bless  the  heart  that  planned. 

When  throned  where  glory  dwelleth. 
In  Immanuel's  land. 

Mis.  Anne  R.  Cousin. 


1161    "9)fs  blouse  of  tEKinr." 

Oh,  Christ,  he  is  the  fountain. 
The  deep,  sweet  well  of  love ! 

The  streams  on  earth  I  've  tasted. 
More  deep  I  'U  drink  above : 

There  to  an  ocean  fullness 
His  mercy  doth  expand. 

And  glory — glory  dwelleth 
In  Immanuel's  land. 

2  Oh,  I  am  my  Beloved's, 
And  my  Beloved 's  mine ! 

He  brings  a  poor  vile  sinner 
Into  his  '*  house  of  wine !" 

I  stand  upon  his  merit, 
I  know  no  other  stand. 

Not  ev'n  where  glory  dwelleth 
In  Immanuel's  land. 

3  The  bride  eyes  not  her  garment, 
But  her  dear  Bridegroom's  face ; 

I  will  not  gaze  at  glory, 
But  on  my  King  of  Grace  — 

Not  at  the  crown  he  giveth, 
But  on  his  piercM  hand  — 

The  Lamb  is  all  the  glory 
Of  Immanuel's  land. 

Mrs.  Anne  R.  Cotidn. 
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TCbe  (Beneral  Judgment 


mmiBAH.  a  F.  iL 


LowKLX.  Mason. 


When  thou,  my  righteous  Judge, shaft  come 

Mm — M m ffl 


To     take     thy  ran-somed  peo- pie  home.    Shall 


:c  ^  f  F  P 


I  a-mong  them  stand  ?  (  Shall  such  a  worth-less  worm  as    I, 

(Who  sometimes  am  a  •  fraid  to     die, 


Be  found  at  thy  right  hand  7 


: 


I 


f 


s 


i 


1162  ffflcffribttntU 

When  thou,  my  righteous  Judge,  shalt  oome 
To  take  thy  ransomed  people  home, 

Shall  I  among  them  stand  Y 
Shall  such  a  worthless  worm  as  I, 
Who  sometimes  am  afraid  to  die, 

Be  found  at  thy  right  hand  f 

2  I  love  to  meet  thy  people  now, 
Before  thy  feet  with  them  to  bow, 
Though  vilest  of  them  all ; 

BBS8T.    8t,7i,4s. 


But,  can  I  bear  the  piercing  thought, 
What  if  my  name  should  be  left  out, 
When  thou  for  them  shalt  call  Y 

3  Among  thy  saints  let  me  be  found, 
Whene'er  the  archangel's  trump  shall  sound. 

To  see  thy  smiling  face ; 
Then  loudest  of  the  throng  I  '11  sing, 
While  heaven's  resounding  mansions  ring 

With  shouts  of  sovereign  g^race. 

LiAdy  HuotiugfeCKU 
LowKLi.  Mason. 


thousand  thunders,Shakes  the  vast  crea*tion  round:  How  the  summons  Will  the  sinner's  heart  confound! 


^MrHm 


1 1 63        "'''I  °'  tmonDeTS." 

Day  of  judgment !  day  of  wonders! 

Hark! — the  trumpet's  awful  sound. 
Louder  than  a  thousand  thunders. 

Shakes  the  vast  creation  round : 
How  the  summons 

Will  the  sinner's  heart  confound ! 

2  See  the  Judge,  our  nature  wearing. 

Clothed  in  majesty  divine ! 
You,  yfho  long  for  his  appearing, 


Then  shall  say,  "This  God  is  mine!" 

Gracious  Saviour  I 
Own  me  in  that  day  for  thine. 

3  At  his  call,  the  dead  awaken, 
Rise  to  life  from  earth  and  sea ; 

All  the  powers  of  nature,  shaken 
By  his  looks,  prepare  to  flee : 

Careless  sinner ! 
What  will  then  become  of  theeY 

John  NcwtoD. 


^bc  (Beneral  ^u^dment. 


JXTDOMIHT.    P.  M. 
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Martin  Luther. 


(  Great  Ood!  what  do    I    see  and  hear  I    The  end  of  things  ere  •  at  -  ed !  ) 

{The  Judge  of  man  I    see  ap-pear,    On  clouds  of  glo  •  ry     seat>ed:  >  The  trumpet  sounds;  the 


lififfrnfffinrrfFi,^^ 


1 1 Q^        yrriWTc  to  JKf rt  €cot. 

Great  God,  what  do  I  see  and  hear ! 

The  end  of  things  created! 
The  Judge  of  man  I  see  appear. 

On  clouds  of  glory  seated : 
The  trumpet  sounds ;  the  graves  restore 
The  dead  which  they  contained  before ; 

Prepare,  my  soul,  to  meet  him. 

2  The  dead  in  Christ  shall  first  arise, 
At  the  last  trumpet's  sounding — 

Caught  up  to  meet  him  in  the  skies, 
With  joy  their  Lord  surrounding ; 

No  gloomy  fears  their  souls  dismay. 

His  presence  sheds  eternal  day 
On  those  prepared  to  meet  him. 

3  But  sinners,  filled  with  guilty  fears. 
Behold  his  wrath  prevailing ; 

For  they  shall  rise,  and  find  their  tears 

And  sighs  are  unavailing : 
The  day  of  grace  is  past  and  gone ; 
Trembling  they  stand  before  the  throne, 

All  unprepared  to  meet  him. 

4  Great  God  I  what  do  I  see  and  hear ! 
The  end  of  things  created ! 

The  Judge  of  man  I  see  appear. 

On  clouds  of  glory  seated : 
Beneath  his  cross  I  view  the  day 
When  heaven  and  earth  shall  pass  away, 

And  thus  prepare  to  meet  him. 

William  B.  Collyer. 


1 1 65         *'  <nto  €^int  fDtnti." 

When  my  last  hour  is  close  at  hand, 

My  last  sad  journey  taken. 
Do  thou.  Lord  Jesus !  by  me  stand ; 

Let  me  not  be  forsaken : 

0  Lord !  my  spirit  I  resign 
Into  thy  loving  hands  divine ; 

'T  is  safe  within  thy  keeping. 

2  Countless  as  sands  upon  the  shore, 
My  sins  may  then  appall  me ; 

Yet,  though  my  conscience  vex  me  sore, 

Despair  shall  not  enthrall  me ; 
For  as  I  draw  my  latest  breath, 

1  'U  think.  Lord  Christ !  upon  thy  death ; 

And  there  find  consolation. 

3  I  shall  not  in  the  g^rave  remain. 
Since  thou  death's  bonds  hast  severed ; 

By  hope  with  thee  to  rise  again, 
From  fear  of  death  delivered, 
I  'U  come  to  thee,  where'er  thou  art, — 
Live  with  thee,  from  thee  never  part ; 
Therefore  I  die  in  rapture. 

4  And  so  to  Jesus  Christ  I  'U  go. 
My  longing  arms  extending ; 

So  fall  asleep,  in  slumber  deep. 

Slumber  that  knows  no  ending ; 
Till  Jesus  Christ,  God's  only  Son, 
Opens  the  gates  of  bliss,  leads  on 
To  heaven,  to  life  eternal. 
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tTbe  Vedt  ot  tCMVcn. 


ALFOSD.    7i,6t,80. 


J.  B.  Dykes. 


4M^f\U^¥^i\i0^MitW 


Ten  thousand  times  ten  thonsand,In  sparkling  raiment  bright,The  armies  of  the  ransomed  sainte  Thronf  up  ths  steeps  of  liglit :  T  is 


tlJ:fflljrif|^ 
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finished,  all  is   flnishedi  Their  fight  with  death  and  sin :  Tling  o-pen  wide  the  gold-en  gatee,  And  let  the  Tictors  in. 


\i\mww'\\ 


1  \  QQ  €i}t  ttrmirf  of  CoD. 

Ten  thousand  times  ten  thousand. 

In  sparkling  raiment  bright. 
The  armies  of  the  ransomed  saints 

Throng  up  the  steeps  of  light : 
'T  is  finished,  all  is  finished, 

Their  fight  with  death  and  sin : 
Fling  open  wide  the  golden  gates, 

And  let  the  victors  in. 

2  What  rush  of  hallelujahs 
Fills  all  the  earth  and  sky ! 

What  ringing  of  a  thousand  harps 
Bespeaks  the  triumph  nigh ! 

Oh,  day,  for  which  creation 
And  all  its  tribes  were  made ! 

Oh,  joy,  for  all  its  former  woes, 
A  thousand  fold  repaid ! 

WOODLAVD.    C  M.    6L 


3  Oh,  then  what  raptured  greetings 
On  Canaan^s  happy  shore, 

Wliat  knitting  severed  friendships  up, 
Where  partings  are  no  more ! 

Then  eyes  with  joy  shall  sparkle, 
That  brimmed  with  tears  of  late. 

Orphans  no  longer  fatherless. 
Nor  widows  desolate. 

4  Bring  near  thy  great  salvation. 
Thou  Lamb  for  sinners  slain ; 

Fill  up  the  roll  of  thine  elect. 
Then  take  thy  power,  and  reign ; 

Appear,  Desire  of  nations — 
Thine  exiles  long  for  home  — 

Show  in  the  heaven  thy  promised  sign, 
Thou  Prince  and  Saviour,  come ! 

Hctuy  AUotd. 
N.  G.  Gould. 
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There    is      an  hour    of    peace-ful  rest,     To  mourning  wand'reragiv'n;  There  is     a     joy    for 
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souls     diS'tressed,    A    balm    for    ev 
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ery  wound -ed  breast:  'Tis    found     a-bove— in  heav'o. 
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tCbe  Heat  ot  t>cavcn. 


KATBOUDDXV.    7s,  6f,  81. 


Arr.  fr.  Rubinstsin,  by  H.  L 
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The  Homeland  I  oh,  the  Homeland !    The    land  of  souls  free  •  born  1 


No  gloomy  night  is 


known  there,  But  aye  the  fadeless  morn :        I  *m    sighing    for  that   coun  •  try,    My  heart  is 


ach  <-  ing       here  ; 


There    is    no    pain   in   the  Home-land  To  which  I  *m  drawing  near. 


The  Homeland !  oh,  the  Homeland ! 

Tlie  land  of  souls  free-bom ! 
No  gloomy  night  is  known  there, 

Bat  aye  the  fadeless  mom : 

1  'm  sighing  for  that  country, 

My  heart  is  aching  here ; 
There  is  no  pain  in  the  Homeland 
To  which  I  'm  drawing  near. 

2  My  Lord  is  in  the  Homeland, 
With  angels  bright  and  fair ; 

No  sinful  thing  nor  evil. 
Can  ever  enter  there ; 


The  music  of  the  ransomed 

Is  ringing  in  my  ears, 
And  when  I  think  of  the  Homeland, 

My  eyes  are  wet  with  tears. 

3  For  loved  ones  in  the  Homeland 

Are  waiting  me  to  come 
Where  neither  death  nor  sorrow 

Invades  their  holy  home : 
Oh,  dear,  dear  native  country ! 

Oh,  rest  and  peace  above ! 
Christ  bring  us  all  to  the  Homeland 

Of  his  eternal  love. 

Hugh  Rcf^iiiald  Haweis. 


LI 68     C.V.  6L    TniM— WOODLAVD. 

There  is  an  hour  of  peaceful  rest. 
To  mourning  wanderers  given ; 

There  is  a  joy  for  souls  distressed ; 

A.  balm  for  every  wounded  breast : 
'T  is  found  above — in  heaven. 

2  There  is  a  home  for  weary  souls. 

By  sin  and  sorrow  driven, — 
When  tossed  on  life's  tempestuous  shoals. 
Where  storms  arise,  and  ocean  rolls. 

And  all  is  drear — but  heaven. 


3  There  faith  lifts  up  her  cheerful  eye 
To  brighter  prospects  given ; 

And  views  the  tempest  passing  by, 
The  evening  shadows  quickly  fly, 
And  all  serene — in  heaven. 

4  There  fragrant  flowers  immortal  bloom. 
And  joys  supreme  are  given ; 

There  rays  divine  disperse  the  gloom : 
Beyond  the  confines  of  the  tomb 
Appears  the  dawn  of  heaven  ! 

William  B.  Tappan. 


\ 
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tLbc  Heat  ot  tycavcn. 


LOWBT.    L.  1L 


G.  F.  Root. 


fe-3^ff|j:;H'l^lii'j'f^l^^Sl^^ 


The    Father's  house  i  thine  own  bright  home !  And  thou  hast   there      a       place      for      me! 


1 1 69  "JRtna  JBaiuioiu." 

Thy  Father's  house !  thine  own  bright  home ! 

And  thou  hast  there  a  place  for  me ! 
Though  yet  an  exile  here  I  roam, 

That  distant  home  by  faith  I  see. 

2  I  see  its  domes  resplendent  glow, 
Where  beams  of  God's  own  glory  fall ; 

And  trees  of  life  immortal  grow, 
Whose  fruits  o'erhang  the  sapphire  wall. 

3  I  know  that  thou,  who  on  the  tree 
Didst  deign  our  mortal  g^uilt  to  bear. 

Wilt  bring  thine  own  to  dwell  with  thee. 
And  waitest  to  receive  me  there! 

4  Thy  love  will  there  array  my  soul 
In  thine  own  robe  of  spotless  hue ; 

And  I  shall  gaze,  while  ages  roll, 
On  thee,  with  raptures  ever  new ! 

5  Oh,  welcome  day !  when  thou  my  feet 
Shalt  bring  the  shining  threshold  o'er ; 

A  Father's  warm  embrace  to  meet. 
And  dwell  at  home  for  evermore ! 

Ray  Palmer. 

1170         *«J«»^7. 

What  sinners  value  I  resign  j 

Lord!  'tis  enough  that  thou  art  mine; 

1  shall  behold  thy  blissful  face, 
And  stand  complete  in  righteousness. 

2  This  life 's  a  dream— an  empty  show  j 
But  the  bright  world,  to  which  I  go. 
Hath  joys  substantial  and  sincere ; 
When  shall  I  wake,  and  find  me  there  t 


3  Oh,  glorious  hour!  oh,  blest  abode ! 

1  shall  be  near,  and  like  my  God ; 
And  flesh  and  sin  no  more  control 
The  sacred  pleasures  of  the  soul. 

4  My  flesh  shall  slumber  in  the  ground, 
Till  the  last  trumpet's  joyful  sound ; 
Then  burst  the  chains,  with  sweet  surprise, 
And  in  my  Saviour's  image  rise ! 

Isaac  Watb. 

1171         "  KKfle  fDttt  Kot  Skat." 

Now  LET  our  souls,  on  wings  sublime, 
Rise  from  the  vanities  of  time. 
Draw  back  the  parting  vail,  and  see 
The  glories  of  eternity. 

2  Bom  by  a  new  celestial  birth. 
Why  should  we  grovel  here  on  earth  t 
Why  grasp  at  transitory  toys, 

So  near  to  heaven's  eternal  joys  f 

3  Should  aught  beguile  us  on  the  road, 
When  we  are  walking  back  to  God  f 
For  strangers  into  life  we  come, 

And  dying  is  but  going  home. 

4  Welcome,  sweet  hour  of  full  discharge  I 
That  sets  our  longing  souls  at  large, 
Unbinds  our  chains,  breaks  up  our  cell, 
And  gives  us  with  our  God  to  dwell. 

5  To  dwell  with  God — to  feel  his  love, 
Is  the  full  heaven  enjoyed  above ; 
And  the  sweet  expectation  now 

Is  the  young  dawn  of  heaven  below. 

Thomas  Cibbou. 
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TCbe  Heat  ot  f)eaven. 


ODIAVGO.    L.  M.   D. 


Arr.  by  F.  L.  Brown. 
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.rord,  thou  wilt  bring  the  joyful  day ;  Be*yond  earth's  weariness  and  pains,  Thou  hast  a  mansion 


far    a  -  way,  Where,  for  thine  own,  a  rest  remains.  No  sun  there  climbs  the  morning  sky.  There 
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lever  falls  the  shade  of  night,  Ood  and  the  Lamb,  for  ever  nigh,  O'er  all  shed  ev  •  er  -  lasting  light. 
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^f  Best  t<)tt  Bcmainrtfi. 

ihou  wilt  bring  the  joyful  day; 
>nd  earth's  weariness  and  pains, 
ast  a  mansion  far  away, 
re,  for  thine  own,  a  rest  remains, 
there  climbs  the  morning  sky, 
e  never  falls  the  shade  of  night, 
d  the  Lamb,  for  ever  nigh, 
all  shed  everlasting  light. 

bow  of  mercy  spans  the  throne, 
lem  of  love  and  goodness  there ; 
aotes  to  mortals  all  unknown 
i;  on  the  calm  celestial  air. 
1  the  throne  bright  legions  stand, 
emed  by  blood  from  sin  and  hell ; 
ining  forms,  an  angel  band, 
mighty  chorus  join  to  swell. 

e,  Lord,  thy  wayworn  saints  shall  find 

bliss  for  which  they  longed  before ; 

»liest  sympathies  shall  bind 

B  own  to  thee  for  evermore. 

3,  bring  us  to  that  rest, 

re  all  the  ransomed  shall  be  found, 

e  eternal  fuUness  blest, 

e  ages  roll  their  cycles  round. 

Ray  Palmer. 


1173     llVitt)  fffirtet  in  Slorfi. 

Oh,  for  a  sweet,  inspiring  ray. 

To  animate  our  feeble  strains. 
From  the  bright  realms  of  endless  day. 

The  blissful  realms,  where  Jesus  reigns. 
There,  low  before  his  glorious  throne. 

Adoring  saints  and  angels  fall ; 
And  with  delightful  worship  own 

His  smile  their  bliss,  their  heaven,  their  all. 

2  Immoral  glories  crown  his  head. 
While  tuneful  hallelujahs  rise. 

And  love,  and  joy,  and  triumph  spread 
Through  all  the  assemblies  of  the  skies. 

He  smiles,  and  seraphs  tune  their  songs 
To  boundless  rapture  while  they  gaze ; 

Ten  thousand  thousand  joyful  tongues 
Resound  his  everlasting  praise. 

3  There,  all  the  favorites  of  the  Lamb 
Shall  join  at  last  the  heavenly  choir; 

Oh,  may  the  joy-inspiring  theme 
Awake  our  faith  and  warm  desire. 

Dear  Saviour,  let  thy  Spirit  seal 
Our  interest  in  that  blissful  place ; 

Till  death  remove  this  mortal  vail. 
And  we  behold  thy  lovely  face. 

Anne  Steele. 


\ 
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JLbc  Vcdt  ot  tycavcn. 


CAinWALTnf.    8t,7f,7t. 


Welsh  Melody. 


TTj  J  ^  ^1  j  r^  J  li^pi^fe^ 


Wlio  aro  thMelike  start  aj^-psar- ing,ThflM.be-fbn  Ood'i  throne  who  stand  flaeh  a   fold-on    erownis    wMrisf; 


gjf  f  ffrcy  Nffp^if" 


f  ^  ^  I  i]U  fHi^^^^^^ 


r      ^     . 

Who  aro   all    this     glo  -rioos  bandf   Al  •  le  •  In  •  la !  hark  they  aing,      Praia  •  ing  load  their  hea^nly  King. 

1    *  n    .J 
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Who  are  these  like  stars  appearing, 

These,  before  God's  throne  who  stand 
Each  a  golden  crown  is  wearing ; 
Who  are  all  this  glorioas  band  f 
Alleluia !  hark  they  sing, 
Praising  loud  their  heavenly  King. 

2  These  are  they  who  have  contended 

For  their  Saviour's  honor  long, 
Wrestling  on  till  life  was  ended. 
Following  not  the  sinful  throng: 
These,  who  well  the  fight  sustained. 
Triumph  by  the  Lamb  have  gained. 

ALL  SAIHT8.    8e,  7s,  7s. 


3  These  are  they  whose  hearts  were  riven, 
Sore  with  woe  and  anguish  tried, 

Who  in  prayer  full  oft  have  striven 
With  the  God  they  glorified : 
Now,  their  painful  conflict  o'er, 
God  has  bid  them  weep  no  more. 

4  Lo,  the  Lamb  himself  now  feeds  them, 
On  Mount  Sion's  pastures  fair ; 

From  his  central  throne  he  leads  them 
By  the  living  fountains  there : 
Lamb  and  Shepherd,  Good  Supreme, 
Free  he  gives  the  cooling  stream. 

Frances  E.  On. 
German  Choral. 


r  -f^T    r  ^  ^        r  r  t 


On  the  fount  of    life    e  •  ter-nal  Qaz-ing  wiat-ful  and  a*thir8t ;  Yearning,8training,frona  theprisoo 


Of  con-fin-ing  flesh  to  burst;  Here  the  soul  an     ex  -  ile  sighs    For  her  na-tive    Par  -a-  diu. 


ffflft  ^glf  ^-M^rTf^ 
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tLbc  Vcdt  ot  f)eaven. 


MILIJHQTOV.    8i,7t,7«. 


W.  B.  Bradbury. 
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( Life    ia  but      a    dy  -  ing  ta  •  per— O  my  soul,  why  wish  to  stay/  >  Why  not  spread  thy  wings  and  fly 
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What  is  life  t  't  is  but  a  vapor, 

Soon  it  vanishes  away ; 
Life  is  but  a  dying  taper — 

O  my  soul,  why  wish  to  stay  t 
Why  not  spread  thy  wings  and  fly 
Straight  to  yonder  world  of  joy  t 

2  See  that  glory,  how  resplendent ! 
Brighter  far  than  fancy  paints ; 

There,  in  majesty  transcendent, 
Jesus  reigns — the  King  of  saints. 
Why  not  spread,  etc. 

3  Joyful  crowds,  his  throne  surrounding, 
Sing  with  rapture  of  his  love ; 

Through  the  heavens  his  praise  resounding, 
Filling  all  the  courts  above. 
Why  not  spread,  etc. 

4  Go,  and  share  his  people^s  glory, 
'Midst  the  ransomed  crowd  appear ; 

Thine  a  jojrf ul  wondrous  story. 
One  that  angels  love  to  hear. 
Why  not  spread,  etc. 

Thomas  Kelly. 
1176  "mtstfuIsnTltttfiiTSt." 

On  the  fount  of  life  eternal 

Gazing  wistful  and  athirst ; 
Yearning,  straining,  from  the  prison 

Of  confining  flesh  to  burst ; 
Here  the  soul  an  exile  sighs 
For  her  native  Paradise. 


2  Who  can  paint  that  lovely  city. 
City  of  true  peace  divine. 

Whose  pure  gates,  for  ever  open. 
Each  in  pearly  splendor  shine } 
Whose  abodes  of  glory  clear 
Naught  defiling  cometh  near  f 

3  There  no  stormy  winter  rages ; 
There  no  scorching  summer  glows ; 

But  through  one  perennial  spring-tide. 

Blooms  the  lily  with  the  rose ; 
And  the  Lamb,  with  purest  ray. 
Scatters  round  eternal  day. 

4  There  the  saints  of  God,  resplendent 
As  the  sun  in  all  his  might. 

Evermore  rejoice  together. 

Crowned  with  diadems  of  light  j 
And  from  peril  safe  at  last. 
Reckon  up  their  triumphs  past. 

5  Happy  they,  who  with  them  seated 
Shall  in  all  their  glory  share ! 

Oh,  that  we,  our  days  completed, 

Might  be  but  admitted  there  ! 
There  with  them  the  praise  to  sing 
Of  our  glorious  God  and  King. 

6  Look,  O  Jesus,  on  thy  soldiers. 
Worn  and  wounded  in  the  fight ; 

Grant,  oh,  grant  us  rest  for  ever. 

In  thy  beatific  sight, 
And  thyself  our  guerdon  be 
Through  a  long  eternity. 

Edward  Caswall,  tr. 
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SAHCTUABY.    8t,  7t.    B. 


J.  B.  Dykks. 


MuItltndMy  which  none  can  nii]&ber,Like  the  itan  in  glory  itendtClothad  in  white  appu«lf  holding  Palms  of  Tietery  in  thoir  handi. 
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Hark  !  the  sound  of  holy  voices, 

Chanting  at  the  crystal  sea, 
Hallelujah,  hallelujah, 

Hallelujah,  Lord,  to  thee ! 
Multitudes,  which  none  can  number. 

Like  the  stars  in  glory  stand. 
Clothed  in  white  apparel,  holding 

Palms  of  victory  in  their  hands. 

2  They  have  come  from  tribulation, 
And  have  washed  their  robes  in  blood. 

Washed  them  in  the  blood  of  Jesus ; 
Tried  they  were  and  firm  they  stood. 


VX8PSB.    8f,7i. 


Mocked,  imprisoned,  stoned,  tormented. 
Sawn  asunder,  slain  with  sword, 

They  have  conquered  death  and  Satan 
By  the  might  of  Christ  the  Lord. 

3  Now  they  reigfn  in  heavenly  glory. 

Now  they  walk  in  golden  light, 
Now  they  drink,  as  from  a  river, 

Holy  bliss  and  infinite. 
Love  and  peace  they  taste  for  ever, 

And  all  truth  and  knowledge  see 
In  the  beatific  vision 

Of  the  bless6d  Trinity. 

C«  Mfottttwovtli. 
Arr.  fr.  Flotow. 


1178  Not^urBrtt. 

This  is  not  my  place  of  resting, — 
Mine's  a  city  yet  to  come  j 

Onward  to  it  I  am  hasting — 
On  to  my  eternal  home. 

2  In  it  all  is  light  and  glory ; 

O'er  it  shines  a  nightless  day: 
Every  trace  of  sin's  sad  story, 

AJ]  the  curse,  hath  passed  away. 


3  There  the  Lamb,  our  Shepherd,  leads  us 
By  the  streams  of  life  along, — 

On  the  freshest  pastures  feeds  us, 
Turns  our  sighing  into  song. 

4  Soon  we  pass  this  desert  dreary. 
Soon  we  bid  farewell  to  pain ; 

Never  more  are  sad  or  weary. 
Never,  never  sin  again ! 

HoratiasBoaar. 


OUIDAHCB.    8s,7t.   D. 
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Arr.  fr.  Flotow. 
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Bun  at  dawn-ing,  Night  will  soon  o'er-doud 


1 1 79     "  ^^^  ^^"fl  ^"  ^'*  Veautg.'* 

Time,  thou  speedest  on  but  slowly, 

Hours,  how  tardy  is  your  pace ! 
Ere  with  Him,  the  high  and  holy, 

I  hold  converse  face  to  face. 
Here  is  naught  but  care  and  mourning ; 

Comes  a  joy,  it  will  not  stay ; 
Fairly  shines  the  sun  at  dawning. 

Night  will  soon  o'ercloud  the  day. 

2  Onward  then !  not  long  I  wander 

Ere  my  Saviour  comes  for  me, 
And  with  him  abiding  yonder. 

All  his  glory  I  shall  see. 
Oh,  the  music  and  the  singing 

Of  the  host  redeemed  by  love ! 
Oh,  the  hallelujahs  ringing 

Through  the  halls  of  light  above ! 

C.  Winkworth.  tr. 

\  1  qQ   €^t  ffotuummation. 

Jesus,  blessed  Mediator ! 

Thou  the  airy  path  hast  trod ; 
Thou  the  Judge,  the  Consummator ! 

Shepherd  of  the  fold  of  God ! 
Can  I  trust  a  fellow-being  t 

Can  I  trust  an  angel's  care? 
0  thou  merciful  All-seeing ! 

Beam  around  my  spirit  there. 
31 


the   day,      Night  will  soon  o*er-cloud  the  day. 

2  Lo !  it  comes,  that  day  of  wonder ! 

Louder  chorals  shake  the  skiee : 
£[ad6s'  gates  are  burst  asunder ; 

See !  the  new-clothed  myriads  rise ! 
Thought !  repress  thy  weak  endeavor ; 

Here  must  reason  prostrate  fall ; 
Oh,  the  ineffable  Forever ! 

And  the  eternal  All  in  All ! 

Josiah  Couder. 

1181  «t»rCitB. 

Daily,  daily  sing  the  praises 

Of  the  City  God  hath  made ; 
In  the  beauteous  fields  of  Eden 

Its  foundation-stones  are  laid. 
From  the  throne  a  river  issues. 

Clear  as  crystal,  passing  bright, 
And  it  traverses  the  City 

Like  a  sudden  beam  of  light. 

2  There  the  wind  is  sweetly  fragrant. 

And  is  laden  with  the  song 
Of  the  seraphs,  and  the  elders. 

And  the  great  redeemed  throng. 
Oh,  I  would  ray  ears  were  open 

Here  to  catch  that  happy  strain ! 
Oh,  I  would  my  eyes  some  vision 

Of  that  Eden  could  attain  I 
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XLbc  1RcBt  of  tycnvcn. 


VARINA.    C.  M.   D. 


Arr.  by  G.  F.  Root. 


C  There  is    a  land  of  pure  delight,  Where  saints  immortal  reifn; ) 

)  In    •   fi-nite  day  excludes  the  night,  And  pleasures  banish  pain.  >  There  ever-last-ing  spring  abides. 
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And  never-withering  flowers;  Death,like  a  nar-row  sea,  divides    This  heavenly  land  from  ours. 
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There  is  a  land  of  pure  delight, 

Where  saints  immortal  reign ; 
Infinite  day  excludes  the  night, 

And  pleasures  banish  pain. 
There  everlasting  spring  abides, 

And  never- withering  flowers ; 
Death,  like  a  narrow  sea,  divides 

This  heavenly  land  from  ours. 

2  Sweet  fields  beyond  the  swelling  flood 
Stand  dressed  in  living  green ; 

So  to  the  Jews  old  Canaan  stood, 
While  Jordan  rolled  between. 

JIAU8ALE1L    a  M. 


But  timorous  mortals  start  and  shrink 

To  cross  this  narrow  sea ; 
And  linger,  shivering  on  the  brink, 

And  fear  to  launch  away. 

3  Oh,  could  we  make  our  doubts  remove, 

Those  gloomy  doubts  that  rise, 
And  see  the  Canaan  that  we  love 

With  unbeclouded  eyes : — 
Could  we  but  climb  where  Moses  stood, 

And  view  the  landscape  o'er. 
Not  Jordan's  stream,  nor  death's  cold  flood, 

Should  fright  us  from  the  shore. 

Isaac  Watts. 
C  F.  RoPBK. 


I    can- not  thiflJc  of  thtmai  dead  Wlio  walk  with  me  no  more;  A4<mg  the  path  of  lifliItread»TlieybavtbatgoMtate«L 


U§3       St)0*^  fktmt  Srfore. 

1  CANNOT  think  of  them  as  dead 
Who  walk  with  me  no  more ; 

Along  the  path  of  life  I  tread. 
They  have  but  gone  before. 

2  The  Father's  house  is  mansioned  fair 
Beyond  my  vision  dim ; 

All  souls  are  his,  and  here  or  there, 
Are  living  unto  him. 

3  And  still  their  silent  ministry 
Within  my  heart  hath  place, 


As  when  on  earth  they  walked  with  me 
And  met  me  face  to  face. 

4  Their  lives  are  made  for  ever  mine  j 
What  they  to  me  have  been 

Hath  left  henceforth  its  seal  and  sign 
Engraven  deep  within. 

5  Mine  are  they  by  an  ownership 
Nor  time  nor  death  can  free ; 

For  God  hath  given  to  love  to  keep 
Its  own  eternally. 

F.  L.  HooMV. 
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CnriTAS  DEL    a  M.    D. 


S.  A.  Ward. 


483 


feii[i.;nii:JiliU|^iliM''^l^JJ^1 


Je  -    ru  -   sa-lem  I  my    hap-py  home  1  Name  ev  -  er  dear  to      roe  1     When  ahall  my  labors 
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have    an  end,     In     joy,  and  peace,  in      thee!      Oh,  when,  thou  cit-y      of      my  God,  Shall 
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I  thy  courts  as  -  cend.    Where  con-gre-gations  ne'er  break  up.  And  Sabbaths  have  no  end  ? 


\  \  §^     E^t  KrfD  JrruMlrm. 

Jerusalem  !  my  happy  home ! 

Name  ever  dear  to  me ! 
When  shall  my  labors  have  an  end, 

In  joy,  and  peace,  in  thee ! 
Oh,  when,  thou  city  of  my  God, 

Shall  I  thy  courts  ascend, 
Where  congregations  ne'er  break  up. 

And  Sabbaths  have  no  end  9 

2  There  happier  bowers  than  Eden's  bloom. 
Nor  sin  nor  sorrow  know : 

Blest  seats !  thro'  rude  and  stormy  scenes, 

I  onward  press  to  you. 
Why  should  I  shrink  at  pain  and  woe  9 

Or  feel,  at  death,  dismay  9 
I  've  Canaan's  goodly  land  in  view, 

And  realms  of  endless  day. 

3  Apostles,  martyrs,  prophets  there, 
Around  my  Saviour  stand ; 

And  soon  my  friends  in  Christ  below, 

Will  join  the  glorious  band. 
Jerusalem !  my  happy  home ! 

My  soul  still  pants  for  thee ; 
Then  shall  my  labors  have  an  end. 

When  I  thy  joys  shall  see. 

"  F.  B.  P."  tr.  1616. 


1 1 85    "  ^^'  ^'^9  tnas  9urr  ffioRf.** 

There  is  a  City  great  and  strong. 

Twelve  gates  of  precious  stones, 
With  turrets  and  high  battlements. 

Not  needing  light  of  suns } 
The  streets  aglow  with  fire  of  gold, 

It  hath  no  sound  of  strife ; 
In  glory  all  its  own  it  stands 

Beside  the  stream  of  Life. 

2  A  joy  is  there  that  knows  no  cloy, 
A  light  that  ne'er  grows  dim, 

A  multitude  that  never  cease 
From  grateful  praise  and  hymn ; 

Lo,  all  the  sainted  sons  of  earth, 
And  angels  there  I  view ; 

And  there,  oh,  vision  glorious ! 
There  standeth  Jesus  too ! 

3  0  wondrous,  fair  Jerusalem, 
Shall  I  thy  gates  pass  through  t 

Thy  jubilations  surely  join, 

Thy  lordly  splendors  view  ? 
0  Crucified,  0  Glorified, 

May  I  thy  face  behold. 
And  join  the  ransomed  as  they  sing 

Along  the  streets  of  gold  I 

Dents  Wartmann. 
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ST.  A8APH.    C.  M.    D. 


J.  M.  GlORNOVlCHI. 


Oh,  what  Bhall  be,    oh,  when  ehall  be,  That  ho  -  ly  Sab-bath  day,        Which  heav*nly  care  shall 
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ev  -  er   keep.    And     eel  -  e  -  brate  al    -  way;  When  rest    is  found  for    wea  -  ry  limbs,  Wfhen 


la-bor  hath  re  •  ward,  When  ev  •  ery  •  thing,  for    ev  -  er  -  more,  Is    joy  -  ful   in    the    Lord  ? 


ninfrrir^^firffrMai 


21.  So  ^  Auants  Aualia.— $)art  I. 

Oh,  what  shall  be,  oh,  when  shall  be, 

That  holy  Sabbath  day. 
Which  heavenly  care  shall  ever  keep, 

And  celebrate  alway ; 
When  rest  is  found  for  weary  limbs. 

When  labor  hath  reward. 
When  everything,  for  evermore, 

Is  jo3rfal  in  the  Lord? 

2  The  true  Jerusalem  above. 
The  holy  town,  is  there. 

Whose  duties  are  so  full  of  joy. 
Whose  joy  so  free  from  care ; 

Where  disappointment  cometh  not 
To  check  the  longing  heart. 

And  where  the  soul  in  ecstasy 
Hath  gained  her  better  part. 

3  There,  there,  secure  from  every  ill. 
In  freedom  we  shall  sing 

The  songs  of  Zion,  hindered  here 

By  days  of  suffering ; 
And  unto  thee,  our  gracious  Lord, 

Our  praises  shall  confess 
That  all  our  sorrow  hath  been  good, 

And  thou  by  pain  canst  bless. 


Part  II. 

4  0  glorious  King !  0  happy  State ! 
0  Palace  of  the  blest ! 

0  sacred  peace,  and  holy  joy. 

And  perfect  heavenly  rest ! 
To  thee  aspire  thy  citizens 

In  glory's  bright  array. 
And  what  they  feel  and  what  they  know 

They  strive  in  vain  to  say. 

5  But  while  we  wait  and  long  for  home. 
It  shall  be  ours  to  raise 

Our  songs  and  chants  and  vows  and  prayers 
In  that  dear  country's  praise ; 

And  from  these  Babylonian  streams 
To  lift  our  weary  eyes. 

And  view  the  city  that  we  love 
Descending  from  the  skies. 

6  There  Sabbath  day  to  Sabbath  day 
Sheds  on  a  ceaseless  light ; 

Eternal  pleasure  of  the  saints 
Who  keep  that  Sabbath  bright ; 

Nor  shall  the  chant  ineffable 
Decline,  nor  ever  cease. 

Which  we  with  all  the  ang^els  sing 
In  that  sweet  realm  of  peace. 

Samuel  W.  Dufield.  tr. 


;i;be  lRcst  of  tycnvcn. 


CASTLB  BI8DIG.    a  M.    D. 


F.  A.  J.  Hrrvby. 
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The    ro-Beate  hues    of    ear  -  ly    dawn,  The  brightness  of     the    day,      The  crimson  of   the 


sun-set  sky,  How  fast  they  fade  a  -  way  I       Oh,  for  the  pearl  •  y    gates 
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Oh,  for    the   Sun     of    Righteous-ness, 
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That  set  -  teth   nev   -    er  -  moret 
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The  roseate  hues  of  early  dawn, 

The  brightness  of  the  day, 
The  crimson  of  the  sunset  sky, 

How  fast  they  fade  away ! 
Oh,  for  thflf  pearly  gates  of  heaven  ! 

Oh,  for  the  golden  floor ! 
Oh,  for  the  Sun  of  Righteousness, 

That  setteth  nevermore! 

2  The  highest  hopes  we  cherish  here, 
How  soon  they  tire  and  faint ! 

How  many  a  spot  defiles  the  robe 
That  wraps  an  earthly  saint ! 

Oh,  for  a  heart  that  never  sins ! 
Oh,  for  a  soul  washed  white ! 

Oh,  for  a  voice  to  praise  our  King, 
Nor  weary  day  or  night ! 

3  Here  faith  is  ours,  and  heavenly  hope, 
And  grace  to  lead  us  higher ; 

But  there  are  perfectness  and  peace. 

Beyond  our  best  desire. 
Oh,  by  thy  love  and  anguish.  Lord, 

And  by  thy  life  laid  down, 
Grant  that  we  fall  not  from  thy  grace, 

Nor  fail  to  reach  our  crown ! 

Mrs.  C.  F.  Alexander. 


,       ,      ,    f 
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On  Jordan^s  rugged  banks  I  stand, 

And  cast  a  wishful  eye 
To  Canaan's  fair  and  happy  land, 

Where  my  possessions  lie. 
Oh,  the  transporting,  rapturous  scene, 

That  rises  to  my  sight ! 
Sweet  fields  arrayed  in  Uving  green, 

And  rivers  of  delight ! 

2  O'er  all  those  wide  extended  plains 
Shines  one  eternal  day ; 

There  God,  the  Son,  for  ever  reigns, 

And  scatters  night  away. 
No  chilling  winds,  or  poisonous  breath, 

Can  reach  that  healthful  shore ; 
Sickness  and  sorrow,  pain  and  death, 

Are  felt  and  feared  no  more. 

3  When  shall  I  reach  that  happy  place, 
And  be  for  ever  blest  t 

When  shall  I  see  my  Father's  face, 

And  in  his  bosom  rest  ? 
Filled  with  delight,  my  raptured  soul 

Can  here  no  longer  stay ; 
Though  Jordan's  waves  around  me  roll, 

Fearless  I  'd  launch  away. 

f^amuel  Stciiaett. 
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Je  •  ru  -  BA-lem,  the   glo-riouBl  The   glo-ry  of  th'e  •  lect, —     O    dear  and  fu-ture    vie  -  ion 
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That  ea  -  ger  hearts  ex  -  pect! 
And  strive, and  pant,and  yearn  I 


Ev'n  now  by  faith  X        see  thee,  Ev*n  here  thy  walls  dis-cern; 


1189      "ft^ita." 

Jerusalem,  the  glorious ! 
The  glory  of  the  elect, — 

0  dear  and  future  vision 
That  eager  hearts  expect! 

Ev'n  now  by  faith  I  see  thee, 
Ev'n  here  thy  walls  discern ; 

To  thee  my  thoughts  are  kindled, 
And  strive,  and  pant,  and  yearn  I 

2  The  Cross  is  all  thy  splendor, 
The  Crucified,  thy  praise ; 

His  laud  and  benediction 
Thy  ransomed  people  raise  j  — 

Jerusalem!  exulting 
On  that  securest  shore, 

1  hope  thee,  wish  thee,  sing  thee. 

And  love  thee  evermore ! 

3  0  sweet  and  blessed  Country ! 
Shall  I  e'er  see  thy  face  f 

0  sweet  and  blessed  Country ! 

Shall  I  e'er  win  thy  grace  t 
Exult,  0  dust  and  ashes ! 

The  Lord  shall  be  thy  part ; 
His  only,  his  for  ever. 

Thou  shalt  be,  and  thou  art ! 

J.  M.  Neale,  tr. 
1 1 90  "  ^^^  ®^°^  ^^^  Sxcellrtti." 

Oh,  fair  the  gleams  of  glory. 
And  bright  the  scenes  of  mirth. 

That  lighten  human  story 
And  cheer  this  weary  earth ; 


But  richer  far  our  treasure 
With  whom  the  Spirit  dwells, 

Ours,  ours  in  heavenly  measure 
The  glory  that  excels. 

2  The  lamplight  faintly  gleameth 
Where  shines  the  noonday  ray ; 

From  Jesus'  face  there  beameth 

Light  of  a  sevenfold  day ; 
And  earth's  pale  lights,  all  faded, 

The  Light  from  heaven  dispels ; 
But  shines  for  aye  unshaded 

The  glory  that  excels. 

3  No  broken  cisterns  need  they 
Who  drink  from  living  rills ; 

No  other  music  heed  they 

Whom  God's  own  music  thrills. 

Earth's  precious  things  are  tasteless, 
Its  boisterous  mirth  repels. 

Where  flows  in  measure  wasteless 
The  glory  that  excels. 

4  Since  on  our  life  descended 
Those  beams  of  light  and  love, 

Our  steps  have  heavenward  tended. 
Our  eyes  have  looked  above. 

Till  through  the  clouds  concealing 
The  home  where  glory  dwells, 

Our  Jesus  comes  revealing 
The  glory  that  excels. 

Charles  I.  Caraeroo. 
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U9X    iSftttr  Cimrs  ffominfl. 

The  world  is  very  evil ; 

The  times  are  waxing  late : 
Be  sober  and  keep  vig^ ; 

The  Judge  is  at  the  gate ; 
The  Judge  who  comes  in  mercy, 

The  Judg^  who  comes  in  might, 
To  terminate  the  evU, 

To  diadem  the  right. 

2  Arise,  arise,  good  Christian, 
Let  right  to  wrong  succeed ; 

Let  penitential  sorrow 

To  heavenly  gladness  lead ; 
To  light  that  hath  no  evening, 

That  knows  no  moon  nor  sun. 
The  light  so  new  and  golden, 

The  light  that  is  but  one. 

3  Oh,  home  of  fadeless  splendor. 
Of  flowers  that  fear  no  thorn. 

Where  they  shall  dwell  as  children 

Who  here  as  exiles  mourn ! 
Strive,  man,  to  win  that  glory ; 

Toil,  man,  to  gain  that  light ; 
Send  hope  before  to  grasp  it, 

Till  hope  be  lost  in  sight. 

J.  M.  Neale,  tr. 


1193     "  ^^B  *"*  ■  Countra." 

There  is  a  land  immortal. 

The  beautiful  of  lands ; 
Beside  its  ancient  portal 

A  silent  sentry  stands ; 
He  only  can  undo  it. 

And  open  wide  the  door ; 
And  mortals  who  pass  through  it, 

Are  mortal  nevermore. 

2  Though  dark  and  drear  the  passage 
That  leadeth  to  the  gate. 

Yet  grace  attends  the  message, 
To  souls  that  watch  and  wait : 

And  at  the  time  appointed 
A  messenger  comes  down. 

And  guides  the  Lord's  anointed 
From  cross  to  glory's  crown. 

3  Their  sighs  are  lost  in  singing, 
They  're  bless6d  in  their  tears ; 

Their  journey  heavenward  winging, 
They  leave  on  earth  their  fears : 

Death  like  an  angel  seemeth ; 
"  We  welcome  thee, "  they  cry ; 

Their  face  with  glory  beameth — 
'T  is  life  for  them  to  die ! 

Thomas  Ma.cK«.V.Vax. 
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1193      "•  VaraHfar." 

O  Paradise,  0  Paradise, 

Who  doth  not  crave  for  rest? 
Who  would  not  seek  the  happy  land 
Where  they  that  loved  are  blest  t 
Where  loyal  hearts  and  true 
Stand  ever  in  the  light, 
All  rapture  through  and  through. 
In  God's  most  holy  sight. 

2  O  Paradise,  O  Paradise, 
The  world  is  growing  old ; 

Who  would  not  be  at  rest  and  free 
Where  love  is  never  cold  t 
Where  loyal  hearts  and  true,  etc. 


RUIHJL    c.  M. 


3  O  Paradise,  O  Paradise, 
I  greatly  long  to  see. 

The  special  place  my  dearest  Lord 
In  love  prepares  for  me ; 
Where  loyal  hearts  and  true,  etc. 

4  Lord,  Jesus,  King  of  Paradise, 
Oh,  keep  me  in  thy  love. 

And  guide  me  to  that  happy  land 
Of  perfect  rest  above ; 
Where  loyal  hearts  and  true 
Stand  ever  in  the  light. 
All  rapture  through  and  through. 
In  Gk)d's  most  holy  sight. 

Frederick  W.  Faber. 


German  Melody. 


O   moth  -  er  dear,  Je  -  ru  -  an-lem,  Whenahnll  I     come  to    thee?     When  shall  my  sor-rowa 

* — ■  I  ■  ^     ■  y  ■  ^  •  .  J    J 


pi^^H^i^ij  li:  i  Jl  to 


have      an     end?     Thy    joys  when  shall    I  see?  Thy  joys  when   shall    I  see? 

-A. 


n 


;ib 


^ 


^h=Rb 


^ 


m 


^ 


^ 


^s>-=- 


xa>c  'Keet  ef  f>eaven. 


489 


PAZ  FXBIHHIB.    Ts,  6t.    D. 
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To  thaowehaiten    OT-er,  To  t^eeouritepaaaoend,    Where  darkneai  eoneth  ner-er,    And  Joy  shall  noTor  end. 


1194   "SmmruffomcttNcbrr." 

Oh,  land  relieved  from  sorrow ! 

Oh,  land  secure  from  tears ! 
Oh,  respite  on  the  morrow 

From  all  the  toil  of  years ! 
To  thee  we  hasten  ever, 

To  thee  our  steps  ascend, 
Where  darkness  cometh  never, 

And  joy  shall  never  end. 

2  Oh,  happy,  holy,  portal 

For  God's  own  blest  elect : 
Oh,  region,  pure,  immortal, 

With  better  spring  bedecked : 
Thy  pearly  doors  for  ever 

Their  welcome  shall  extend, 
Where  darkness  cometh  never, 

And  joy  shall  never  end. 


1195  Tan»-^HDrE. 

O  MOTHER  dear,  Jerusalem, 
When  shall  I  come  to  thee  t 

When  shall  my  sorrows  have  an  end  ! 
Thy  joys  when  shall  I  see  t 

2  0  happy  harbor  of  God's  saints ! 

O  sweet  and  pleasant  soil ! 
In  thee  no  sorrow  can  be  found, 

Nor  grief,  nor  care,  nor  toil. 


3  Oh,  home  where  God  the  Father 
Takes  all  his  children  in : 

Where  Christ  the  Son  shall  gather 
The  sinners  saved  from  sin : 

No  night  nor  fear  shall  sever 
A  friend  from  any  friend, 

For  darkness  cometh  never, 
And  joy  shall  never  end. 

4  Rise,  then,  0  brightest  morning ! 
Come,  then,  triumphant  day ! 

When  into  new  adorning 
We  change  and  pass  away : 

For  so  with  firm  endeavor 
Our  spirits  gladly  tend 

Where  darkness  cometh  never, 
And  joy  shall  never  end. 

S.  W.  DufBcId 


3  No  dimly  cloud  o'ershadows  thee, 
Nor  gloom,  nor  darksome  night ; 

But  every  soul  shines  as  the  sun, 
For  God  himself  gives  light. 

4  Thy  walls  are  made  of  precious  stone ^ 
Thy  bulwarks  diamond-square. 

Thy  gates  are  all  of  orient  pearl  — 
O  God !  if  I  were  there ! 

Anoii. 


490 


XLbc  1Rcet  of  1)eapetu 


HISB060LYMA.    Ts,  6t.    D. 


J.  Barnby. 


For thetfO dear, dear CoaBtry» Mine oyet their Tigilf  keep; Vor  Ter-y  loTe»be  •  hold- ing  Thy hap-pj name, thej weep. 
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The   mention   of  thy  glo-ry       le   nnotiontothe   breaat,     And   med-i -eine  in  eidkneea,  And  lore,  and  lift,  and  reat 


1196       PsraHisr  of  J09. 

For  thee,  0  dear,  dear  Country, 

Mine  eyes  their  vigils  keep ; 
For  very  love,  beholding 

Thy  happy  name,  they  weep. 
The  mention  of  thy  glory 

Is  unction  to  the  breast, 
And  medicine  in  sickness. 

And  love,  and  life,  and  rest. 

2  With  jasper  glow  thy  bulwarks, 
Thy  streets  with  emeralds  blaze ; 

The  sardius  and  the  topaz 
Unite  in  thee  their  rays; 

Thine  ageless  walls  are  bonded 
With  amethyst  unpriced ; 

The  saints  build  up  its  fabric. 
The  comer-stone  is  Christ. 

3  Thou  hast  no  shore,  fair  ocean ; 
Thou  hast  no  time,  bright  day : 

Dear  fountain  of  refreshment 

To  pilgrims  far  away : 
Upon  the  Bock  of  ages 

They  raise  thy  holy  tower ; 
Thine  is  the  victor's  laurel. 

And  thine  the  golden  dower. 

4  Oh,  sweet  and  blessed  Country, 
The  home  of  God's  elect ! 

Oh,  sweet  and  blessed  Country, 
That  eager  hearts  expect ! 


Jesus,  in  mercy  bring  us 

To  that  dear  land  of  rest ; 
Who  art,  with  God  the  Father, 

And  Spirit,  ever  blest. 

John  M.  Neale,  tr. 

1197    Itt»^rn  SxpUlns  «II. 

Our  yet  unfinished  story 

Is  tending  all  to  this : 
To  God  the  greatest  glory, 

To  us  the  gpreatest  bliss. 
Our  plans  may  be  disjointed, 

But  we  may  calmly  rest : 
What  God  has  once  appointed 

Is  better  than  our  best. 

2  We  cannot  see  before  us. 
But  our  all-seeing  Friend 

Is  always  watching  o'er  us, 

And  knows  the  very  end ; 
And  when  amid  our  blindness 

His  disappointments  fall, 
We  trust  his  loving-kindness 

Whose  wisdom  sends  them  all. 

3  They  are  the  purple  fringes 
That  hide  his  glorious  feet ; 

They  are  the  fire-wrought  hinges 
Where  truth  and  mercy  meet ; 

By  them  the  golden  portal 
Of  Providence  shall  ope, 

And  lift  to  praise  immortal 
The  song^  of  faith  and  hope. 

Frances  R.  HaverpaL 
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joys  a  -  wait  me    there,  What  ra  -  dian  •  cy      of      glo  -  ry.  What  light  be-yond    com-pare. 


J  X9S  ^^^  ^^  Jnrtisalrm. 

Jerusalem,  the  golden, 
With  milk  and  honey  blest ! 

Beneath  thy  contemplation 
Sink  heart  and  voice  oppressed: 

1  know  not,  oh,  I  know  not, 
What  joys  await  me  there. 

What  radiancy  of  glory, 
What  light  beyond  compare. 

2  They  stand,  those  halls  of  Zion, 
All  jubilant  with  song. 

And  bright  with  many  an  angel, 
And  all  the  martyr  throng ; 

The  Prince  is  ever  in  them. 
The  daylight  is  serene ; 

The  pastures  of  the  blessed 
Are  decked  in  glorious  sheen. 

3  There  is  the  throne  of  David ; 
And  there,  from  care  released, 

The  song  of  them  that  triumph, 
The  shout  of  them  that  feast : 

And  they  who,  with  their  Leader, 
Have  conquered  in  the  fight 

For  ever  and  for  ever 
Are  clad  in  robes  of  white. 

John  M.  Neate.  tr. 


1199  "Aftortttod." 

Brief  life  is  here  our  portion ; 

Brief  sorrow,  short-lived  care  ; 
The  life,  that  knows  no  ending. 

The  tearless  life,  is  there : 
Oh,  happy  retribution ! 

Short  toil,  eternal  rest ; 
For  mortals,  and  for  sinners, 

A  mansion  with  the  blest ! 

2  And  there  is  David's  fountain. 
And  life  in  fullest  glow ; 

And  there  the  light  is  golden, 
And  milk  and  honey  flow ; 

The  light,  that  hath  no  evening. 
The  health,  that  hath  no  sore, 

The  life,  that  hath  no  ending, 
But  lasteth  evermore. 

3  There  Jesus  shall  embrace  us. 
There  Jesus  be  embraced, — 

That  spirit's  food  and  sunshine. 
Whence  earthly  love  is  chased : 

Yes!  God  my  Eling  and  Portion, 
In  fullness  of  his  grace, 

We  then  shall  see  for  ever. 
And  worship  face  to  face. 

John  M.  Neale.  tr. 
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S.  Wbbbb. 
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1200  Nctofirar. 

While,  with  ceaseless  course,  the  sun 

Hasted  through  the  former  year, 
Many  souls  their  race  have  run. 

Nevermore  to  meet  us  here : 
EHxed  in  an  eternal  state. 

They  have  done  with  all  below ; 
We  a  little  longer  wait, — 

But  how  little  none  can  know. 

2  As  the  wing6d  arrow  flies 
Speedily  the  mark  to  And ; 

As  the  lightning  from  the  skies 
Darts,  and  leaves  no  trace  behind. 

Swiftly  thus  our  fleeting  days 
Bear  ns  down  life's  rapid  stream ; 

Upward,  Lord,  our  spirits  raise. 
All  below  is  but  a  dream. 

3  Thanks  for  mercies  past  receive ; 
Pardon  of  our  sins  renew ; 

Teach  us  henceforth  how  to  live, 

With  eternity  in  view : 
Bless  thy  word  to  young  and  old  ; 

Fill  us  with  a  Saviour's  love ; 
And,  when  life's  short  tale  is  told, 

May  we  dwell  with  thee  above ! 

John  Newton. 

1201  inlirprntienre  Sag. 

Swell  the  anthem,  raise  the  song ; 
Praises  to  our  God  belong ; 
Saints  and  angels  join  to  sing 
Praises  to  the  heavenly  King. 


nal  ftate,    Thej  have  done  with  all     be  -  low; 


Blessings  from  his  liberal  hand 
Flow  around  this  happy  land : 
Kept  by  him,  no  foes  annoy; 
Peace  and  freedom  we  enjoy. 

2  Here,  beneath  a  virtuous  sway, 
May  we  cheerfully  obey  j 
Never  feel  oppression's  rod. 
Ever  own  and  worship  God. 
Hark !  the  voice  of  nature  sings 
Praises  to  the  King  of  kingfs  ; 
Let  us  join  the  choral  song. 
And  the  grateful  notes  prolong. 

Nathan  Strong. 

1302  Cfianltsgifitnfl. 

Pr^aise  to  God,  immortal  praise, 
For  the  love  that  crowns  our  days ! 
Bounteous  Source  of  every  joy. 
Let  thy  praise  our  tongues  employ. 
For  the  blessings  of  the  field. 
For  the  stores  the  gardens  yield ; 
For  the  fruits  in  full  supply. 
Ripened  'neath  the  summer  sky ; — 

2  All  that  spring  with  bounteous  hand 
Scatters  o'er  the  smiling  land ; 
All  that  liberal  autumn  pours 
From  her  rich,  o'erflowing  stores ; 
These  to  thee,  my  God,  we  owe. 
Source  whence  all  our  blessings  flow ; 
And  for  these  my  soul  shall  raise 
Grateful  vows  and  solemn  praise. 

Mrs.  Anna  L.  Barbauld- 
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BT.  GSO&OE.    71.    D. 


Grorgs  J.  Elvrv. 


Camt,  ye  thankftil  people,  come,  BaiM  the  song  ofHanrMtHoBM*.  All    ie  eaftly  gathered  in,     Sre  the  winter  sterme  begin: 


Ood  our  Maker  doth  provide     For  oar  wanteto  betapplied:  Come  to  Ood'a  own  temple,  come,  Baiee  the  aengefHarveat  Home! 


1 203      ^"fl  ^  ItSTbrst. 

Come,  ye  thankful  people,  come, 
Raise  the  song  of  Harvest  Home ! 
All  is  safely  gathered  in, 
Ere  the  winter  storms  begin : 
God  our  Maker  doth  provide 
For  our  wants  to  be  supplied : 
Come  to  God's  own  temple,  come, 
Raise  the  song  of  EEarvest  Home ! 

2  We  ourselves  are  God's  own  field, 
Fruit  unto  his  praise  to  yield : 
Wheat  and  tares  together  sown, 
Unto  joy  or  sorrow  grown : 

First  the  blade,  and  then  the  ear, 
Then  the  full  corn  shall  appear : 
Grant,  O  Harvest-Lord,  that  we 
Wholesome  grain  and  pure  may  be ! 

3  For  the  Lord  our  God  shall  come, 
And  shall  take  his  harvest  home : 
From  his  field  shall  in  that  day 

All  offences  purge  away : 
Give  his  angels  charge  at  last 
In  the  fire  the  tares  to  cast : 
But  the  fruitful  ears  to  store 
In  his  garner  evermore. 

4  Then,  thou  Church  Triumphant,  come, 
Raise  the  song  of  Harvest  Home ! 

All  are  safely  gathered  in. 
Free  from  sorrow,  free  from  sin : 


There,  for  ever  purified. 
In  God's  gamer  to  abide : 
Come,  ten  thousand  angels,  come, 
Raise  the  glorious  Harvest  Home ! 

Henry  Alford. 

1 204       ^tie  fflose  of  t^t  Sear. 

Thou  who  rolPst  the  year  around, 

Crowned  with  mercies  large  and  free. 
Rich  thy  gifts  to  us  abound, 

Warm  our  praise  shall  rise  to  thee. 
Kindly  to  our  worship  bow, 

While  our  grateful  thanks  we  tell, 
That,  sustained  by  thee,  we  now 

Bid  the  parting  year — farewell ! 

2  All  its  numbered  days  are  sped, 
All  its  busy  scenes  are  o'er, 

All  its  joys  for  ever  fled, 
All  its  sorrows  felt  no  more. 

Mingled  with  the  eternal  past. 
Its  remembrance  shall  decay ; 

Yet  to  be  revived  at  last 
At  the  solemn  judgment-day. 

3  All  our  follies.  Lord,  forgive ! 
Cleanse  us  from  each  guilty  stain ; 

Let  thy  grace  within  us  live. 
That  we  spend  not  years  in  vain. 

Then,  when  life's  last  eve  shall  come, 
Happy  spirits,  may  we  fly 

To  our  everlasting  home, 
To  our  Father's  house  on  high ! 
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Lord  !  while  for  all  mankind  we  pray. 

Of  every  clime  and  coast, 
Oh,  hear  us  for  our  native  land, 

The  land  we  love  the  most 

2  Oh,  guard  our  shores  from  every  foe, 
With  peace  our  borders  bless. 

With  prosperous  times  our  cities  crown, 
Our  fields  with  plenteousness. 

3  Unite  us  in  the  sacred  love 

Of  knowledge,  truth,  and  thee : 
And  let  our  hills  and  valleys  shout 
The  songs  of  liberty. 

4  Here  may  religion,  pure  and  mild. 
Smile  on  our  Sabbath  hours ; 

And  piety  and  virtue  bless 
The  home  of  us  and  ours. 

5  Lord  of  the  nations,  thus  to  thee 
Our  country  we  commend ; 

Be  thou  her  refuge  and  her  trust, 
Her  everlasting  friend. 

John  R«  Wrefcfd. 
MILITA.    L.  M.    61. 


1 206       i^'to  »'«• 

Our  Father !  through  the  coming  year 
We  know  not  what  shall  be ; 

But  we  would  leave  without  a  fear 
Its  ordering  all  to  thee. 

2  It  may  be  we  shall  toil  in  vain 
For  what  the  world  holds  fair ; 

And  all  the  good  we  thought  to  gain 
Deceive  and  prove  but  care. 

3  It  may  be  it  shall  darkly  blend 
Our  love  with  anxious  fears, 

And  snatch  away  the  valued  friend, 
The  tried  of  many  years. 

4  It  may  be  it  shall  bring  us  days 
And  nights  of  lingering  pain ; 

And  bid  us  take  a  farewell  gaze 
Of  these  loved  haunts  of  men. 

5  But  calmly.  Lord,  on  thee  we  rest; 
No  fears  our  trust  shall  move ; 

Thou  knowest  what  for  each  is  best, 
And  thou  art  Perfect  Love. 

WUlUia  GaskeU. 
J.  B.  Dykbs. 
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1 207    ^^^  V's  ^  ^'  smt. 

Days  and  moments  quickly  flying 
Blend  the  living  with  the  dead ; 

Soon  shall  we  who  sing  be  lying, 
Each  within  our  narrow  bed. 

2  Soon  our  souls  to  God  who  gave  them 
Will  have  sped  their  rapid  flight ; 

Able  now  by  grace  to  save  them, 
Oh,  that  while  we  can  we  might ! 

After  fourth  ver§e. 


3  Jesus,  inflnite  Bedeemer, 
Maker  of  this  mighty  frame ; 

Teach,  oh,  teach  us  to  remember 
What  we  are,  and  whence  we  came : — 

4  Whence  we  came,  and  whither  wending ; 
Soon  we  must  through  darkness  go. 

To  inherit  bliss  unending. 
Or  eternity  of  woe. 

Edward  CmwhIL 
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Eternal  Father !  strong  to  save, 
Whose  arm  doth  bind  the  restless  wave, 
Who  bid'st  the  mighty  ocean  deep 
Its  own  appointed  limits  keep : 
Oh,  hear  us  when  we  cry  to  thee 
For  those  in  peril  on  the  sea ! 

2  O  Saviour !  whose  almighty  word 
The  winds  and  waves  submissive  heard, 
Who  walkedst  on  the  foaming  deep. 
And  calm  amid  its  rage  did  sleep : 
Oh,  hear  us  when  we  cry  to  thee 
For  those  in  peril  on  the  sea ! 


3  0  Sacred  Spirit!  who  didst  brood 
Upon  the  chaos  dark  and  rude. 
Who  bad'st  its  angry  tumult  cease, 
And  gavest  light  and  life  and  peace : 

Oh,  hear  us  when  we  cry  to  thee 
For  those  in  peril  on  the  sea ! 

4  O  Trinity  of  love  and  power ! 

Our  brethren  shield  in  danger's  hour ; 
From  rock  and  tempest,  fire  and  foe, 
Protect  them  wheresoe'er  they  go ; 
And  ever  let  there  rise  to  thee 
Glad  hymns  of  praise  from  land  and  sea. 


496 


AidcellaneouB. 


AMSUCA.    6t,4s. 


H.  Caxby. 


ma  mm 


rfJIJiJlj^ 


My  coun-tryl  'tU    of  thee,  Sweet  land   of      lib-er-ty,      Of  thee     I     sing;  Land  where  my 


hf  f  [ipgifff^ 


1209      National  iSong. 

My  country !  't  is  of  thee, 
Sweet  land  of  liberty, 

Of  thee  I  sing; 
Land  where  my  fathers  died ! 
Land  of  the  Pilgrims'  pride ! 
From  every  mountain  side 

Let  freedom  ring ! 

2  My  native  country,  thee — 
Land  of  the  noble,  free — 

Thy  name  I  love ; 
I  love  thy  rocks  and  rills, 
Thy  woods  and  templed  hills ; 
My  heart  with  rapture  thrills 

Like  that  above. 


IPSWICH.    L.  M. 


3  Let  music  swell  the  breeze, 
And  ring  from  all  the  trees 

Sweet  freedom's  song : 
Let  mortal  tongues  awake ; 
Let  all  that  breathe  partake ; 
Let  rocks  their  silence  breaks 

The  sound  prolong. 

4  Our  fathers'  God  !  to  thee, 
Author  of  liberty, 

To  thee  we  sing : 
Long  may  our  land  be  bright 
With  freedom's  holy  light ; 
Protect  us  by  thy  might, 

Great  God,  our  King ! 

Samuel  F.  Smith. 


J.  B.  Dykes. 


1210  ff()r  NriD  Srar. 

Our  Helper,  God !  we  bless  thy  name. 
Whose  love  for  ever  is  the  same ; 
The  tokens  of  thy  gracious  care 
Open,  and  crown,  and  close  the  year. 

2  Amid  ten  thousand  snares  we  stand. 
Supported  by  thy  guardian  hand ; 
And  see,  when  we  review  our  ways. 
Ten  thousand  monuments  of  praise. 


3  Thus  far  thine  arm  has  led  us  on ; 
Thus  far  we  make  thy  mercy  known ; 
And  while  we  tread  this  desert  land. 
New  mercies  shall  new  songs  demand. 

4  Our  grateful  souls,  on  Jordan's  shore, 
Shall  raise  one  sacred  pillar  more ; 
Then  bear  in  thy  bright  courts  above. 
Inscriptions  of  immortal  love. 

Philip  Doddridffc 
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We  plough  the  fields,  and  scatter 

The  good  seed  on  the  land, 
But  it  is  fed  and  watered 

By  God's  almighty  hand ; 
He  sends  the  snow  in  winter, 

The  warmth  to  swell  the  grain, 
The  breezes,  and  the  sunshine, 

And  soft  refreshing  rain. —  Bef, 

2  He  only  is  the  Maker 
Of  all  things  near  and  far ; 

He  paints  the  wayside  flower. 
He  lights  the  evening  star; 

1313       GLORIA  PATBI.    Irr. 


The  winds  and  waves  obey  him, 

By  him  the  birds  are  fed ; 
Much  more  to  us,  his  children. 

He  gives  our  daily  bread. — Rep. 

3  We  thank  thee  then,  O  Father, 

For  all  things  bright  and  good, 
The  seed-time  and  the  harvest. 

Our  life,  our  health,  our  food. 
No  gifts  have  we  to  offer 

For  all  thy  love  imparts, 
But  that  which  thou  desirest. 

Our  humble,  thankful  hearts. — Ref. 

Jane  M.  Campbell,  tr. 
H.  W.  Grbatorbx. 


Qlo  •  ry    be      to   the    Fa  •  ther,  and   to      the    Son,  and    to      the  Ho  -   ly    Qhost :      As    it 


was  Id   the  be-ginning,     is  now,  and  ev  -er  shall  be,  world  writhout  end:      A  •  men,    A  •  men. 
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Thro*  seas  dry-shod 


weary  wastes  bewild*ring;  To  thee,in  reverent  love,  our  hearts  are  bowed. 


1213  Stianltsgibfng. 

O  Holy  Father,  who  hast  led  thy  children 

In  all  the  ages,  with  the  fire  and  cloud, 
Through  seas  dry-shod;   through  weary 
wastes  bewildering ; 
To  thee,  in  reverent  love,  our  hearts  are 
bowed. 

2  O  Holy  Jesus,  Prince  of  Peace  and  Saviour, 
To  thee  we  owe  the  peace  that  still  pre- 
vails, 

Stilling  the  rude  wills  of  men^s  wild  behavior, 
And  calming  passion's  fierce  and  stormy 
gales. 

3  O  Holy  Ghost,  the  Lord  and  the  Life- 

Giver, 
Thine  is  the    quickening   power    that 

gives  increase. 
From  thee  have  flowed,  as  from  a  pleasant 

river, 
Our  plenty,  wealth,  prosperity,  and  peace. 

4  O  Triune  God,  with  heart  and  voice  a- 

doring, 
Praise  we  the  goodness  that  has  crowned 
our  day ;  [ploring 

Pray  we,  that  thou  wilt  hear  us,  still  im- 
Thy  love  and  favor,  kept  to  us  alway. 

WilU&in  Crofiswell  Doane. 
J  2  X  4  Sbrntng  ^flrr. 

O  Strength  and  Stay  upholding  all  creation , 
Who  ever  dost  thyself  unmoved  abide, 

Yet  day  by  day  the  light  in  due  gradation 
From  hour    to    hour    through    all    its 
changes  guide : — 


2  Grant  to  life's  day  a  calm  unclouded 
ending, 

An  eve  untouched  by  shadows  of  decay, 
The  brightness  of  a  holy  deathbed  blending 

With  dawning  glories  of  the  eternal  day. 

John  EUertm. 

1  2  Xq  ISttinu  anti  Zotitiin. 

« 

O  Son  of  God,  our  Captain  of  salvation, 
Thyself  by  si^ffering  schooled  to  human 
grief, 
We  bless  thee  for  thy  sons  of  consolation, 
Who  follow  in  the  steps  of  thee  their 
Chief. 

2  Those  whom  thy  Spirit's  dread  vocation 

severs  [host ; 

To  lead  the  vanguard  of  thy  conquering 

Whose  toilsome  years  are  spent  in  brave 

endeavors 
To  bear  thy  saving  name  from  coast  to 

coast. 

3  And  all  true  helpers,  patient,  kind,  and 

skilful,  [earth. 

Who  shed  thy  light  across  our  darkened 
Caunsel  the  doubting,  and    restrain    the 
wilful, 
Soothe  the  sick  bed,  and  share  the  chil- 
dren's mirth. 

4  Thus,  Lord,  thy  comforters  in  memory 

keeping, 

Still  be  thy  church's  watchword,  "Com- 
fort ye  " ;  [weeping, 
Till  in  our  Father's  house  shall  end  our 

And  all  our  wants  be  satisfied  in  thee. 

John  EUcftoo. 
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1316         National  ^xihatgn. 

O  God,  beneath  thy  guiding  hand, 
Our  exiled  fathers  crossed  the  sea, 

And  when  they  trod  the  wintry  sti'and, 
With  prayer  and  psalm  they  worshiped 
thee. 

2  Thou  heardst,  well  pleased,  the  song, 

the  prayer — 
Thy  blessing  came ;  and  still  its  power 
Shall  onward  through  all  ages  bear 
The  memory  of  that  holy  hour. 

3  What  change!   through  pathless  wilds 

no  more 

ymTB,  BiuLTimuB  Doma 


The  fierce  and  naked  savage  roams : 
Sweet  praise,  along  the  cultured  shore. 
Breaks  from  ten  thousand  happy  homes. 

4  Laws,  freedom,  truth,  and  faith  in  God 
Came  with  those  exiles  o'er  the  waves. 

And  where  their  pilgrim  feet  have  trod, 
The  God  they  trusted  guards  their  graves. 

5  And  here  thy  name,  O  God  of  love, 
Their  children's  children  shall  adore. 

Till  these  eternal  hills  remove. 
And  spring  adorns  the  earth  no  more. 

Leonard  BacOB. 
W.  BOYCK. 


1217  9salm95. 

1  Oh,  come,  let  us  sing  un-  |  to  the  |  Lord;  ||  Let  us  heartily  rejoice  in  the  |  strength 

of  I  our  sal-  |  vation. 

2  Let  us  come  before  his  presence  |  with  thanks-  |  giving;  ||  And  show  ourselves  |  glad 

in  I  him  with  |  psalms. 

3  For  the  Lord  is  a  |  great —  |  God ;  ||  And  a  great  |  King  a-  |  bove  all  |  gods. 

4  In  his  hands  are  all  the  corners  |  of  the  |  earth ;  ||  and  the  strength  of  the  |  hills  is 

his —  I  also. 

5  The  sea  is  his  |  and  he  |  made  it ;  ||  And  his  hands  pre-  |  pared  —  |  the  dry  |  land. 

6  Oh,  come,  let  us  worship  |  and  fall  |  down;  ||  And  kneel  be-  |  fore  the  |  Lord  our 

Maker. 

7  For  he  is  the  |  Lord  our  |  God;  ||  And  we  are  the  people  of  his  pasture,  and  the 

sheep  of  |  his —  |  hand. 

8  Oh,  worship  the  Lord  in  the  |  beauty  "  of  |  holiness ;  ||  Let  the  whole  I  earth  *  *  stand 

in  I  awe  of  |  him. 
^9  For  he  cometh,  for  he  cometh  to  |  judge  the  |  earth;  ||  And  with  righteousness  to 
judge  the  world,  and  the  |  people  |  with  his  |  truth. 

10  Glory  be  to  the  Father,  and  |  to  the  |  Son,  ||  And  |  to  the  |  Holy  |  Ghost ; 

11  As  it  was  in  the  beginning,  is  now,  and  |  ever  •  •  shall  |  be,  ||  World  without  |  end. 

A-  I  men.  A-  |  men. 
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I  Wb  praise  thee,  |  O—  |  God;  ||  we  acknowledge  |  thee  to  |  be  the  |  Lord. 
All  the  earth  doth  |  worship  |  thee,  ||  the  Father  |  ever- 1  last —  |  ing. 


2  To  thee  all  angels  |  cry  a- 1  loud,  ||  the  heavens,  and  |  all  the  |  powers  there-  |  in.  || 
To  thee  cherubim  and  seraphim,  con-  |  tinually  •  •  do  |  cry,  ||  Holy,  holy,  holy,  Lord  | 

God  of  I  Sab^.  I  oth ;  || 

3  Heaven  and  earth  are  full  of  the  majesty  |  of  thy  |  glory.  ||  The  glorious  company 

of  the  apostles  prabe  thee.  The  goodly  fellowship  of  the  |  prophets  |  praise —  |  thee.  |[ 
The  noble  army  of  martyrs  |  praise —  |  thee.  ||  The  holy  church  throughout  all  thej 
world  •  •  doth  ao-  |  knowledge  |  thee.  || 

4  The  Father,  of  an  |  iufi-*  •  nite  |  majesty;  ||  thine  adorable,  |  true  and  |  only  |  Son;  || 
Also  the  Holy  |  Ghost,  the  |  Comforter.  ||  Thou  art  the  King  of  glory,  O  Christ,  thou 

art  the  everlasting  |  Son  •  •  of  the  |  Fa —  |  ther.  || 

5  When  thou  tookest  upon  thee  to  de-  |  liver  |  man,  ||  thou  didst  humble  thyself  to  be  | 

born —  I  of  a  I  virgin.  || 
When  thou  hadst  overcome  the  |  sharpness  *  *  of  |  death,  ||  thou  didst  open  the  kingdom 
of  I  heaven  •  *  to  |  all  be- 1  lievers.  || 

6  Thou  sittest  at  the  right  hand  of  God,  in  the  |  glory  •  •  of  the  |  Father.  ||  We  beheve 

that  thou  shalt  |  come  to  |  be  our  |  judge.  || 
We  therefore  pray  thee,  |  help  thy  |  servants,  ||  whom  thou  hast  redeemed  |  with  thy  | 
precious  |  blood.  || 

7  Make  them  to  be  numbered  |  with  thy  |  saints,  ||  in  |  glory  |  ever- 1  lasting.  || 

0  Lord,  save  thy  people,  and  |  bless  thine  {  heritage;  ||  govern  them  and  |  lift  them| 
up  for-  I  ever.  || 

8  Day  by  day  we  |  magni- '  '  f y  |  thee ;  ||  and  we  worship  thy  name  ever,  |  world  with- 1 

out —  I  end.  || 
Vouchsafe,  0  Lord,  to  keep  us  this  |  day  with-out  |  sin;  ||  0  Lord,  have  mercy  upon  us, 
have  I  mer-cy  up-  |  on —  |  us.  || 

9  0  Lord,  let  thy  mercy  |  be  up- 1  on  us,  ||  as  our  |  trust —  |  is  in  |  thee.  || 

0  Lord,  in  |  thee  •  •  have  1 1  trusted;  ||  let  me  |  never  |  be  con- 1  founded.  ||  A-  |  men.  || 
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1  Glory  be  to  |  God  on  |  high,  ||  and  on  earth  |  peace,  good-  |  will  •  •  towards  |  men. 

2  We  praise  thee,  we  bless  thee,  we  |  worship  |  thee,  ||  we  glorify  thee,  we  give  thanks 

to  I  thee  for  |  thy  great  |  glory.        -  ^^  ^^ 
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3  O  Lord  God,  |  heavenly  |  King,  ||  God  the  |  Father  |  Al —  |  mighty! 

4  0  Lord,  the  only  begotten  Son,  |  Jesus  |  Christ;  ||  O  Lord  God,  Lamb  of  |  God,  Son 

of  the  I  Father,  ^^^  m 


5  That  takest  away  the  |  sins  *  *  of  the  |  world,  ||  have  mercy  |  upon  |  us. 

6  Thou  that  takest  away  the  |  sins  '  *  of  the  |  world,  ||  have  mercy  |  upon  |  us. 

7  Thou  that  takest  away  the  |  sins  •  *  of  the  |  world,  ||  re-  |  ceive  our  |  prayer. 

8  Thou  that  sittest  at  the  right  hand  of  |  God  the  |  Father,  ||  have  mercy  |  upon  |  us. 

Bftum  to  Part  i. 

9  For  thou  I  only  *  *  art  |  holy :  ||  thou  |  only  |  art  the  |  Lord : 

10  Thou  only,  O  Christ,  with  tiie  |  Holy  |  Ghost,  ||  art  most  high  in  the  |  glory  •  •  of  |  God 

the  I  Father.  ||  A-  |  men. 
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Lord,  have  mer-cy    up  -  on         us,  and  write  all  thea^  thy  laws  in  our  hearts,  we  be -seech  thee. 
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1  Blessed  are  the  dead,  who  die  in  the  |  Lord  from  |  henceforth;  ||  Yea,saith  the  Spirit, 

that  they  may  rest  from  their  labors,  |  and  their  |  works  do  |  follow  them. 

2  Our  days  on  earth  are  as  a  shadow,  and  there  is  |  none  a-  |  biding ;  ||  We  are  but  of 

yesterday ;  there  is  but  a  |  step  •  •  between  |  us  and  |  death ; 

3  Man's  days  are  as  grass:  as  a  flower  of  the  field,  |  sohe  |  flourisheth;  ||  He  appeareth 

for  a  little  time,  then  |  van-ish-  |  eth  a-  |  way. 

4  Watch !  for  ye  know  not  what  hour  your    Lord  doth  |  come ;  ||  Be  ye  also  ready ;  for 


in  such  an  hour  as  ye  think  not,  the    Son  of    Man —  |  cometh. 

5  It  is  the  Lord;  let  him  do  what  |  seemeth  *  *  him    good;  ||  The  Lord  gave,  and  the 

Lord  hath  taken  away,  and  |  blessed  *  *  be  the  |  name  *  *  of  the  |  Lord. 

6  Blessed  are  the  dead,  who  die  in  the  |  Lord  from  |  henceforth ;  ||  Yea,  saith  the  Spirit, 

that  they  may  rest  from  their  labors,  |  and  their  |  works  do  |  follow  them. 
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Ae  it  was  in  the  beginning,  ia  now,  and     ev    -   er      shall  be,  World   with-out     end.     A    •    men. 
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1223  liRatt.  «;«-l3. 

1  OuB  Father,  who  art  in  heaven,  |  hallowed  |  be  thy  |  name ;  ||  thy  kingdom  come,  thy 

will  be  done  on  |  earth,  as  it  |  is  in  |  heaven ; 

2  Give  us  this  |  day  our  |  daily  |  bread;  ||  and  forgive  us  our  trespasses,  as  we  forgive  | 

them  that  |  trespass  a-  |  gainst  us. 

3  And  lead  us  not  into  temptation,  but  de-  |  liver  |  us  from  |  evil ;  ||  for  thine  is  the 

kingdom,  and  the  power,  and  the  |  glory,  for  |  ever.    A-  |  men. 
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1224  »«»««. 

1  Have  mercy  upon  me,  0  God,  according  to  thy  |  loving-  |  kindness:  ||  According 

unto  the  multitude  of  thy  tender  mercies  |  blot  out  |  my  trans-  |  gressions. 

2  Wash  me  thoroughly  from  |  mine  in-  |  iquity,  ||  And  |  cleanse  me  |  from  my  |  sin. 

3  For  I  acknowledge  |  my  trans-  |  gressions:  ||  And  my  |  sin  is  |  ever  •  •  be-  |  fore  me. 

4  Hide  thy  face  |  from  my  |  sins,  ||  And  blot  out  |  all —  |  mine  in-  |  iquities. 

5  Create  in  me  a  clean  |  heart,  0  |  God ;  ||  Aad  renew  a  right  |  spirit  *  *  with-  |  in —  |  me. 

6  Cast  me  not  away  |  from  thy  |  presence ;  ||  And  take  not  thy  |  Holy  |  Spirit  |  from  me. 

7  Restore  unto  me  the  joy  of  |  thy  sal-  |  vation;  ||  And  uphold  me  |  with  thy  |  free — | 

Spirit. 

8  Then  I  will  teach  trans- 1  gressors  •  •  thy  |  ways ;  ||  And  sinners  shall  be  con-  |  verted  | 

unto  I  thee. 

9  Deliver  me  from  blood-guiltiness,  0  God,  thou  God  of  |  my  sal-  |  vation:  ||  And  my 

tongue  shall  sing  aloud  |  of  thy  |  righteous-  |  ness. 

10  0  Lord,  open  |  thou  my  |  lips :  ||  And  my  mouth  shall  |  show  forth  |  thy —  |  praise. 

1 1  For  thou  desirest  not  sacrifice ;  |  else  *  *  would  I  |  give  it :  ||  Thou  delightest  |  not  in 

burnt —  I  offering. 

12  The  sacrifices  of  God  are  a  |  broken  |  spirit:  ||  A  broken  and  a  contrite  heart,  0  God, 

thou  wilt  I  not  de-  |  spise. 
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1  God  be  merciful  unto  |  us, and  |  bless  us;  ||  And  show  us  the  light  of  his  countenance, 

and  be  |  merci-  *  •  f  ul  |  unto  |  us. 

2  That  thy  way  may  be  known  |  up-  *  *  on  |  earth;  ||  Thy  saving  |  health  a-  |  mong  all 

nations. 

3  Let  the  people  praise  thee,  |  O—  |  God.  ||  Yea,  let  |  all  the  •  *  people  |  praise — 

thee. 

4  Oh,  let  the  nations  rejoice  |  and  be  |  glad ;  ||  For  thou  shall  judge,  the  people  right- 

eously, and  govern  the  |  na-  *  *  tions  upon  |  earth. 

5  Let  the  people  praise    thee,  |  0 —  |  God,  ||  Yea,  let  |  all  the  •  *  people  |  praise —  | 

thee. 

6  Then  shall  the  earth  bring  |  forth  her  |  increase;  ||  And  God,  even  our  own  |  God 

shall  I  g^ve  us  *  *  bis  |  blessing. 

7  God  shall  |  bless—  |  us;  ||  And  all  the  ends  of  the  |  world  shall  |  fear—  |  him. 

8  Glory  be  to  the  Father,  and  |  to  the  |  Son,  ||  And  |  to  the  |  Holy  |  Ghost; 

9  As  it  was  in  the  beginning,  is  now,  and  |  ever  |  shall  be,  ||  World  |  without  |  end. 

A-  I  men. 
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J  I  The  Lord  is  my  Shepherd ;  I  |  shall  not  |  want ; 
green  pastures ;  he  leadeth  me  beside  the  |  still — 


he  maketh  me  to  lie  down  in 
waters. 


2  He  restoreth  my  soul ;  he  leadeth  me  in  the  paths  of  righteousness  for  his  |  name^s — | 

sake.  II  Yea,  though  I  walk  through  th»  valley  of  the  shadow  of  death,  I  will  fear 
no  evil :  for  thou  art  with  me ;  thy  rod  and  thy  |  staff  they  j  comfort  me. 

3  Thou  preparest  a  table  before  me,  in  the  presence  of  mine  enemies ;  thou  anointest 

my  head  with  oil ;  my  |  cup  *  '  runneth  j  over.  ||  Surely  goodness  and  mercy  shall 
follow  me  all  the  days  of  my  life ;  and  I  will  dwell  in  the  house  of  the  j  Lord  for  j 
ever.  ||  A-  j  men. 
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Lord,    have  mer  -  cy     up    -    on         ue,       And    in  -  cline    our  hearts  to      keep  thia     law. 
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Lord,  have  mercy  up  •  on       ua,  And  write  all  these  thy  laws  in  our  hearts,  we  be  -  seech  thee. 
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Lord,  have   mercy  up  •  on  ua,      And  write  all  these  laws  in  our  hearts,    wa    ba  -  acech    thee. 
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1229  "  ^t>we  i'ittle  SHifS." 

Saviour!  who  thy  flock  art  feeding 
With  the  shepherd's  kindest  care, 

All  the  feeble  gently  leading, 
While  the  lambs  thy  bosom  share  ;- 

2  Now,  these  little  ones  receiving, 
Fold  them  in  thy  gracious  arm ; 

There,  we  know,  thy  word  believing, 
Only  there,  secure  from  harm. 

nnnuuRss.  s.  m. 


3  Never  from  thy  pasture  roving, 
Let  them  be  the  lion's  prey ; 

Let  thy  tenderness,  so  loving. 
Keep  them  all  life's  dangerous  way. 

4  Then,  within  thy  fold  eternal. 
Let  them  find  a  resting-place. 

Feed  in  pastures  ever  vernal, 
Drink  the  rivers  of  thy  grace. 

William  A.  Muhlenberg. 
Lowell  Mason. 
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1230  •ur  Cfjiltiren. 

Great  God,  now  condescend 

To  bless  our  rising  race ; 
Soon  may  their  willing  spirits  bend. 

The  subjects  of  thy  grace. 

2  Oh,  what  a  pure  delight 
Their  happiness  to  see ; 

Our  warmest  wishes  all  unite 
To  lead  their  souls  to  thee. 

3  Now  bless,  thou  God  of  love, 
The  word  of  truth  divine ; 

Send  thy  good  Spirit  from  above, 
And  make  these  children  thine. 

John  Fellows. 


1231       * '  *wfff »^  ^^tl""  *«  Comr ." 

The  Saviour  kindly  calls 

Our  children  to  his  breast ; 
He  folds  them  in  his  gracious  arms. 

Himself  declares  them  blest. 

2  "Let  them  approach,"  he  cries, 
"  Nor  scorn  their  humble  claim  ; 

The  heirs  of  heaven  are  such  as  these, 
For  such  as  these  I  came." 

3  With  joy  we  bring  them,  Lord, 
Devoting  them  to  thee. 

Imploring,  that,  as  we  are  thine, 
Thine  may  our  offspring  be. 

Henry  U  Onderdonk. 


tribes  of  ZTunee. 


THB  maslc  in  this  collection  is  largely  copyright,  and  many  of  the  nieces  are  held  with  special  reserve.  If 
nsed,  it  mast  he  with  permission  obtained  from  the  owners.  The  following  nieces  are  nsei!  1>y  arrangement 
with  the  Oliver  Diteon  Company:  Bethany.  Henley,  Last  Hope,  Manoah,  Mercy,  Oak,  Rakem,  Ratlihun, 
Serenity,  Solitude,  Willington.    By  permission  of  The  Biglow  &  Main  Company:  Olive's  Brow. 


PAGR 

ABBR.  S.M 884 

Aberhonddu.  7s,  6s,  D  427 

Abinger.  6a,  4s 444 

Adrian.  S.M 424 

Aileen.  S.M 61,  426 

Aldersgate.  S.  M 385 

Alexander.  8.M..216,  318 

Alfonl.  7s,  6s,  88 474 

All  Saints.  8s,  7s,  7s. .  478 

Alsace.  L.  M 48 

Alvan.  8s,  7s,  4s 34 

America.  6s,  4s 496 

Amsterdam.  7s,  6s,  D.  388 
Anatolios.  7s,  6S.  8s  . .  84 
Andemach.  78,  6s,  D.  206 
Angel  Voices.  P.  M..    12 

Angelas.  L.  M 43 

Antioch.  C.  M 189 

Anvem.  L.  M 13,  449 

Arcadia.  C.  M 317 

Ardath.  S.  M.  D 402 

Ariel.  C.  P.  M 162 

Arimathea.  P.  M 165 

Arlington.  C.  M 288 

Armes.  S.  M 233 

Armstrong.  88,  7s.  D. 

127,  480 

Ascension.  P.  M 183 

Astiwell.  L.  M 2S2 

Athalie.  S.  M.  D 405 

Athens.  C.  M.  D..160,  239 

AatUo.  P.  M 281 

Audite.  C.  M.  D 114 

Aarelia.  7s,  6s,  D  ..  .9,  429 

Austria.  8s,  7h,  D 453 

Autumu.  8h,  78,  D —  198 

Aveling.  88,  7s,  D 406 

Avison.  118,10s 133 

Avon.  C.  M 173,  267 

Azmon.  C.  M 193,  606 

Baca.  6s,  61 269 

Badea.  S.M 171 

Balerma.  CM 284 

Baptismal  Chant 417 

Barbara.  L.  M 67 

Barber.  S.  M 78 

Barby.  O.  M 355 

Barrett.  88,  7s 92 

Bartiraons.  8s,  7b 328 

Bavaria.  8s,  7r,  61 249 

Bavaria.  8s, 7s,  D  ....  444 

Baxter.  6s,  D 445 

Beatitude.  C.  M...21,  428 
Beecroft.  88,  7s,  D...  299 

Belmont  CM 412 

Beloit.  S.  M.  D 196 

Beltra.  78 388 

Bemerton.  CM 20 

Beminster.  7s 91 

Benediction.  8s.  78,  48  457 
Benevento.  78,  D  .256,  492 
Bennington.  L.  M.  D  185 
Bentley.  78,6s,  D....  305 

Bera.  L.M 252 

Bethany.  68.  48 287 

Bethesria.  S.  M 424 

Beyond.  Chant 468 

Bishop.  L.M 891 


TAOK 

Blackburn.  L.  M 865 

Blessed  Home.  6s,  D.  387 

Boardman.  CM 219 

Bonar.  P.  M 60 

Bonn.  P.  M 140 

Boylston.  S.M 410 

Braden.  S.  M 372 

Bradfoni.  CM 195 

Brattle  St.  C  M.  D..  112 
Bread  of  Life.  6b,  4a.  .  97 
Bremen.  C  P.  M.  231,  860 

Brest.  8s,  7s,  4s 472 

Brocklesbury.  88, 7s  .  828 

Brookfleld.  L.M 49 

Brooklyn.  6s,  4s 285 

Brown.  CM 886 

Brownell.  L.M. 61 324 

Browning.  CM 59 

Budlelgh.  P.M 441 

Bullinger.  88,58,38  235,  810 

Bnrlington.  CM 117 

ByefleM.  CM 64 

CABRSALBM.  88,  78,  7s  478 

Cana.  Us 297 

Canaan.  CM.  D 212 

Canonbnry.  L.  M-. ...  11 
CanonH  Aaliby.  L.M.61  880 
Canterbnrj'.  lis,  12s..    96 

Capello.  L.  M 99 

Caramea.  78, 5 61 

Carlisle.  S.  M 846 

Carmen  Ccell.  P.  M  ..  467 

Carol.  C  M.  D 186 

Carolj'n.  CM.  D 460 

Carter.  88,78 72 

Carthage.  8s,  7s 210 

Cary.  S.M 856 

Caskey.  78,  6s,  D 804 

Casteflo.  P.  M 848 

Castle  Rising.  CM.D  485 

Chalvey.  S.  M.  D 214 

Cheer.  8a,  7s,  7 80 

Chenango.  Ij.M.  D...  477 
Chenies.  78, 6s,  D . .  102, 207 

Cherith.  CM 2n,422 

Chesterfield.  CM....  353 

China.  C  M 461 

Chiselhurst.  S.  M....  237 

Church.  CM 154 

Christmas.  C  M  .  .136,  815 
Civitas  Dei.  C  M.  D..  488 

Clapham.  7s,  D 376 

Clarion.  7s 181 

Cleveland.  S.  M....25,  385 

Clifton.  118.108 278 

Cloisters.  Us,  5 85 

Clyde.  8s,  4s 98 

Cochran.  10a,  4a 379 

Ccena  Domini  10s,  21.  442 

Columba.  P.M 84 

Come,  ye  Dis.  lis,  lOs.  254 

Comfort.  7«,  D 377 

Communion.  CM 417 

Coucone.  C  M.  D  ....  170 

Congleton.  CM 462 

Consecration.  7s,  D  . .  294 
Contrition.  8s,  48.  262,  400 
Cooling.  C  M 276 


PAOB 
Conle  Natus.  P.  M  66, 141 
Corinth.  CM        ...  114 

Coronation.  CM 198 

Cortada.  68,  D 839 

Cowper.  C  M 238 

Cran^n.  CM 4i2 

Crawford.  L.  M 146 

CreaUon.  L.  M.  D 106 

Crete.  68,5s 806 

Croft.  H.  M 178 

Croston.  L.  M 48 

Crusaders'  Hy.  P.  M.  149 
Crux  Christi.  7s,  6s,  D  175 

Cutler.  C  M.  D 316 

Cyprus.  7s 322 

Cygnns.  7s,  61 128 

DALBHUR8T.  CM....     20 

Dalkeith.  lOs 288 

Dallas.  7a 63 

Dalston.  S.  P.  M 16 

Darley.  L.  M 891,414 

DarwaU.  H.  M 29 

Dawn,  lis,  lOe 79 

Day  of  Rest.  78,  6s,  D.  179 

DaysUr.  7s,  61 223 

Dcdham.  C  M 423 

Deipnon.  10s 489 

Deliverance.  C  M.  D  115 

Denham.  7s 37 

Dennis.  S.M 86,884 

Denx  Anges.  7s,  D ...  122 
Diademato.  8.  M.  D..  197 

Digby.  IOh 439 

Dijon.  7s 86 

Diman.  L.  M 350 

Dix.  78,61 129 

Domlnns  Reg.   P.  M. 

349,  415 

Dormance.  88, 78 432 

Downs.  C.  M 113 

DreJKlen.  P.M 497 

Dublin.  C  M 216 

DukeSt.  L.  M 361 

Duleet.  H.  M 125 

Dundee.  CM 117,  422 

Durham.  7s 435 

D  wight.  L.  M 106,419 

EAOLBT.  C  M 450 

Easter  Hymn.  7s ISO 

Eaton.  C  M.  D 213 

Eben.  CM 334 

Eoce  Agnus.  P.  M  . . .  260 

Eoclesia.  1  Is,  5a 401 

Eckhardtsheim.  C  M  868 

Edris.  S.  M 380 

Ein'Fest«Bnrg.  P.M  406 

Elation.  S.  M 858 

Elisabethtn.  C  M..81, 120 
Ellacombe.  C  M.  D..    71 

EUerton.  10s 88,488 

EUesflie.  8b,  7a,  D 481 

Ellsworth.  CM 363 

Blmhurst.  8s.  6a 281 

Elton.  C  M.61 291 

Elvet.  CM 219 

Emmanuel.  C  M..19I,  277 


PACK 

Emmelar.  6s,58 96 

Emilia.  Us,  lOe 279 

Enos.  P.  M 461 

Enrollment  8.  M....  416 

Ensign.  L.  M 399 

Eman.  10s 6 

Eria  8s,  7s,  D 127 

Essex.  7a 827 

Etiam  et  Mllii.  8s.  7a.  8  258 

Evans.  CM 270,413 

Evangelist.  CM 292 

Evening  Hjrmn.  I«.  M  42 
Evening  Praise.  P.M   44 

Eventide.  lOe 64,227 

Ewing.  7s,  6s,  D 491 

Expostnlation.  lis...  254 

FabeN.  8s,  78,  D 126 

Faith.  C  M va 

Faroun.  lOs 7 

Farrant.  C  M 61 

Fatherland.  5s,  8s,  5s  307 

Federal  St.  L.  M 421 

Ferguson.  8.  M 878 

Ferrier.  7s 86 

Fisher.  CM 154 

Flemming.  8s,  6a 286 

Flensburg.  C  M.  D..  ISO 

Florence.  L.  M 418 

Forward.  6s,  6«,  D 803 

Frankfort.  P.M 311 

Fulbert.  C  M 314 

Oaytx)BP.  8s,  7s,  D...  269 

Gem.  88,78 329 

Oennesaret.  I0s,6l i^ 

Oenuug.  P.  M 210 

Gerhardt.  7a,  ffn,  D...  159 

Germany.  L.  M 147 

OeronUns.  CM 101 

Gift.  C  M 898 

Gildas.  S.M 3S8 

Gilead.  L.M 185 

Gilton.  78,68 229 

Gladness.  CM.  D....  370 
Gladness.  78,  68,  D...  8 
Glasgow.  C  M . . .  .249,  4M 
Glastonbury.  7s.  61...  437 

Gloria  Patri.  Irr 497 

Golden  HiU.  8.  M....  410 

Goshen,  lis 296,415 

Gorton,  a  M 238 

Gonda.  CM 218 

Gould.  C  M 389 

Grace  Ch.  L.  M . . .  .266. 421 
Orange.  8s,  78.  7s.. 81, 345 

Grassmere.  P.  M 290 

Gratia.  8.  M.D 3!S» 

Gratitude.  L.  M 80 

Greenport.  C.  M.  D..  871 
Greenwood.  8.  M  847. 469 
Greenville.  88, 7s,  4s. .   98 

Grey.  7s,  5 51 

Grostete.  L.  M ...  .107, 446 

Oaardian.  6s,  48 azi 

Onldance.  88, 7s,  D...  481 

OlUde.  78,61 56, 810 

Onyon.  L.M 8Si 


f  ndex  of  tCunee. 


509 


PAOB 

HADDAM.  H.M 124 

Halle.  78,  81 89 

Hallel.  C.  B£.61 899 

Hamburg.  L.  M...  167,  418 

HaDdeL78,  68,  D I6I 

Handy.  L.  M.  61 881 

Harmony  Orove.L.M  184 

Harvej.  P.  M 888 

Harville.  C.  M 8S6 

Harwell.  88.78,  D....  187 

Haydn.  8.  M 88,229 

Heber.  C.  M 387 

Hebron.  L.  M 80 

Heimweh.  78.  61 89 

Helena.  C.  M 155 

Hendon.  78 37 

Henley.  lOs 83 

Herald  Angels.  78,  D.  188 

Hermon.  c.  M 271 

Hermhnt.  P.  M 211 

HersUnoncenx.  P.  M  218 
Hleroaolyma.  78, 68,  D  490 

Hlnchman.  P.  M 15 

Holley.  78 90 

Holling8ide.  78,  D  ...  272 
Holy  Clmrch.  78, 68,  D  342 
HolyCrcNM.  CM.  387 
Holy  Offerings.  P.  M.  257 
Holy  Trinity.  CM.  69, 172 

Honiton.  78,  D 75 

Horsely.  CM 170 

Horton.  78 62,  2S8 

Hosanna.  L.  M 201 

Humility.  L.  M 106 

Hummel.  C  M.... 234,  814 

Hnrsley.  L.  M 42 

Huntington.  CM...  368 
Hymn  of  Joy.  88,78,D  186 

IKCAKNATION.  P.  M..  143 

Innooentn.  78... 63 

Integer.  118, 5 41 

Intercession.  L.  M...  247 
Intercession.  P.  M...    66 

Inverness.  8.  M 606 

Ipswich.  L.  M 496 

Irby.  88,78,  7h 144 

Italian  Hy.  6s,  4b.  120, 191 

JAFHKT.  L.  M 264 

Jerusalem.  CM 482 

Jewett  68.  D 386 

Judgment.  P.M 473 

KATVGUDDKN.  78,68,88  476 

Kelso.  78.61 38 

Kevin.  P.M ...  308 

Kllbnm.  CM 870 

Kilmarnock.  CM....  153 

Kleiu.  L.  M.  D 332 

Knox.  CM 100 

Labax.  8.  M 320 

LachrymsB  78.  81. .  .258,  426 

LaMira.  C  M 334 

LaMont4).  P.M 390 

Lancasliire.  7n,  68,  D.  168 

Langran.  lOe 282,  443 

liangton.  8.  M 60 

Last  Hope.  78 222,  389 

Land.  CM iio 

Landes  Domini.  P.  M    22 

Lands.  L.M 68 

Lead  Me  On.  P.  M...  313 

Leighton.  8.  M 320 

Leland.  8.  M 87 

Lenox.  H.  M 244 

Leonard.  C  M.  D  . . . .  52 
Leominster.  8.  M.  D.  469 

Leoni.  P.M 79 

I^ester.  lis,  10s,  6s 374 

Light.  78.31.  D 226 

Linden.  7s,  68,  0 344 

Linwood.L.M 66 

Lisbon.  H.M 27 

Lischer.  H.  M 28 

Living  Btream.  C  M.  D  119 
Long  Home.  7m,  8«,  7s  468 

Lonvan.  L.  M 100 

Love  Divine.  8s.  7s,  D  268 
LoTlngKlnduess.L.M  260 


PAGE 

Lowry.  L.  M 476 

Lntzen.  CM Ill 

Lux  Benigna.  10s,  4s.  878 
Lux  Muudi.  7s,  6s,  D.  260 

Lynde.  P.M 298 

Lyndlmrst.  CM 267 

Lyons.  10s,  lis 70 

Lyte.  68,48 840 

MAGDALBMK.  68,68...  289 

Magill.  118 841 

Magister.  78,  68,  D  . . .  65 
Manoah.  CM.... 121,  172 
Manaflehl.  8s.  7s,  D  ..  298 

Marlow.  CM 18 

Martyn.  78,  D 278 

Matthias.  L.  M.61  ...    90 

Mayeut.  78,  68 230 

Mear.  CM 17 

Melcombe.  L.  M 106 

Melita.  L.  M.61 494 

Memorial.  7s,  61 436 

Mendebras.  7s,  6s,  D .  9 
Mendon.  L.  M  ....447,  499 
Meribah.  C  P.  M....  472 

Messiah.  7s,  D 296 

Middletoii.  8s.78,D.203,  406 

Migdol    L.M 10 

MiUltant  108.31 313 

Mllllngton.  8s,  7s,  7s  .  479 

Mirfleld.  CM 23 

Miriam.  7s,  6s,  D. .  103,  486 
Mission  8ong.  Sh.7s.D  396 
Missionary  Chant.  L.M. 

812,  447 

Missionary  Hy. 78.68,  D  452 

Monkland.  7s 436 

Monroe  Place.  6s,  4s..  287 

Monsell,  P.M 68 

More  Love.  6s,  4s 286 

Morning.  P.M 296 

Momington.  8.  M.  24,  232 

Moscow.  108 461 

Mosart.  78 181 

Muriel.  8s,  7s.  7s... 82,  146 

Naamam.  10s 77 

Naomi.  C  M 223 

NaUvity.  CM 22 

Nauman.  CM.  61....  242 

Neale.  8.  M 86 

Neander.  8s,  7s.  78 249 

Nearer  Home.  S.M.D  464 

Nelline.  78,5 44 

Nelson.  88,  7s,  48 98 

Nettleton.  88,  7h,  D  . .  438 

New  Calabar.  7s 434 

New  Haven.  6s,  48...  224 

Newborn.  CM 192 

Newoourt.  L.  P.  M  ..    14 

Nicsea.  P.M 6 

Nightiall.  lis.  6 85 

Ninian.  1  s,  lOs 182 

Nissi.  6s,  5s 802 

NoeL  C  M.  D 118.  137 

Nomen  Jesu.  78 826 

Nottingham.  CM...  70 
Nox  PrfBcessit.  CM.  854 
Nun  Dsnket.  P.  M...  123 
Nuremberg.  78,68 275 

OAK.  68,48 285 

Oaksville.  CM....  19,  460 

Oberland.  P.M 467 

Oflbrd.  8.M 396 

Old  Hundred.  L.  M  . .  67 
01d.01d8tory.7s.HH,D.  240 
Olive's  Brow.  I^  M . . .  166 

Olivet.  6s,  48 340 

Olmutz.  8.  M 318,  426 

Onward.  7s 322 

Ortonville.  CM 153 

Osier.  H.M \n,  306 

Oswald.  8s,  7s 130.  606 

Ovlo.  8s,  7s 131 

Owen.  8.M 255.821 

PackINOTON.  8.  M  . . .    24 

Palestrina.  CM 366 

Palmer,  lis,  6 40 

Palms.  88,78.78 248 

PanisCcBlL  L.  M 419 


PAGE 

Pauls  Vitfe.  9s,  8s 440 

Paraclete.  7s.5s. . .  .45,  228 

Paradise.  P.M 488 

Park  St.  L.M 333,  448 

Parole.  68,5s 288 

Pascal.  88,68 47 

Passion  Chor.  7s,6s,D.  168 

PaxDei.  lOs 227 

PaxPerennis.  78,6s,D.  489 
Pax  Tecum.  lOe.  21....  442 

Penitence.  L.  M 420 

PenkivelL  68,5s 278 

Pentonvllle.  8.  M . . . .  235 

Perry.  78,  D 209 

Peterboro*.  CM 23 

Petersham.  CM.  D..  157 

Philip.  78,31 259 

Phllippi.    78,101 89 

Pilot.  78,61 275 

Pisa.  78.6s 894 

Pleyel's  Hy.  78... 323,  434 

PortlaniL  88^48 878 

Portuguese  Hy.  P.B£.  180 
Portuguese  Hy.  lis..  296 
Portuguese  Hy.  L.M.  200 

Prague.  6s.  5s,  D 188 

Prafoe.  P.M SZ9 

Prince.  L.M 221 

Propior  Deo.  68,  4s ...  286 

Psyche.  118.108 SSI 

Pyrenees.  lOs 875 


QUKBKC.  L.  M 864 

Quies.  CM.  61 248 

RAKKM.  L.M.61 14 

Raphael.  8s, 7s, 48.. 86,  309 

Rathbun.  8s.  78 165 

Raynolds.  lis,  lOs....  330 

Rawson.    88,48 441 

Re4icliff.  P.  M 182 

Refuge.  78,  D 278 

Regent  8quare.  88,78, 

4s 140,  456 

Relief.  7s,  6iiL  D 426 

Remsen.  C  M 892 

Repose.  78,61 361 

Requicscat.  P.  M 462 

Rest.  L. M. ...........  459 

Resurrexit.  P.M 184 

Retreat.  L.M 56 

Rex  GloriiB.  I^  M.  D.  404 

Rhoads.  8.  M 61,  411 

Rhossilly.  6s,  58 381 

Rialto.  H.M 319 

Rich.  CM 867 

Rlghl.  CM 166 

Righini.  68,  4s 190 

Riseholme.  8s,  48 47 

Rivaulx.  L.  M 104 

Rockof:AgeB.  78,61..  437 
Rockingham.  L.M...  147 

Romberg.  CM 882 

Rosefleld.  7s,  61 360 

Roth  well.  L.'M 246 

Rutherfonl.  P.  M....  471 
RutlaniL  C  M 166 

8ABBATA.  CM 81,  336 

Habbath.  7s,  D 32 

Sacrament.  Os.  Ss 440 

Hacramentura.  L.M.D  416 

Sacrifice.  7s,  (ts 427 

Salzburg.  8.  M.  D....  403 

Samson.  L.  M 394 

Sanctuary.  8s,7s,D  202, 480 

8anim.  88,  4s 263 

Savannah.  10s 7 

Savery.  CM 292 

Savov  Chapel.  7s.6s.D  456 

Schell.  P.M 374 

Schumann.  S.  M 87 

Scotland.  12s 261 

Security.  P.  M 882 

Segur.  8s.  7s,  4s 30R 

Selr.  8.  M 847 

8e  ma.  S.  M 819 

He  vin.  8.  M 866 

Septem  Voces.  P.  M.  177 
Serenity.  C  M ...  .162,  270 
Sessions.  L.  M 69 


PAGE 

Sejrmour.  7s 91,  266 

Sharon.  CM 463 

Sliawmut.  8.  M 236 

Shield.  8s,  7s,  7s 82 

Sliirland.  H.  M 60 

Sicily.  8s,  7s 171 

Silver  St.  8.  M  ...  .73,  372 
Sing  for  Jesus.  P.  M.  349 

Siloam.  CM 414 

HUngsby.  CM.,  61...  277 

Solitude.  L.  M 166 

Solitude.  78 272 

Solney.  88,7s 897 

Sonthport.  C  M 68 

South welL  CM 100 

Spanish  Hy.  7s,  Hi.  128,  176 

Spitta.  78,  6s.  D 843 

Springfield.  78 62 

SpringTlde.  C  M  ...  217 

si  AQlred.  88,38 276 

St.  Agnes.  C  M  ...53,  335 

St.  Alban.  L.  M 12 

St.  Albans.  68,68,  D..  300 
St.  Albinns.  7s,  8s....  468 
St.  Ann's.  CM...  HO,  408 
St.  Asaph.  C  M.  D  ..  484 
St.  Barnabas.  8s,  68  . .  468 

St.  Bees.  78 226 

St.  Bride.  8.  M  ...215.  411 
St.  Catharine.  L.M.  61  163 
St.  Christopher.  L.M. 

61 826 

St  Cross.  L.  M 167 

St.  Cuthbert.  8s,  6s.  4s  216 
St.  Edmund.  68, 4s . . .  284 
St.  George.  78,  D  ..33,  498 
St.  George's.  C.  M  ...  18 
St.  George's.  Bolton, 

78,68,  D 174 

St.  Gerirude.  6s.  5s.  D  301 

SUGodric.  H.  M 246 

St.  HUda.  78,  68.  D...  261 

St.  Hugh.  CM 194 

St.  Joseph.  8s,  78,7s..  164 
St.  Margaret.  8.  M  . .  282 
St.  Maiiiu's.  CM...  408 
St.  Matthew.  C  M.  D  142 
St.  Mililcent.  78.  4s...  470 
St.  Patrick.  7s,  D....  189 

St  Peter.  C  M 336 

St.  Plran.  78,5s 398 

St.  Saviour.  CM....  16 
St.  Sylvester.  88,78.96,  482 
St.  Sylvester.  P.  M  ..  496 

St.  Thomas.  8.  M 26 

Btabat  Mater.  P.M..  164 
SUte  St.  S.  M ... .403,  426 
Stephanos.  88.  6s,  3s..  310 

Stephfus.  CM 217 

StfTuhold.  CM Ill 

StockweU.  8s,  7s... 90,  397 
Stoughton.  8s,  78,  D..  407 

StoweU.  L.M 57 

Stuttganl.  8s,  7s 72 

Sunrise.  P.  M 30 

Sunset.  88,  4s 46 

SuHimame.  78,  6s 280 

Swabia.  H.  M 25 

Sydenham.  8.  M 28 

Swalusihorpe.  8.  M..  357 

TaMWORTH.  88.78,48.  204 

Taphos.  P.  M 470 

Tappau.  C  M.,  51 243 

Ten  the  Story.  7h.6s.D  ^41 
Templar.  7s.  6s,  D —  487 

Temple.  P.  M 97 

Tharaw.  7s.  61 274 

Thatcher.  8.  M 373 

ThetNlora.  7s 823 

Tliorne.  10s 76 

Thuriugia.  6s,  8s,  5s..  806 
"Thy  Will."  Chant..  470 

Toulon.    1(18 226 

Tours.  7s,  68.  D 169 

Treves.  7h.  5s 228 

Trtste.  8s,  7s.  D 209 

Triumph..  P.  M 181 

Trust.  CM 383 

Trusting.  7s 298 

Truth.  8.  M SS7 

Tully.  78,68,  D 487 


MM^J 


S'o 


f  n^eI  ot  itctcxB. 


PAOB 

UNA.  C.  M.  D 418 

Unitas.  88,  4« 400 

Uraula.  C.  M.  D 116 

nxbrii1«e.  Li.  M 96 

Valbntia.  cm 352 

Vftrina.  C.  M.  D  ..113,  462 

Venll,ux.  P.  M 226 

VerbamPiM:i8.88,6s.48  461 

Vesper.  8b,  78 480 

Vesper  Ur.  88,  78,  D  .    92 

Via  Bona.  L.  M 149 

VlaLucis.  CM 352 

ViaPacia.  68 887 

Victoria.  P.  M 182 


PAGE 

Victoria.  L.M.I> 135 

Victory.  88,78,48 205 

Vl^rtl.  8.  M 27,  287 

Visio  Domiiii.  Us,  108.  496 

Voices.  88,  78,  D 199 

Vox  Angelica.  P.M..  466 
Vox  Dilecti.  C  M.  D.  151 
Vox  Jesn.  7s,  68,  D...  160 

Wainwright.  L.  M..  148 

Wales.  8s,  4s 800 

WarcL  L.M 448 

Wara.  L.  M 69,  365 

Warner.  L.  M 266 

Warren.  CM 


FAOB 

Warrington.  L.  M  ...  864 

Warsaw.  H.  M 409 

Warwick.  CM 17 

Webb.  78.  68.  D...804.  464 

Welton.  L.  M 253 

Wesley.  7s,  D 74,  208 

Wesley.  Us,  10s 468 

Westaulnster.  8s,  78 ..  863 

Whipple.    KM 890 

WilUngton.  L.M 99 

Wilmot.  88,78 438 

WUson.  88,78 868 

Wimbleton.  88,  4s  ....  268 
Wimborne.  L.  M  .220,  812 
Wimborne.  88,78 882 


PAGE 

Winchester.  CM....  21 
Wittenberg.  P.  M . . . .  188 
WoudronsLove.  P.M.  235 
Woodland.  CM.  61...  474 

Woodstock.  CM 58 

Wood  worth.  L.M....  265 

Woolwich.  S.  M 

Work  Song.  P.M.... 

Worship,  lis,  10s 78 

Wraysbury.  8b,  78 94 

YOAKLKT.  I/.  M.  61...  162 
York.  CM 101 

ZEBULON.  H.  M 28 

Zephyr.  L.  M 456 


Inbcy  of  flDcter0. 


Ii»  HI.  4  Unea. 

PAGE 

Alsace 48 

Angelus 48 

Anvern 13,  449 

AshweU 262 

Barbara 57 

Bera 262 

Bishop 391 

Blackburn 885 

Brookfield 49 

Ganonbary ,11 

Capello 99 

Crawford 146 

Croston 48 

Darley 391 

Dimau 850 

Duke  Street 851 

Dwight 106,419 

Ensign 899 

Evening  Hymn 42 

Federal  Street 421 

Floi-ence 418 

Qermauy 147 

Gllead 185 

Qrace  Church 266.  421 

Gratitude 80 

Grostete 107,446 

Guyon 851 

Hamburg 167,  418 

Harmony  O  rove 184 

Hebron 80 

Hosanna 201 

Humility 106 

Hursley 42 

Intercession  247 

Ipswich 496 

Japhet 264 

Lauds 68 

Linwood 56 

Lonvan 109 

Loving- Kindness 250 

Lowry 476 

MeIo<»mbe 106 

MendoD 447,499 

Migilol 10 

Missionary  Chant,  312.  447 

Old  Hundred 67 

Olive's  Brow 166 

Pauls  Cojli 419 

Park  Street 333, 448 

Penitence  420 

Portuguese  Hymn...  200 

Prince 221 

Quebec 864 

Rest  459 

Hetreat 56 

Rivaulx 104 

Rockingham 147 

Rothwell 248 

Samson 804 

Sessions 69 

Solitade 166 


PAOX 

StAlban 12 

St.  Cross 167 

Stowell 67 

Uxbridge 98 

VUBona 149 

Wainwright 148 

Wanl 448 

Ware 09,865 

Warner 266 

Warrington 864 

Welton 258 

Whipple 890 

WiUlngton 99 

Wimborne 220,312 

Woodworth 265 

Zephyr 459 

I«.  HI.  0  lifaaes. 

Brownell 324 

Canons  Ashby 880 

Handy 881 

Matthias 90 

Melita 494 

Rakem 14 

St.  Catharine 163 

St  Christopher 825 

Yoakley 162 

JL.  in.  Doable. 

Bennington 186 

Chenango 477 

Creation 108 

Klein 832 

RexGloriSB 404 

Sacramentum 416 

Victoria 185 

Newcourt 14 

C*  9L  4  lines 

Antioch  189 

Arcadia  817 

Arlington 238 

Avon 173,  267 

Azmon 193,  506 

Bfllerma 234 

Barby 365 

Beatftudo 21,  423 

Belmont 412 

Bemerton 20 

Boardman 219 

Bradford 196 

Brown 366 

Browning 60 

Bnrlinirton 117 

Byotleld 64 

Cherith 271,  422 


PAGE 

Chesterfield 358 

Chin* 461 

Church 164 

Christmas 186.  815 

Communion 417 

Congleton 462 

Cooling 276 

Corinth 114 

Coronation  193 

CowTter 238 

Cragln 412 

Dalehnrst 20 

Dedham 428 

Downs 118 

DubUn 216 

Dundee 117,  422 

Eagley 450 

Eben 881 

Eckhanltsheim 868 

Sllzabethtown  ....81,  120 

EUsworth 863 

Elvet 219 

Emmanuel 194,  277 

Evan 270,  413 

Evangelist 282 

Faith 156 

Farrant 64 

Fisher 854 

Fulbert  814 

Gerontius 10] 

Gift 898 

Glasgow 239,  494 

Gouda 218 

Gould 889 

Harville 855 

Heber 887 

Helena 165 

Hermon 271 

Holy  Cross 887 

Holy  Trinity 59,  172 

Horsley 170 

Hummel 234,  314 

Huntington 868 

Jerusalem 482 

Kilbum 870 

Kilmarnock 158 

Knox 100 

LaMira 884 

Laud 110 

Lutzen Ill 

Lyndhurst 267 

Manoah 121,  172 

Marlow... 18 

Mear 17 

Mirfleld  28 

Naomi    228 

Nativity 22 

Newbold 192 

Nottingham 70 

NoxPnecessit 854 

Oaksvllle 19,  460 

Ortonville 158 


PACK 

Palestrina 8M 

Peterboro* 23 

Remsen 882 

Rich 86? 

Righi 156 

Romberg 382 

Rutland ist 

Sabbate .81,  381 

Savery 2se 

Serenity m»  2I> 

Sharon 4tt 

Siloam 501 

Southport 66 

Southwell 100 

Spring-Tide 217 

St.  Agnes 53,  835 

St  Ann's UOi  408 

St  George's IS 

St.  Hugh IW 

StMaitin's 408 

St  Peter s» 

St  Saviour 16 

Stephens 217 

Stemhold Ill 

Trust 883 

Valeutla 3SS 

VlaLucis SS2 

Warren SS8 

Warwick 17 

Winchester 21 

Wo<Hl8tock 58 

York im 

C.  HI.  5  Usee. 

Elton 291 

Naumann 212 

Quies 243 

Tappan 243 

Woodland 474 

C.  HI.  0  ttaes. 

Hnllel 3» 

Slingsby ZTJ 

C.  HI.  Doable. 

Athens 1.W,  2» 

Audita 1J4 

Brattle  Street 112 

Canaan 212 

Carol 196 

Carolyn 460 

Castle  Rising 485 

CivitasDei 483 

Conoono 170 

Cutler 816 

Deliverance 115 

Eaton 2U 

Ellacombe 71 

Flensbnrg 160 

Gladneaa 


f  nOex  ot  Actete. 
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PAQB 

Greenport 371 

Leonard 52 

living  Stream ll« 

Noel 118,  137 

Peteraham 157 

8t.A«aph 484 

St.  Matthew 142 

Una 413 

Urania 116 

Varina lis,  482 

VoxOllecti 161 

C.  P.IH. 

Artel 152 

Bremen 231,  389 

MerilMUi 472 

8.1II.41IBM. 

Aber 884 

Adrian 424 

Alleen 61,  425 

Aldersg^te 385 

Alexander 215,  318 

Amiea 233 

Badea 171 

Barber 73 

Betiiesda 424 

Bo3'lston ..  410 

Braden 372 

Carlisle 346 

Cary 356 

Chiaelhurst 237 

Cleveland 25.  385 

DeuuiA 80,  384 

Kdri8 380 

Slation 358 

Enrollment 416 

Fernison , 373 

OUdas 358 

Golden  Hill 410 

Gorton 236 

Greenwood 347,  469 

Haydn 88,  229 

Inverness 605 

LalMUi  320 

Lanrton 60 

Lelghton 320 

Leland 87 

Lisbon 27 

Momington 24,232 

Neale 86 

Offord 396 

Olniutz. 318,  425 

Osier 173,386 

Owen 265,  321 

Packingtim 24 

Pentonville 256 

Bboads 61,  411 

KU1U> 319 

Schnmanu 87 

Seir 847 

Selma 319 

8elvin 856 

Shawnint 236 

Shirland 60 

Silver  Street 73,  372 

St.  Bride 215.411 

St.  Margaret 232 

8t.Tbomas 26 

State  street 403,426 

Swabia 26 

Sydenham 26 

Swalnsthorpe 357 

Thatcher 873 

Truth 357 

Vigil 27,  287 

Woolwich 383 

8.  AI.  Doable. 

Ardath  402 

Atlialle 4fA 

Belolt 196 

Chalvey 214 

Diademata  197 

Gratia 369 

Leominster 469 

Nearer  Home 464 

Salzburg 4U3 


8*  « •  ^B* 

PAOB 

Dalston 16 

Croft 178 

DarwaU  29 

Dnleet 125 

Haddam 124 

Lenox  244 

Llscher 28 

SLGodric 245 

Warsaw 408 

Zebulon 28 

Fatheriand 307 

Thoringia 306 

So,  4a. 

Brooklyn 285  , 

Baca 250 

Baxter 446 

Blessed  Home 887 

Cortada 339 

Jewett 386 

Via  Pads 387 

6a,  4a. 

Abinger 444 

America 496 

Bethany 287 

Bread  of  Life 97 

GnanUan 321 

Italian  Hymn 120.  191 

Lvte 340 

Monroe  Place 287 

More  Love 286 

New  Haven 224 

Oak 285 

Olivet 840 

PropiorDeo 286 

RighhAi 190 

St.  Bdmnnd 284 

6a,  Sa. 

Crete 806 

£mmdar 96 

Forward 303 

Magdalene  289 

Nlssi 802 

Parole  288 

Peuklvell 278 

Prague 188 

RhossUly 881 

St.  Albans 800 

St.  Gerimde 301 

7a,  S  Unea. 

LachrymflB 258,  426 

Light 225 

Piailp 259 

7a,41ioM. 

Beltra  888 

Bemhister 91 

Clarion  181 

Cyprus  322 

Dallas  63 

Deuham 87 

Dijon 36 

Durham 486 

Raster  Hymn 180 

Essex 827 

Fenler 86 

Hendon  37 

Holley 90 

Horton 62,  253 

Innocents  63 

Last  Hope 222,  389 

Monkland 436 

Mosart  181 

New  Calabar 434 


PAOK 

Nomen  Jesu S28 

Onward  322 

Pleyel'B  Hymn  ...323,  484 

Seymour 91,  256 

Solitude  272 

Springfield 62 

St.  Bees  S» 

Theodora 323 

Trusting 283 

7a,6liMS. 

Cygnns 128 

iHurstar 223 

Dix  129 

Glastonbury 437 

Guide 56,  300 

Halle 89 

Heimweh  39 

Kelso S8 

Memorial 436 

Nuremberg  276 

Pilot ,  275 

Repose  361 

Rock  of  Ages 437 

Rosefleld 800 

Spanish  Hymn  ...128,  176 
Tharaw 274 

7a.  Doable. 

Benevento 2S6, 492 

Clapbam 376 

Comfort  377 

Consecration 294 

DeuxAnges 122 

Herald  Angels 138 

Holllngside 272 

Honiton 76 

Martyn 278 

Messiah 296 

Perry 200 

Refuge  273 

Sabbath 82 

St.  George 83,  493 

St.  Patrick 189 

Wesley 74,  208 

7a.  16  IfaiM. 

PhllUppi 89 

7a,  4a. 
St-MUUcent 470 

7a,  Sa. 

Caramea 61 

Gilton 229 

Grey 61 

Nelllne 44 

Paraclete 45,  228 

St.  Piran 898 

Troves 228 

7B,6fc 

Aberhonddu 4?7 

Amsterdam 888 

Andemach 206 

Aurelia 9,  429 

Bentley  305 

Caskey 304 

Chenies 102,  207 

CnixChrtsti 176 

Day  of  Rest 179 

Ewlng 491 

Gerhardt 169 

Gladness 8 

Handel I6I 

HleroA<»1yma 490 

Holy  Church 342 

LanoaHhire l&S 

UndMi    844 

LnxMundi 260 

Magister 65 

Mayent 230 

Mendebras 9 

Miriam 103.  486 

Missionary  Hymn  —  452 
Old,  Old  Story 240 


PAGK 

Passion  Chorale I68 

Pax  Perennis 489 

Pisa 3M 

Relief 428 

Sacrifice 427 

Savoy  Chapel 456 

Spitta »a 

Si  George's,  Bolton  .  174 

St.  Hilda. 261 

Snsimame 280 

TeU  the  Story 241 

Templar 487 

Tours 169 

TuUy 4B7 

Vox  Jesu 180 

Webb 804.  464 

7a,  6a,  8a. 

Alfonl 474 

Anatolius 84 

Kateglidden 475 

7a,  8a. 
St.  Albinus 468 

Long  Home 468 

8a,  Sa. 
St  ASlred 276 

80,  4a. 

Clyde 98 

Contrition 2(B,  400 

Portland 878 

Rawson 441 

Riseholme 47 

Sarnm 263 

Sunset 46 

Unitaa 400 

Wales       800 

Wimbleton 268 

80, 5a,  3a. 

Bollinger 285,  810 

Stephanos 810 

8a,  6a. 

RlnihuTSt 281 

Fleniming 280 

Pascal  — 47 

St.  Barnabas 468 

8a,  6a,  4b. 

St.  Cuthbert 216 

Verbum  Pacis 461 

8a,  7b.  4  Unea. 

Barrett 92 

Bartiineus 828 

Brocklesbury 828 

Carter 72 

Carthage 210 

Dorruance 482 

Gem 829 

Oswald 130,  606 

Ovio 131 

Rathbun 165 

HlcUy 171 

Holney 897 

St.  Sylvester 96,  482 

Stookwell 96,897 

Stuttgard 72 

Vesper 480 

Westminster 868 

Wllniot 438 

Wilson 863 

Wlmb»me 802 

Wraysbury 94 

8a,  7b.   61IBM. 
Bavaria 248 
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ttibct  of  Subjects. 


8s«  7a,   Double. 

PAOS 

Armstrong 127,430 

Austria i5S 

Aatnmn 198 

Avellng 408 

Bftvarla 444 

Beecroft 299 

Ellesdle 431 

Brio 127 

Faben 128 

Oaylonl 280 

Ouidance 481 

Harwell 187 

Hymn  of  Joy 188 

Love  Divine 268 

Mansfield 298 

Middleton 203,  405 

Mission  Song 895 

Nettleton 433 

.Sanctuary 202,  480 

Stoughton 407 

Triste 288 

Vesper  Hymn 92 

Yokes 199 

8ih  7a,  3a. 

EtiametMiU 258 

8a,ra,4a. 

Alvan 34 

Benediction 457 

Brest 472 

Greenville 93 

Nelson 93 

Raphael 35,  309 

Regent  Square  ...140,  456 

Segur 806 

Tamwortli 204 

Victory 205 

8ih7a,  7a. 

All  Saints 478 

Caersalem 478 

Cbeer 30 

Grange 81,  845 

Irby 144 

MilUngton 479 

Muriel. 82,146 


PAOS 

Neander 249 

Palms 248 

Shield 82 

St.  Joseph 164 

9a,  8a. 

PanisVitSB 440 

Sacrament 440 

10a,  3  lines. 

CcBna  Domini 442 

Pax  Tecum 442 

10a,  3  llnea. 

Militant 318 

10a,  4  lines. 

Dallceith 283 

Deipnon 438 

Dleoy 439 

Ellerton 83,  438 

Eman 6 

Eventide 54,  227 

Faroon 7 

Henley 83 

Langran 282,  443 

Moscow  451 

Kaaman 77 

Pax  Dei  227 

Pjrrenees 875 

Savannah 7 

Thorne 76 

Toulon  226 

10a,  0  lines. 

Genneaaret 88 

10a,  4a. 

Cochran  379 

LuxBenigna 378 

10a,  11a. 

I^ons  70 


lis. 

PAGE 

Cana 287 

Expostulation 254 

Goshen 296,415 

Magill 341 

Portuguese  Hymn  . .  296 

lis,  5s. 

Cloisters 85 

Ecclesia 401 

Integer 41 

NightfaU 85 

Palmer 40 

11a,  10s. 

Avlson  183 

Clifton 278 

Come,  Ye  Discon 254 

Dawn 79 

Emilia 279 

Ninian 182 

'Psyche 831 

Raynolds 380 

Vlsio  Domini 496 

Wesley 468 

Worsliip 78 

11a,  Itte. 

Canterbury  06 

11a,  10a,  6a. 

Lester 874 

lila. 

Scotland 261 

P.  in. 

Anjgel  Voices 12 

Arimathea  166 

Ascension 183 

Audio 281 

Bonar 50 

Bonn 140 

Budleigh 441 

Carmen  Coeli 467 

Castello  848 

Columba 84 


PAOS 

Corde  Natua .66, 141 

Crnsailers' Hymn  ...  149 
Dominus  Reg^t  . .  .Mtt,  415 

Dresden 497 

Ecce  Agnus 260 

Ein'  Feste  Burg 406 

Enos 461 

Evening  Praise 44 

Frankfort 811 

Oenung  210 

Grassmere  290 

Harvey 883 

Hermhut 211 

Hinchman  15 

Holy  Olferinga 267 

Incarnation 148 

Intercession 66 

Judgment 473 

Kevin  306 

La  Monte 290 

Laudes  Domini 22 

Lead  Me  On SIS 

Leonl 79 

Lvnde 298 

Monsell 68 

Morning 296 

Nicsea 6 

Mun  Danket 123 

Oberland 467 

Paradise 4S8 

Portuguese  Hymn...  ISO 

Praise 828 

Redcliff  182 

Reqniesoat 462 

Resnrrexit 184 

Rutherford  471 

ScheU  S74 

Security 382 

Septem  Voces 177 

Sing  for  Jesus SIO 

St- Sylvester 496 

Stabat  Mater 164 

Sunrise SO 

Taphos 470 

Temple 97 

Triumph  ISl 

VenI,  Lux 226 

Vox  Angelica 406 

Wittenberg  18S 

Wondrous  Love 

Work  Song , 


Inbcy  of  Subjecta. 


Abba,  Father.648,  500,  900, 918, 1061 
Abide  with  Me.95, 129,  824.  830.  lOSO 
Absence  from  God. 306,  641,  654,  703 

Accepteil  Time 891. 612. 617,  619 

Access  to  God 458,  466,  577-609 

Activity ....  124.  675.  760.  765,  9404)78 
Adoption. .  .297,  874,  889-002,  911,  913 
Advent  of  Christ : 

At  Birth 328-852 

To  Judgment... 477,  481, 1162.1165 

To  Kingdom 481-514, 11011135 

Advocate Beet  ChrUt 

Afflictions 603-697.  825.  918-948 

Aged See  Old  Age. 

Ahns. .  .710.  886, 961,  960,  973,  975,  978 

Alpha  and  Omega See  Chriat 

Angels 17, 187,  836.  718.  885. 1151 

Ark  Of  God 640,662,747.1043 

Ascension SeeChrUt. 

Ashamed  of  Jesus 892. 760. 1084 

Asleep  in  Jesus  .401, 1138, 1156, 1170 

Assurance : 

Attained.777,  790. 801,  828, 878.  911 

Prayed  for.468, 483, 622, 585.651, 898 

Urged.  ...716,  788,  742,  756,  774,  8,31 


Atonement : 

Necessary 817,  565-576 

Provided 168,577-609 

Offered 610-624 

Accepted 625-662 

Attributes  of  God See  Ood, 

Autumn 273,1202,1203,1211 

Backsliding a'S2-7ii 

Baptism 1012-1022 

Being  nf  Gwl See  Ood. 

Believing See  lUith, 

Benediction 192,  221,  234, 1060 

Benevolence : 

Of  Christ SeeC^rae. 

Of  Chilstians See  ChaHty. 

Of  God See  Ood. 

Bereavemen  t See  AMietiona. 

Bible 117,  195.  197.^9-253,  923 

Bles8e<lness. . .  .826.  874.  887-919, 1028 
Blessing  Sought. . .  .186, 147. 148, 626 

Blindness 626.  550,  626.  709,  711 

Blood See  Atonement 

Book  of  Life 278,  445.  750.  1 162 

Bread  of  Life See  ChriH. 

• 


Brevity  of  Life See  life. 

Brotherly  Love. .  .See  #%Uote«Mj». 

Burial SeeJ>eath  and  Heaven. 

Of  a  Child. 983,  946.  1140, 1164, 1167 
Of  a  Pastor.... 744, 1137, 1143, 1149 

Calmness 537.  848.864,877 

Calvary 4io.  419, 631,  lOos,  lOTi 

Cares 207,  721, 729,  767,  882,  888 

Charity  . . .  .854.  710,  886,  960. 960.  978 

Charitableness 376,  878. 966. 962 

Cheerfulness See  Joy. 

Children.. 386.  388,  410,  992,  1229.1»4 

ChihUike  Spirit See  JIum4iUy. 

Christ: 

Advent  at  Birth. S2S-3S2 

Advocate.... 432,  458,  472.  596, 1037 

Affonyof 399-427,1068,1067 

All  in  All  .239. 424. 776, 778. 810, 10S8 
Alpha  and  Omega  . . . '.  172,  346. 661 
Ascension  of  .432.  447.  449.  461.  697 
Bloo«l  of  . .  148,  472, 668,  670,  679406 
Bread  of  Heaven . . .  .734, 109S-1160 
Bread  of  Life. .  .280,  616,  1086, 1084 
Bridegroom 492-4967608^ 


ttiJbci  of  Subicct0* 
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Burlftlof 401.920,1142,1146 

CaptoiD  .  .106.  677,  726,  741,  Tfil.  768 

Cliaracter  of 3534n6, 775-844 

CoiDpassioil  of  .363, 386, 411-415. 661 
ConoefMsensioii  of..M0-362.  866-416 

Corner-stone 979, 996, 1056 

Cruclflxlon  of. . .  .309-427, 1068-1063 
Dayspring  ....49, 81,  338,  488, 1123 
Desire  of  Nation8.ll4, 344, 482, 511 
Divinity  of  . .  .306.  382,  340,  383, 470 
Example  of. . .  .356-350, 376-382,  984 
Fountain. ...  308. 579,  662,  799. 1096 
Friend. . .  .353, 485, 600.  091,  712, 838 

Hitling-place 141,  637.  685, 907 

Hamanity  of.. 331-340,  870, 395, 920 
Imnianael. .  .832, 383,  343,  782, 1028 
Incarnation  of  .324-362, 367, 383, 782 

Jesns 373,  781,  798,  814.  828.  841 

Judge 481,  486, 1078, 1162-1166 

King  of  Glory 435,  443-446,  462 

King  of  Kings ....  119, 436,  457,  473 
King  of  Saints. .  341, 455,  604, 1105 

Knocking  at  the  Door 614, 632 

Lamb  of  Ood.419,  474,  670,  607,  642 

Leader 106,  664, 717,763,  773 

Life  ou  Earth 363-398,  916.  934 

Light 26,  488,  829,  922-924 

Lionof  Jndah 451,1120 

Lord  of  All 442,  460, 1101. 1180 

Lord  of  Sahaoth . .  .99, 187, 967, 069 
Lord  our  Righteousness  ..82, 599 
Love  of  ..420,  465,  774,  780,  785.  807 

Master 364,392,424,882.886 

Mediator 465,  472, 590, 695,  601 

Morning  Star . .  .508, 713. 740, 1106 

Pearl  of  Great  Price 688, 810 

Physician .  .98, 854, 867, 882, 572, 629 
Priest. ...  432.  465,  477,  604,  601. 680 
Prince  of  Glory  ..28, 185,  404, 1196 
Prince  of  Life . .  .438.  467, 475, 1156 
Prince  of  Peace .  .889, 342,  479,  496 

Prophet 239,  327.  355,  740.  814 

Ransom 371,461,676,593,874 

Redeemer.... 463,  468, 774, 790, 839 

Refuge 662,  685,  717.  775,  901 

Resurrection  of — 82, 428-451,  799 

Return  to  God See  AteentUm, 

Rock  of  Ages. .  .254.  993, 1078. 1196 

Saviour 566,  586,  588, 602,  790 

Shepherd.... 397,  715, 844,  876, 1013 
Substitute. . .  .405,  570, 576,  603,  628 

Sufferings  of 399-427,  628, 1060 

Sun 31,  87.242,  339,  829. 1129 

Surety 468.590.505.647,777 

Sympathy  of .  .398, 721, 802, 920, 926 

Teacher 302,  856,  864,  874, 828 

Temptation  of 369,  881, 896,  926 

TransHguration  of. .  .882, 868, 1071 

Triumph 361,386,388,301 

W*y 155.  877,  547,  597,  711,  915 

Weeping. 398.  402,  412,  621,  660,  926 

Wisdom 252,326,  885,603,941 

Wonderful 840, 343,  846,  804 

Word 252,308,826,882.441,478 

Christians : 

Afflictions 920-948 

Conflicts 651-7U 

Disciplines 920-948 

DuUes 949-978 

Encouragements 712-774 

FellowHlilp 1000-1011 

Graces 845-887 

Love  for  Christ 775-844 

Privileges 888-919 

Church: 

Afflicted 483,  609,  962,  991, 1005 

Beloved 994,1066,1110,1114 

Dear  to  Saints  ...  .80, 979-999, 1076 
Institutions  of. .  .979-999, 1213-1216 

Missions  of 1101-1185 

Ordinances  of 1012-1100 

Revival  of 488.  557-564,  991-999 

Triumph  of 496-512, 1101-1134 

Unity  of. . .  .744,  874,  079, 1000-1011 
Uniting  with..  1017, 1090-1084, 1076 

Work  of 949-978, 1101-1186 

Close  of  Service 191-288 

Comfort 319.698.802,922-948 

Comforter See  J7oly  9pirit, 

Coming  of  Christ See  Advent 

Communion  of  Sainta : 
At  Lord's  Table 1083-1100 

33* 


With  Christ  ...88, 112, 154,  775-844 

With  God 44, 137,  201,  206,  219 

With  Each  Other  ....83, 152, 1008 
Compassion : 

Of  Christ BeeChriH. 

Of  Christians  . . .  ChariiabUneu. 

Of  God See  Ood. 

Completeness 801, 828, 889,  904 

Condescension. See  Christ  or  Ood. 
Confession : 

Of  Faith SeelUith, 

Of  Sin See  Sin. 

Confidence  . .  .See  Ittith^  or  TnuL 

Conflict  with  Sin 652-711 

Conformity 866-381,  394,  806-800 

Conscience 261,  670,  610,  644,  888 

Consecration : 
Of  Possessions  ...710,  969,  976.  978 

Of  Self 401,  628,  710, 1080-1076 

Consistency 37, 706, 746, 860-858 

Consolations See  AJflietUmi. 

Constancy 653,  717-731, 826,  914 

Contentment .  .668,  838,  848, 860. 877 

Contributions See  Chturity. 

Contrition 630,  683,  634, 643.  648 

Conversion See  .Heart. 

Conviction SeeXaur. 

Corner-stone 967,  998, 1066. 1068 

Courage 712-774.  885, 1017, 1068 

Church  '. 1017. 1030-1084. 1076 

Divine  . . .  .289,  714,  898-899,  911,  918 

Creation See  Ood. 

Cross • 
Taking.. 392,  613,  681,  751,  M8, 1061 
Bearing.  .864,  878,  414,  698,  740,  932 
Glorying  in .  .850. 400. 692,  722, 1024 
Salvation  by . .  426,  578-595,  602-606 

Crowns  of  GI017 .48. 748, 758, 765 ,984 

Cruclflxlon Bee  Christ 

Darkness  ...  .68, 525, 682, 5584i67. 756 

Day  of  Grace See  To-day. 

Dayspring See  Christ 

Death 401,920,946.1186-1161 

Declension 687-711 

Decrees . . .  .266,  260,  276,  278,  312, 898 
Dedication: 

Of  a  Church See  Sanctuary. 

Of  One's  Self.. See  Consecration. 

DeUy 608,  611,  612,  618,  619,  622 

Dependence : 

On  Providence . .  .255, 281,  802, 807 

On  Grace  ... .570,  574.  577,  603.  638 

Depravity See  Lost  State, 

Despondency 5,  522. 639,  664,  678 

Devotion BeeJPrayer. 

Diligence See  Activity. 

Doubt 126,  266,  276,  302,  660, 702 

Doxologles 160-162. 222:  p.  507 

Earnest Bee  Holy  Spirit 

Earnestness See  Activity. 

Ebenezer 883, 1002, 1068. 1210 

Eden See  Paradise. 

Effectual  CaUing...266.  312.  714,  801 

Effort,  Christian See  Activity. 

Election See  Decrees. 

Encouragement 53-60,  712-774 

Energy Bee  Activity. 

Eternal  Life Bee  Life. 

Eternal  Punishment See  Hell, 

Eternity 1147, 1171. 1176. 1186 

Evening 8,  80,  88, 92-138, 191-288 

Example: 

Of  Cnrist See  Christ. 

Of  Christians 356-359,  378, 850 

Faint  Heart See  Despondency. 

Faith: 

Aspiration  of 664,  698,  700.  746 

Assurance  of See  Atsurance. 

Blessedness  of. .  .714,  845,  849,  862 
Confession  of  .418,  566,  688,  787, 914 
Gift  of  Gotl. .  .534,  556,  561.  862.  878 
Justiflcation  by  .  .566,  570,  660,  647 
Prayer  for. . .  .418. 550.  746,  856,  879 
Triumph  of  .  .739.  828,  838,  865,  888 
Walking  by.  .885,  848,  849.  869,  931 

Faithfulness : 

Of  Christians See  Fidelity. 

Of  God See  Ood. 

• 


Fall  of  Man Bee  Lost  State. 

Family 78.214.  1010-1015 

Family  Worship  ...386.  388.  410, 664 

Fast  Days 483,  609,  541.  080.  962 

Father Bee  ood. 

Fearfulness  ....712-717,  741, 767,  938 

Fellowship 549.  874,  1000-1011 

Fidelity. ..  672,  692,  847.  850,  915.  958 
Following  Christ..  105, 122,  751, 1068 
Forbearance : 

Divine See  Ood. 

Christian See  Forgiveness. 

Forgiveness : 

of  Ii\Juries  ...356,  364,  374-378.  962 

Of  Sin 666-608,877-919 

Formality  ..37,  366,  456,  519,  625.  875 
Foundation  . .  .390,  714, 759.  800. 1088 

Friend  of  Sinners See  Christ 

Friends  in  Heaven. .  .See  Heaven. 

Funeral See  Burial  and  Death. 

Future  Punishment See  HeU. 

Gentleness : 

Of  Christians 374-378.  853.  877 

Of  God See  Ood. 

Gethsemane. . . .40Q,  405, 420,  093, 697 
Gloria  in  Kxcelsis.183,  337, 475, 1219 
Glorying  in  the  Cross  .  .See  Croes. 

Glory  of  God Bee  Ood. 

God: 

Attributes 16,  158, 174, 254-822 

Being.... 116,  253,  272,288,298,315 
Benevolence. 270,  290,  318,  319, 822 
Compassion..  175,  188,  200.  318, 866 
Condescension. 6,  188,  285,  317,  867 
Creator  .  .158.  186,  272,  305,  345,  540 

Eternity 162.  254.286,293,308 

Faithfulness  .243,  266.  801, 811,  714 
Father ..  .186,  277,  294.  297,  902,  911 

Forbearance 7 ,  94, 176, 259, 286 

Gentieness  .  .164,  207, 250, 283, 818 
Glory  .. .14,  40.  93,  169,  268,  285,  816 

Goodness 16.  171,  270. 307,  822 

Grace  . ...285, 287.  290,  296,  317,  600 
HoUness  ...1, 187.  285,  303,  305,  816 
Infinity  . .  .14,  158,  166.  276.  291-284 
Jehovah.. 168.  171.  188, 180,  286,  316 

Justice 16,  23,  42,  260.  318.  U64 

Long-suffering.  .7,  94, 175, 250, 2B6 
Love  ....6, 47,  256,  284,  286,  310,785 
Mi0esty..l66, 169,  178. 182,  277, 280 
Mercy  ..4, 16,  118.  145, 159, 188,282 
Mystery.  .258,  260,  268. 275. 291, 802 
Omnipotence.  169,  171. 271,  279, 296 
Omnipresence. 96,  149, 168, 255, 274 
Omniscience  .219,  224,  266,  292, 677 

Patience 7,  94,175.268.286 

Pity 84.142.  219,318.866.872 

Providence . .  .275,  278. 281-283. 802 
Sovereignty  .266,  276,278, 312. 1086 
Supremacy.. 168,  166, 178, 182, 1218 

Trinity 1, 115.  257.  263,  313,  321 

Truth ... .243,  266.  801.  311.  714,  800 
Unchangeable  .. .254,  294. 767,  772 
Unsearchable  ....  256, 269, 275, 294 
Wisilom. .  168.  174,  244, 268,  603,  988 

Gospel Bee  Atonement 

Grace : 
Abounding.. 577.  600,  606,  684. 1037 

Free 60,282,  600,602.608.910 

Justifying  .472.  570,  581.  1030, 1078 
Quickening  . .  .43,  519,  544.  566.  786 
Retleerolng  .143,  287,  372,  774,  1068 
Restoring  . . .  .340,  525,  668.  n6,  870 
Reviving  ....  31,  40,  56,  83,  557,  822 
Sanctifying.  .71.  378.  580.  756, 1067 
Saving. ..  .32,  257,  362,  565.  570.  576 
Sovereign. ...  172.  256.  312,  317,  566 

Throne  of 136,143,149,690 

Graces 318.  536.580.845-887 

Gratitude. .  .84.  317.  322.  537,  663,  878 

Grave 401,  1188,  1142. 1158, 1166 

Grieving See  Holy  Spirit 

Growth  . . .  .538,  694-700,  778,  853.  880 
Guidance. .  .528-530.  664,  695,  734,  922 

Happiness See  Joy. 

Harvest 1202.  1203,1211 

Hearing 76. 194-197, 209.  227, 239 

Heart: 

Change  of 526,638,660-567,809 

Deoeltfalnesa  of.  .519, 626, 651-711 
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Searcliing. . .  .127^  517, 6M,  780, 811 
Sarrendered.532,  643, 652, 710, 10<» 

Cbriat'iii  ....119,  185.  447,  47S,  llflO 
FriemlM  in.... 1010, 1156, 1166, 1188 
Home  in... 689. 756,  1145, 1151, 1161 
Rest  ill. ...184.  444, 1168,  1178, 1186 

Heirship. .  .828.  874.  893,  901,  908.  918 

H  ell 417,  501,  610,  1162.1164 

Heralds,  Gospel See  MinUtry. 

Hiding-place See  Christ 

HoliueMS : 
Of  Saints. . .  .31,  SO,  463, 538.  688.701 
Of  Ood tieeOod. 

Holy  Scriptures See  Bible, 

Holy  Spirit: 
BapUHm  of .  ...520,  544.546,  563, 990 
Comforter. . . .460,  516,  530,  662,  850 
Descent  of . .  .616,  617,  543,  557, 568 
Divine. . .  .615, 532.  640, 643,  646,  548 
Earnest  of. . .  .522, 636,  648. 720,  898 
Enlighteuer.  .525,  630, 638,  550,  556 

mats  of 50,  133,531,634.630 

Grieved 618,  664, 618,  622, 624 

Indw^eller . ...517,  521,  532,  536, 850 

Insplrer 215, 244.251.  644,  556 

Leadings  of. .  .527,  628,  665.561,  785 

Love  or 618,  624,  643,  657,  634 

Quickening  .  .ill,  619,  544,  568,  566 
RegeiieratlJig.526. 532, 550, 660,565 

Bealiug 522.  536.  648,  900.  1059 

Striving 567,  587,  618,  620,  623 

Witnessing  .  .522.  623.  638,  626,  913 

Home See  Jbmily  or  Heaven. 

Home  Missions . . .  .949.978, 1101-1185 

Hope: 

In  Affliction 916.948.  U66 

In  Coii  lection  .573, 634. 652, 679. 683 

In  Death  799,  945,  11361161 

In  Despondency .  .522. 657. 800, 907 

Humility... 127.  6:)8,  672.  863, 850,877 

Immanuel SeeChritL 

Immanuel's  Land. 53,  732, 1160, 1194 
ImmortaUty  ....1144.1147, 1161, 1190 

Importunity 72, 83. 141,  144, 148 

Imputation  ....308,  570,  574,  680,  508 

Incarnation See  ChriaL 

Infants See  CAildfiMk 

Ingratitude.... 61 4.  623,  628,  632,  690 

Inspiration 215,  244-251, 644,  666 

Installation See  MinUtry. 

Intercession  ...432,  466,  694, 601.  (OO 

Invitations ^ 610-623 

Israel SeeJMM. 

Jehovah See  Oad, 

Jerusalem  ....184.  494,  508,  1181.U90 

Jesus SeeC9kH«& 

Jews 496,1112,1118.1120,1127 

Joining  the  Church  .  .See  Chur^. 

Joy 390.  434,  786,  836,  838,  852 

JuhUoe 488,  499,  501, 1008. 1120 

Judirment  Day 481, 1162.1164 

Justice See  God. 

JustificaUon  . .  .670.  576,  5M,  500,  874 

Kindness 374>S82,  649,  lOOO-lOU 

Kingdom  of  Christ: 
Prayed  for... 482,  498,  500.512, 1106 

Progress  of 496,  983,  1118, 1123 

Triumph  of. .  .475, 484,  499,  069,  994 

Labor SeQAeHvUy. 

Lamb  of  Ood SeeC%ri«e. 

Law  of  Ood : 
And  Gospel.  .345,  413, 419,  670. 1071 
And  Guilt.... 570,  681.  593.  644.  660 

Liberality See  Charity. 

Life: 
Brevity. . .  .612, 618. 1144, 1148, 1155 

Object 571,  628, 710,  977, 1171 

Solemnity. . ..50, 123,  571,  575, 1155 
Uncertainty.  .97, 725, 848.  866. 1140 
Vanity 610,  766,  945, 1140. 1170 

Light  of  the  World  . . .  .See  ChrieL 

Likeness See  Conformity. 

Lltanv 427,627,660,920,1083 

Little  Things  ..16,  050,  954,  058, 1008 

Longing: 

For  Christ 87, 481.514,  661,  794 

For  Ood. .  .40, 65,  63,  70, 80,  667,  603 


For  Heaven... 119, 1107, 1176, 1168 

For  Holiness. . .50, 04.  654,  698, 800 

Long-suffering .  .See  t^trbmranee. 

Looking  to  Jesus  ..716,  794,  831,  834 

Lord's  Day...0, 18,  22, 40,  67, 81. 176 

Lord's  Prayer 146, 206, 1223 

Lord's  Supper 1023.1100 

Lord,  our  Righteousness 82,  600 

Lost  State  of  Man 114, 566.676 

Love: 

Of  God  the  Father See  Ood. 

Of  Christ See  ChriH, 

Of  Holy  Spirit.  .See  Holy  SpiHt 
For  God .  .256, 283,  285,  287,  317,  856 
For  Christ....  105,  216,  775.844,  062 

For  Saints See  IWowehip. 

For  tlie  Church See  Chwreh. 

For  Souls 364,  621,  692,  940.978 

Loving.kindne«s..l88,  600,  756, 1197 
LnkewaTmness.630, 664, 740, 880, 978 

MB^esty SeeGod. 

Man Bee  Loet  State, 

Manna  . .  .605,  734,  OlO,  908, 1046, 1067 
Mart3rrs..737, 744,  747, 761, 1150, 1177 

Mediator See  ChriH, 

Mediatorial  Reign. See  JTiiMMiom. 
Meditation.. 65, 112,  137, 164,  240,  016 

Meekness SeeHtunuity. 

Mercies. ...176, 191,  283,  289,  300,  872 

Mercifulness See  Forgiveneee. 

Mercy SeeGFoii. 

Mercy.seat 82, 134, 130.141,  604 

Millennium See  Kingdom, 

Ministry : 

Commission 953,  064,  083. 1120 

Con  vocation.  78, 720. 983, 1102, 1215 
IustaUation.744,  868,  983,  997.  1120 
Ordination.. .710,  783,  751,  885, 053 
Prayed  for  ..863,  984.  997,  990, 1017 
Miracles . .  .364,  357,  362,  377,  382,  384 

Missions .840.978,  1101-1135 

Missionaries. . .  .1117, 1120, 1128, 1136 
Morning ..  1,  13,  21,  30,  45,  62,  87, 100 

Mortality See  lAfe. 

Mysteries  of  Providence. See  Ood, 

National  ..1122, 1201,  1205, 1200, 1216 

Nativity BeeChrieL 

Nature,  the  Material  Universe : 
Beauties  of...  165, 160, 186,  273,  306 
God  Seen  in..m,  272,  288, 290,  783 
I'^eamess  * 
To  God.'.  .261,  274,  664,  693,  696,  700 
To  Heaven....  1148, 1160,  U66.1171 
Needful,  one  Thlng.567, 610, 830,1066 

New  Birth See  J7ear<. 

New  Jerusalem See  Jeruaalem. 

New  Song  . .  .33,  64,  184,  187,  460,  476 
New  Year... 166,  273, 1200, 1206, 1210 

Night ^ieEeening. 

Now Bee  Accepted  Time. 

Obedience 244,  251,  543,  576,  832 

Old  Age 130,  714,  976,  1145. 1156 

Omnipotence See  Ood. 

Omnipresence See  God. 

Omniscience See  God. 

Oneness  with  Christ... See  Union, 

Opening  of  Sendee 1.90. 134-189 

Ordinances 1012-1022. 1023.1100 

Ordination See  Ministry. 

Original  Sin See  Lost  State. 

Orphans  .  .012,  051,  050,  068,  060, 1166 

Paradise 48,  686, 1167, 1184, 1103 

Pardon Bee  Forgiveness. 

Parting 200,  213.  217,  223, 1003 

Passover 410,  431,  474, 1075. 1005 

Pastor See  Ministry. 

Patience . .  .364,  381.  545,  672,  676,  m 
Peace: 
Christian. 200.  676,  702, 767, 902, 006 

National 498. 1201. 1205, 1213 

Peacemakers.  .356,  364,  376. 887, 1011 

Penitence Bee  Repentance. 

Pentecost See  Holy  Spirit. 

Perils See  Protection. 

Perseverance. .  .801, 873, 874, 802-911 

Pilgrimage 689,  730.  743,  764,  881 

PUgrims,  The  ..1122, 1200. 1213, 1216 
Pilgrlm-spirit . .  .48, 176, 223, 761,  916 
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PUlar  Of  Fire .  .720,  726,  734, 736, 752 

Pity  of  God See  004. 

Pleaaores BeeJAft. 

Poor 216,  374,  051,  057,  968,  976 

Praise : 

To  God 158.290,6244)22 

To  Christ. 41,  428.614, 776.844 

Prayer 134.156,1214 

Preaching Bee  Ministry. 

Predestination See  Decrees. 

Pride 612,  625,  680,  853.  860,  862 

Priesthood BeeChrisL 

Probation See  Idfe  and  Now. 

Procrastination See  Delay. 

Prodigal  Son 426,  682.  683,  842 

Profession 1017,  lonO-1034, 1076 

Progress — See  Growth  in  Grace, 

Promises 243,  266,  301. 311, 714 

Prophecy .  .216,  244,  252,  278,  302,  511 

ProtecUon 718,836,882,001,815 

Providence See  God. 

Punishment See  JMI. 

Pnrityi BeeHoMness. 

Purposed See.2>0ereM. 

Race 101,  211,  742,  748,  779,  846 

Rain 165, 169,  170,  186,  2n,  280 

Ransom SeeC^rM. 

Receiving  Christ.  See  Sepentanee, 

Redemption See  Atonement, 

Refuge,  Christ  our See'Christ. 

Regeneration BeeHearL 

Renunciation . . .  See  ConseeraHon. 

Repentance 624-662,  653-711 

Resignation See  AMictUms. 

Rest 671,  636.640,  674,  680,  846 

Resurrection : 

Of  Christ See  Christ 

Of  Believers 401,  428.  613,  790 

Retirement See  Meditation. 

Return  to  God.  .500, 617, 623. 648,  683 

Revelation BeeBible. 

Revival BeeChur&h. 

Riches 571,  887,  891.  045.  962,  968 

Righteousness.  .70,  680,  699,  647,  684 
Rock  of  Ages See  Cartel 

Sabaoth,  Lord  of See  Christ 

Sabbath BeeLord*s  Day. 

Sabbath  School See  Children. 

Sacraments See  Ordinances. 

Sacrlfloe Bee  Atonement 

Safety Bee  JProteetion. 

Sailors 640,  662,  666,  768,  1208 

Salvation See  Atonement 

Sancttflcation See  Growth. 

Sanctuary: 
Comer-stone. . . .  987. 996, 1066, 1088 
DedicaUon ...  .85,  985,  988,  904,  906 

Love  for 10,  27,  30, 52, 60,  986 

Satan 136,  141.  106,  386,  712.  781 

Saviour Bee  Christ 

Science See  Nature  and  Bible, 

Scriptures Bee  Bible, 

Seamen See  iSia<lort. 

Beed.sowing. . .  .760,  964, 900,  970, 072 

SelfHleception BeeHeart 

Self  .dedication . .  See  Conseeratien. 
Self  .denial .  .16.  846,  054,  96^  973,  978 

Self  .examination See  Heart 

Self  Renounced. See  Conseeratien. 
Self  .righteousness  .574,  581.  508. 787 

Sensibility See  WeevM. 

Shechinah 492,  762.    See  JHOar. 

Shepherd See  Christ 

Sickness . .  .282,  707,  799,  825, 988, 941 
Sin: 

Indwelling See  Oon/ltot 

Original Bee  Lost  8t^ 

Confession  of. .  .See  Bepentance. 

Conflict  with See  Corkfliet. 

Conviction See  Law  or  Hope, 

Sinai 670.602,797.  1071 

Sincerity  ..  .37,  251,  466,  538,  850.  868 

Sinners Bee  Sin. 

Sleep See  Evening. 

Soldier. ..  .724.  728.  741,  7-19.  751.  1017 

Bong  of  Moses See  New  Song. 

Sorrow Bee  Ajfflictions. 

Soul  of  Man See  ImmortaUty. 

Souls,  Love  for SeeXoM. 

Sovereign^ See  (fed. 
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spirit See  JTbly  fiMrit 

Sprlns 165, 170. 273, 2M,  1302 

Ster  of  Bethlebem  .323,  328, 3M.  349 
Steadfastness .  .741,  747, 750,  826,  SM 

Storm 160,  170,  2n.  27»,  316 

Strenrth  as  our  Days  .  .&49,  802, 019 

SabmlssioD See  AfflieHont. 

SllbsUtatioii...574,  593,  684,  777.  787 

SofferiDg See  AMieiumt. 

Baramer 170.  262,  m,  206,  306 

Bon  of  Righteonsness  .See  ChrUL 

Surety See  ChrUL 

Surrender See  JTisart 

Sympathy 364,  370, 876, 966,  968 

Table See  LortTt  Supper. 

Tabor 832,363,366,1028,1071 

Teacher See  ChrUL 

Te  Denm 166, 182,  277,  306, 1218 

Temperance' See  Self-denUU. 

Temptation . . .  .369,  381, 396,  639,  926 

Thankfulness See  OratUude. 

ThanksffiTlng  Day.. 1202, 1208, 12U 
Thief,  Penitent . . .  .679,  649, 686. 841 
Throne  of  Grace 148,149,690 


Time BeeLUit, 

To^lay 618,619,622,1148 

To-morrow 276, 618,  (QO,  726,  729 

Transfiguration See  Tabor. 

Trials See  AjKietiofu. 

Tribulation aeeAJiUHoni. 

Trinity See  God, 

Triumphal  Entry See  ChrUL 

Trust: 

Grace 670,678,777,879,981,  047 

Providence  .  .273,  302.  714,  718, 914 
Truth SeeGod  and.BiM«. 

UnbeUef  ...278,  568,  566,  688,  856,  862 

Unchangeableness See  God. 

Union  of  BelieTcrs: 
With  Christ.  .613,  601,  828,  874. 908 
With  Each  Other... FOlowiMp. 
With  Redeemed.7ao,744, 1010,  U88 

Unsearchableness See  Gfod, 

Vows,  Christian See  Covenant 

Waiting BeePaUenee. 

Walking  wlth.Ood.664, 664,  696, 826 


Wandering,8pirltiial.8ee  Cot^UL 

War Seei%aoe. 

Warfare See  SoldUr. 

Warnings See  JnvUaUona. 

Watchfulness.. 668, 706.  712,  738,  766 
Water  of  Life. .  .26,  308,  670.  616, 662 
Way  ot  Salvation. See  Atonoment 
Way.  Truth,  and  Life  .See  ChrUL 

Wealth BeeJtiehet. 

Weariness 396,  n6, 738, 834,  972 

Weeping... 398,  417,  621,  624.  760.  972 

Winds,  God  in  the See  Storm, 

Winning  ^uls 364,  621,  692,  963 

Winter 170,273 

Wisdom See  God. 

Witness See  JToly  £MH(. 

Witnesses.  Cloud  of See  Saeo. 

Word  of  God See  BtbU. 

Working See  Aetivitv. 

Worldliness.  .See  Biehse  and  Life. 
worthy  the  Lamb. See  Sow  Sona. 
Wrath  of  God See  MelL 

Zeal See  ^eMvifv. 

Zlon See  Chpreh, 


Inbcy  of  ZcTte, 


OBKB8IB. 

1:1  ....178,186,272 
1:8  ....624.540,847 
1:31....272,296,306 

2:3 67.81.176 

8:8  ....266,292,294 

8:  15...  450,451,600 

8:19.U40,1143,  U46 

3:24...433,458, 1193 

4:9  ....884,969,962 

6:24....654,826,883 

6:3  ....618,622,623 

7:1  ...640,746,1043 

16:18....266.285,292 

18:26....260,302,  319 

22: 14.... 714, 729,  886 

28:16....110. 116,  631 

28:19....62,606, 1012 

88:  26.... 83, 148,768 

Exodus. 

12  :27..474, 1075, 1096 
18:21....720,734,736 
16:23....696,743,930 
16:15  ..696,993,1046 
28:  29.... 432.  464,601 

Leviticus, 

16:21...870,594. 1064 
25:13...488,501, 1008 

NUMUEBS. 

28 :  10.1187. 1139, 1166 
28: 19.... 266, 302,  800 

DEUTEROXOMT. 

12:9  ..720.1168,1178 
80:19  ...571,610.628 
82:11...  742,880,930 
83:  26.... 649,  802.944 
88:27 770,772,932 

JOSHUA. 

8: 17... 784,  743,  U82 
»:14....266,811,936 


JUDGES. 

8:4  ....n7, 742.  764 

BUTE. 

1:16.. 636,  874,  1076 
2:12....662,718,914 

1ST  SAMUEL. 

8:10  ...44,832,868 
7 :  12.1008, 1068, 1210 

2DSAMUEU 

12 :  28.1140, 1164,  U67 
22:31....246,250,2fi2 

1ST  Kings. 

8 :  57.1122, 1206, 1216 
18:21....612,618,  622 

2DKnVG8. 

4:  26  ..725,  936, 1164 
7:8  ....689,623,688 

18T  CHROmCLES. 

28:9  ..  .127.292.780 
29  :  15.1140, 1144,  1176 

2D  CHRONICLES. 

6:  21.... 121, 156,962 
30:  18.1035,1038,1086 

EZRA. 

8:11..998,1056.1088 
9:6  ....572,633,982 

NBHEMIAII. 

4:6  ...882,960,974 
5: 19...  127,  976,1144 

Esther. 

4: 16....  566, 739, 879 
6:1  ....200,276,808 


Job. 

1:21.... 825,  980,937 
9:  33.... 670, 690,  601 
11:7  ....256,289,276 
19:26...4«8,790,1168 
28: 10.... 714, 834,  986 
26:  14.... 200, 276,  802 
37:21....699,726,766 
38:7  ....179,187,306 

PBALMB. 

8:8 272,294,290 

14:2  ....288.276,846 
14 :  7  .1112, 1127, 1134 
16:8  ..  .380,  369,  380 
17: 16.  .790, 1146, 1170 
18:11....200,278,280 
18:  86.... 207,  288,318 
18:46  ..254,816,1068 
10:1  ....241,268.272 

28:1 79,296,716 

28:2  ....897,840,844 
28:6  ...808,876,1029 
26:7  ...649,999,1087 
25:14...44,  201, 1068 
26: 16  ..716,  870,  1060 

27:1 28,756,769 

27: 11.... 822, 916,  941 
29:2  ...164,303,1217 
29:3  ....160,271,279 
30:7  ....667,669,983 
81:  16.... 819, 836,  983 
82:7  ....687,685,907 
32:8  ....096.915,922 
84:7  ....653.718.897 

86:6 16,666,301 

36:7  ...609,756,1197 

36:9 31,60,87 

37: 25....  180, 714,976 
39:12....689,712.916 
41:1  ....375,951,969 

42:1  5,89,657 

43:3 61.539.656 

46:2  ....366,372,788 
46:1  ...980,989,1110 
48:1  ...981,965,1217 
60:  16....  141, 142, 144 
61:2  ...644,  (M6, 1224 
61:  10  ...550.567,800 
61:  17.... 684, 646,800 
66:  22.... 207, 721,947 


66:8  ....718,767,012 
61:2  ...816,760,1068 

68:1 40,66,650 

66:1  42,166,981 

66: 16... 786, 908, 1068 

66:18 87,261,868 

67:1  ...86,1U6.1225 
71:6  ....281,28i812 
72:6  ...644,626,1125 
73:  26.... 806, 837, 848 

84:1  48,59,63 

84:11 11,60,782 

87:3  ....726,986,993 

80:1 84,280,872 

80: 15....  197,  678,861 
90:1  ....264,286,208 
91:1  ....682,  nS, 771 
98:8  ....880,341,808 
108:1  ...267322,,  872 
108:  IS... 142, 318, 866 
104:2  ...184,264,268 
106:  4  ...626,640,661 
111:9  ...808,806,316 
112:6  ..874,891.1137 
116  :7  ...281,674,011 
116:  12.  .282,  822,1008 
117:2  ...162,243,301 
110:9  ...242,243,247 
U9  71...836,92S,930 
119  106... 31,  248,208 
119  130.. 197,  248,566 
119  161.. 261,  274,698 
U9  164..466,  601,  679 
121:4  ...138.224,828 

122:1  27,30,34 

126:2  ...311,718,804 
126:6  ...621,760,072 
127  :1  ...619,882,991 
131:1  ...672,860,877 
137:5  .986,1112,1180 
138:1  ...171,266,292 
139:  17...  163,  207,  878 
139:18...206.836,888 
180:23...292,636,860 


Proverbs. 

1:24....611,618,640 

4:18...891,936,1139 

10:7  ...874,891,1137 

]1:30....364,«92,968 

28:26....286,658,710 


ECCLB8IA8TE8. 

8:12 29,725,985 

9:]0....96S,960,974 
11:1  ....964,968,978 
11:6  ....760^970,972 


CANTICLES. 

1:7  ...708,832,876 
2:4  .1046, 1063, 10<M 
2:16...808,918,1090 
4:16....882,991,  999 
6  : 1  .1029, 1047, 1064 
6:4  ...724,726,1109 
8:6 688,720,1181 


Isaiah. 

1:18....666,872,689 
8:8  ...53,1160,1161 
0:6  ....331,840,846 

12:3 16,117,606 

21:11..496.1126,  U82 
26:  3  ...767,912,1098 
82:17....70e,800,888 
88:  17....880,883,78S 
86:  10...755.  764, 1166 
40:81....742,834,880 
42:  16....663,6g6,915 
48:2  ...714,746,  767 
46:8  ...728,749,1088 
58:  7  .983, 1120, 1131 
68:3  ...375.406,408 
68:4  ....412.681,628 
66:1  ....606,620,626 
69:2  ....664,703,711 
60:8  ..626,1108,1118 
60:18...993,  994, 1086 
61:10....680,599,684 
68:1  ....447,604,606 
68: 7...  609,  756,  1197 

1  ....317,666,688 

2  ....634,648,666 


66 
66 


JEREMIAH. 


8:22....364,672,620 
17  :0...638, 1065, 1067 
28:6 82,566,599 


5i6 


f  ttDei  of  tlcxte. 


liAXEKTATIOKB. 

1:4  ...526,901,1006 

8:22 94,259,  aiS 

8:26....573.683,756 

EZERIEL. 

11:  19.... 526,  560,567 
18:  31.... 575, 617,  623 
86:  37.... 136, 143,703 
87:9  ....526,557,565 

DAHIEL. 

12:2  ..571. 1162,  U64 
12:3  ....934,953,954 
12:4  ....245,246,252 

H08EA. 

11:4  ....870,S95,480 
U:8  ....362,367.624 

12:4 83,148,696 

13:9  ....566,570,576 
14:5  ....548,639,991 

JOELm 

2:1 9.591,1168 

3:14....611.618,628 

AMOS. 

3:8  ..874, 1007,  lOU 
4: 12.  .481, 1163, 1164 

JONAH. 

2:9  ....168,867,578 
3:10....818,008.624 

MICAH. 

2:  10..880, 1151, 1178 
6:6  ....570,581,595 

Nahuh. 

1:3  ....169,271,279 
1:15..963, 1120, 1131 

Habakkuk. 

2:4  ....567,570,688 
2:14...245.511, 1118 
3:2  ...526,991,1005 
3:17....319,729,934 

ZEPHANIAH. 

1 :  14.1162, 1163, 1164 
8:17...756,  994, 1066 

UAGGAI. 

1:7  -...610,664,710 
2:7  ....482,506,511 

ZECUABIAH. 

4:6  ....558,882,999 

4:10...950,958, 1008 

12:10...477,4»1. 1033 

18:1  ....579,606,608 

14:7  ....100,756,928 

MALACUL 

8:2  ..481,1162,1164 
3:6  ....285,298,767 
4:2 87,729,829 

Matthew. 

l:2l....373.814.  841 
1:23....343,348,  782 
2:9  ....323,328,334 
3:3  ....330,346,360 
4:1  ....359,381,395 
5:13....575,726,  874 
5:16....663,  853,  874 


6:9  .. 

6:20.. 

6:25.. 

7:1  .. 

7:14., 

8:26.. 

V :  SB. . 
10:29.. 
10:32.. 
10:42.. 
11:25.. 
11:28.. 
13:17.. 
13:19.. 
18:46.. 
14:19.. 
14:27.. 
14:80.. 
16:18.. 
16:21.. 
17:8  .. 
18:3  .. 
18:4  .. 
18:11.. 
20:28.. 
21:5  .. 
22:42.. 
24:35.. 
25:6  . 
25:  40.. 
26:41.. 
27:36.. 
27:45. 
27:46.. 
27:51. 
28:9.. 
28:20. 


.146,  206, 1228 
..462,658,689 
..  725,  r29, 879 
..878,966.962 
..618,664,677 
..666,671,674 
.968.984,  U82 
.  .8^,  470,  902 
.882,  760, 1061 
..960,954,958 
..182,388,877 
.889,  640,  1063 
.3461983,  1120 
..196, 197,  227 
..688,690,810 
..289,250,966 
..212,  671,  704 
..882,671,716 
.724,  980,  1066 
..15,  613.  1061 
..426,  788,  833 
...71,785.877 
..127,672,850 
..845,367,568 
..864,370,882 
..861,886,891 
..808,332,345 
.  .179,  243.  811 
..493,503.514 
..886,957,969 
..558,575,670 
.404,  406, 1060 
..416,467,480 
..427,576,626 
..405,411,488 
..431,437,441 
..789.806,971 


Maek. 

6:  34.... 875,  958,956 

8:34...892,613,1061 

8:38...392,750,1084 

9:  24.... 666,  688,856 

10:  47.... 882, 626,711 

13:  33.... 575,  705,765 

16:8 428,483,440 


LUKE. 


1 

1 

2 

7 

8 

9 

9 

10 

10 

10 

11 

18 

IS 

15 

18 

18 

19 

19 

19 

22 

22 


81.. 
78.. 
14.. 
47.. 
45.. 
28.. 
26.. 
2... 
39.. 
42.. 
18.. 
7... 
7... 
18.. 
1... 
13.. 
10.. 
40.. 
41.. 
44.. 
54.. 


22i61.. 
28:33.. 
28:34.. 
23:42.. 
23:48.. 
23:46.. 
24:29.. 
34:34.. 
24:38.. 
24:40.. 


..781.  813,841 
..87,483,1128 
..824,836,839 
.684,  785, 1060 
..370,629,685 
.392,896,1061 
.892,  750,1084 
.968,  984,1182 
..864.908,967 
.610.  880. 1066 
..545,558,990 
...94.259,285 
..467,678,617 
..648,652,842 
..186,  142,144 
..648,645,665 
..845,867,568 
..891,484,782 
..876,  621,627 
..402,405,988 
.105,892,1068 
.413,  697,1068 
.410,415,1071 
-.876,  427,472 
..647,686,687 
..579,  686,687 
..208,412.427 
..95,129,1060 
. .  489,  443,  40d 
..716,788,757 
..624,678,710 


4: 24.... 149. 261,649 
4:  87.... 954,  963,965 
5:  39....  117,  252,816 
6:  35.  .239, 1035,1084 
6:  68.... 586,  593.845 

9:4 953,960,974 

9:  25.... 577,  602,922 

10:4 122,717,798 

10:  29.... 800,  895,905 
11:  25.... 401,  444,799 
11:  35.... 898,  920,926 
12:  21.... 794, 806, 839 
12:  32... 404,  414,1058 

18:7 291,802,862 

18: 18.... 424,  882,886 
18:34.1001,1008,1009 
14:  2... 449, 1169,1183 

14:6 877.647,711 

14:  16.... 517,  580,651 
14:  22... 201,  418,1088 
14:  26.... 516,  533,544 
14:  27.... 686,  767,874 

15:4 120,824,828 

15:  13.... 581,  628,807 

16:7 517,580,664 

16:  18.. 676,  1145,1155 

17:4 412.426,934 

17:  21.. 979, 1000,1010 

19:2 404,408,474 

19:25.1027,1068,1060 
19: 26.... 893, 899.427 
19:28....412,427.861 
19:  SO.... 408, 411,427 
19:  84.. 418, 1088,1078 
19:  41... 401,  405, U42 
21: 15.. 358, 1066,1077 


ACTS. 

1:11....482.449,469 

2:1 515.551,568 

4: 12... 570, 574,1054 
7:59..180,1146,1166 
14: 22.... 693, 725,942 
16:  31.... 566, 570,589 
17: 11.... 246, 262,816 
24:25...576,618,1164 


BOMAirS. 

1:16... 502,  608,1084 

2:4 94,250,286 

8: 19.. ..566. 568,585 
8:  20.... 565. 574,628 

5:1 767,874,912 

5:6 581,690,685 

5:8....568,807,1060 
5: 11.... 590, 584, 767 
5: 20.... 577, 802,910 
6: 11.... 666, 578,578 

8:1 874,888,981 

8:14....898,9U,918 
8: 15....  548, 590. 900 
8: 16.... £28, 538,918 
8:  22.... 488, 490,512 
8:  26.... 639, 547,548 
8: 29.... 804, 818,896 
8:  33.... 874, 888,882 
8:a9....828,878,906 

10:6 866,870,415 

10: 20.... 817, 665,688 

12:1 699,710,845 

12: 5... 918, 1000,1001 
18  :11..198, 1148, 1156 
14:8 677.795,918 


IBT  COUIKTHIAIVS. 


John. 

1:1 252,808,888 

1:14.... 845,  862,740 
1:29.... 474. 570,607 

8:3 588,560,665 

3: 16.... 846,  867,668 


2:2.. 

2:9.. 

2:  10. 

3:  11. 

3:21. 

5:7.. 

6:19. 

6:20. 
10:4.. 
12:27. 
18:1.. 


..674,787,1007 
..444,726,U98 
...533,548,559 
.  .890,  800. 1068 
...188,828,893 
..474.945,1075 
...533,551,860 
...424,886,962 
...734,  88.% 998 
.920,1001,1007 
..549,875,1000 


18: 12.... 291, 829,862 
15: 10.... 598,  663.787 
15: 55... 438,  489, U56 


2D  COEIKTHIANB. 

1:4 932.946,968 

1:20....266,301.311 
3:  10... 385,  444.1190 
4: 14... 401.  799,1165 
5: 17.... 580,  590.684 

6:2 612,619,627 

7:5 636,685.711 

7  :U.... 417, 625,677 
0:15.... 252,  352,568 

12:9 653,799,802 

12:  10.... 825,  865,930 
13: 14.. 284, 1044,1060 


Qalatians. 

2:  20.... 405, 598,681 
8: 28... 908,  979,1000 

4:6 690,900,913 

4: 15.... 654. 669,  701 
4 :  26.1184, 1195. 1196 
5:1  ....728,741,758 
6:9  ....645,717.788 
6:14....400,4O4,786 
6:17....425,655,885 


EPHESIAKS. 

1:4  ....256,276,812 
1  :  13.... 522, 535, 900 
2:8  ....570,852,856 
3:15...720,979,1010 
4:5  ..720,1000,1066 
4:8  ....490,450,501 
4:  80.... 518,  548,564 
5:8  ....756,851,874 
5: 32.  .504. 1009, 1066 
6:18....749,758,765 
6:14....728,788,741 


PHILIPPIANS. 

1:6 661,718,748 

1:21.... 761,  828,873 
2: 10... 442, 51 1,1124 
2:  13.... 561, 873,  911 
8:7  ....647,806,813 
8: 14.... 700, 717, 782 
8: 20... 828, 945, 1186 
4:4  ,...890,484,888 
4:7  ....102,200,767 
4: 11.... 845, 848,  877 
4:18....725,746,802 


COLOSSIANB. 

1 :  18.. 886, 1001, 1007 
1:19.... 883, 885,  470 
2:6  ....654,825,851 
2:9  ....883,885,470 
2: 10.... 801, 889,  904 
2: 14.... 581, 595,  647 
8:8 513,601,873 

IBTTHESBALOKIANS. 

4:8  ....468,528,767 
4:14.1138,1142,1158 
4:17..447.1147,1199 
5:5  ....829,847,851 

2D  THESSALONIANS. 

8:5 485,496,609 

8:13....545,733,738 

IST  TIMOTHY. 

1:15....  102, 624,  665 
2:5  ....585,590,601 
6: 12.... 712, 749, 766 


2D  TIMOTHT. 

1:12.... 890, 828.  981 
2:3  ....728,749,758 
2:  19....714,789,800 

TITUS. 

2: 11.... 566,  577,910 
2:  13.... 481,  488,850 

HEOBEWS. 

1:8  ....888,470,600 

2:10....105,631,741 

2: 18.... 359, 396,  465 

4:9  .1178,1193,1199 

4: 15.... 465,  818,834 

6:  19.... 435,  630,800 

7:  22.... 388,  590,506 

9:  22.... 579,  690, 694 

11:8  ....746,848,848 

12:1  ....742,747,748 

12:2  ....716,884.916 

12: 11.... 933.  987,943 

13:5  ....714,782.739 

13:8  ....832,845,888 

13:13...392,722,1061 

13: 20.... 200, 221,  876 

James. 

1:17....  163, 191,878 
2:17....875,882,960 
4:8  ....693.700,706 
4:14..612,1140,1175 
5:20....a64,621,  953 

1ST  PETER. 

1:8  ....794,806,839 
1:12  ...867,467.468 
2:7  ....371,841,918 
4: 14... 882, 722, 1061 
5;  7  ....207,721,947 
5:8  ....141,385,713 

2d  Peter. 

1:17... 363, 865.  ion 

8:9 94,^9,286 

8: 18.... 538, 696, 880 

1ST  JOHN. 

1:6  ....851,874,908 
1:7  ....668,679,607 
2: 17.... 577,  759,800 
8:1  ....874,911,918 
8:2  ....473,658,913 
4:8  ....284,310,313 
4: 18.... 285,  306,903 
4: 19.... 256,  812,785 
4:21.1003,1009,1011 


REVELATION. 


1 

1 

2 

8 

8 

4 

4:11 

5:5 

5:9 


6  ....465,477.602 

7  ...481,486.1164 
17...494, 993. 1100 
11. ..741, 758,1187 
20.... 614,  632.657 

8  .1172,  1196.1196 
1,173.185 

...451,459,1120 

33,476,774 

6:10...508,  500,U79 

7:13.-744,1174,1177 

7: 17.. 402, 1174,1188 

U:  15... 453,  499,1101 

14:13.1137.1139,1149 

15:3 54,185,720 

19:7  ....492,494,507 
19: 12.... 459,  468,471 
21:2  ..508,1186.1181 
21: 23.. 727. 1172,1186 
22: 17.... 617, 630,061 
22:  20... 477, 612,1141 


IribcT  of  Hutbora. 


Mn.  Sarah  Flowbb  Adams.  An  EngUah  UnitAilaii ; 
the  wife  of  William  Bridges  Adams ;  she  died  in 
London,  1848,  and  was  burled  at  Harlow.—  [606.] 

Rev.  NBHRMIAH  ADAMS,  D.  D.  An  American  Con- 
gregationallst,  for  many  years  pastor  of  the  Kssex 
Street  Church  in  Boston,  Mass.  He  died  In  1878.— 
[793.] 

JOSEPH  ADDlBOK.  An  English  Writer ;  the  well-known 
essa]rist;  connected  with  the  Church  of  England; 
died  in  London  in  1719.—  [272. 283, 397.] 

Mrs.  Eliza  Sibbald  aldriison.  A  member  of  the 
Church  of  England. the  wife  of  Rot.  W.  T.  Alderson, 
and  sister  of  Rev.  Dr.  J.  B.  Dykes.- [886.1 

Mrs.  Cecil  Fuamcrs  Albxanubk.  An  Episcopalian: 
the  wife  of  Rev.  William  Alexander,  D.  D..  Bishop  of 
Derry,  in  Ireland.— [351,  410.  462,  481,  678,  1083,  1066, 
1187.1 

Rev.  JAMES  Waddbll  Albxandbr,  D.  D.  a  Presby- 
terian pastor  for  many  years  in  New  York ;  died  in 
Virginia,  1859.—  [399, 408.] 

Rev.  Hknrt  ALFORD,  D.  D.  An  English  Eniscopalian : 
of  rare  gift  as  a  commentator  and  criuc ;  Dean  of 
Canterbury ;  died,  1871.— [728, 727, 1166.  1203.] 

Rev.  James  Allen.  An  Englisli  Independent,  of  a 
somewhat  roving  connection,  but  good  Ufe ;  died  in 
Yorkshire,  1804.— [452. 1058.] 

Rev.  Hekrt  Allon,  D.  D.  a  clergyman  in  the  Inde- 
pendent denomination  of  Englaml,  for  forty  years 
pastor  of  Union  Church  In  Islington.  London.  He 
was  distinguished  as  a  hynmologist.  He  died  in  1892. 
—[1097.] 

Mrs.  Marla  Frances  Anderson.  An  American  Bap. 
tist,  bom  in  Paris ;  now  the  wife  of  O.  W.  Anderson, 

firofessor  in  the  University  at  Lewisburg,  Pa.— 
1133.] 

JOSEPH  ANSTICB.  Professor  of  classical  literature  in 
King's  College,  London;  died  at  Torquay  in  1836, 
aged  28.- [214, 902.] 

Rev.  CHARLES  Tambbrlanb  Astlbt.  An  Episcopal 
clergyman,  now  the  rector  of  Brosted,  SevenoaKS, 
Kent,  in  England.— [795.] 

Miss  Harriet  A  UBER.  An  English  i>oetess,  who  para- 
phrased some  of  the  psalms ;  she  died  in  Hertford- 
Sllire  in  1862.—  [34^1,  85,  498.  882.] 

JOHN  A  USTIN.  An  English  layman  of  the  Roman  Cath- 
olic Cliurch,  a  tutor  L  early  life,  ultimately  engageil 
in  llterarv  work.    He  tiled  in  London,  1609.— [  1051 . ] 

Rev.  Thomas  William  avklino,  d.  D.  An  English 
clergyman,  for  forty-six  years  pastor  of  a  Congrega- 
tioual  church  In  Kingsland,  London ;  died  in  1884.— 
[990.] 

Rev.  Leonard  bacon,  D.  D.  a  Congregational  pastor 
and  professor  of  divinity  at  New  Haven ;  he  died  in 
1881.— [128, 1107, 1216.] 

Rev.  Henrt  Williams  baker.    An  Enarlish  Episco- 

Ealian,  the  Vicar  of  Monkland,  Herefordshire ;  also  a 
aronet ;  he  died  in  1877.—  [81, 263,  319,  412, 706.844,  942, 
968.] 

Rev.  JOHN Bakewbll.  An  English  Wesleyan  clergy- 
man, settled  as  pastor  of  a  charge  in  Greenwich :  he 
died  in  1819.-  [474.] 

Rev.  Thomas  Baldwtn,  D.  D..  an  American  Baptist: 
for  many  years  a  pastor  in  Boston,  Mass.  He  died 
at  WaterviUe.  Me.,  In  1826.— [1012.] 

Mrs.  CHARITIB  LEES  BANCROFT.  An  Episcopalian,  of 
Aghalurcher,  Ireland,  where  her  father.  Rev.  Sid- 
ney Smith.  D.  D..  Is  rector.- [601.] 

Mrs.  ANNA  LjBTrriA  Barbauld.  The  wife  of  Rev. 
Rochemont  Barbauld,  an  English  Unitarian  minis- 
ter; she  died  in  1825.-  [615,  959, 1187, 1202.1 

Rev.  Sabine  Baring-Gould.  An  English  Episcopal 
olergvman,  now  the  rector  of  a  church  in  Lew  Tren- 
cband,  Devonshire.—  [233.  720,  724, 1181.1 

Bernard  Barton.  An  English  layman,  for  forty  years 
a  bank  clerk  in  Suffolk ;  '*  the  Quaker  Poet ";  he  died 
in  1849.— [851.1 

Hbnry  Bateman.  An  English  Episcopal  layman,  do- 
ing business  in  London,  but  devoting  much  time  to 
religious  work.    He  died  In  1872.— [281,024.] 


Rev.  WILLIAM  HlLET  Bathurst.    An  English  Episco- 

Saliau;  a  rector  in  Yorkshire  for  some  years;  he 
led  in  1877,  at  Lydney  PM-k,  Gloucestershire.-  [568, 

581,  746, 1103.] 
Rev.  RICHARD  Baxter.    An  English  clergyman,  vicar 

of  Kidderminster;    afterwant  a  nonconformist  in 

London;  died,  1691.— [658.] 
Rev.  ROBERT  Hall  Baynes.    An  English  clergyman ; 

Canon  of  Worcester  Cathedral  aun  Vicar  of  Holy 

Trinity,  Folkestoue.- [1019.] 
Rev.  Benjamin  Beddome.  An  English  Baptist  clergy. 

man,  preachiugin  Gloncesterahire ;  he  died  in  1796.— 

[158,  iU,  260,  K^,  559,  560,  561,  573,  621,  893, 1104.] 

Rev.  o  EOROB  Washington  Bethunb,  D.  D.  a  clergy, 
man  of  the  Reformed  Dutch  Church  in  America;  ue 
dieil  in  Florence,  Italy,  1862.— [818, 1006, 1017, 1156J 

Rev.  EDWARD  HENRT  BICKERSTBTH.  D.  D.  An  Eng- 
lish Episotmalian ;  in  1855  he  became  Dean  of  Glou- 
cester,  ami  Bishop  of  Exeter.— [254,  432,  1018,  1060, 
1065,1003.1 

Rev.  JOHN  BICKERSTBTH.  A  Clergyman  of  the  Church 
of  England,  the  rector  of  Sapcote  in  Leicestershire. 
Herilie<l  in  1855.—  [236 J 

Rev.  THOMAS  BiNNKY,  D.  D.  FoT  forty  years  pastor  of 
the  Congregational  Church,  Weigh-nouse  Chapel, 
London ;  died.  1874.—  [585.] 

Rev.  Edward  Bickrrsteth  Birks.  An  English  Epis- 
copalian, Vicar  of  St.  Michael's  Cliurch  in  Cam- 
bridge.   He  is  the  son  of  Prof.  T.  R.  Birks.—  [541.] 

Rev.  THOMAS  Rawson  birks.  An  English  Episcopa- 
lian ;  the  vicar  of  Trinity  Church  in  Carabritige,  pro- 
fessor of  Moral  Philosophy  in  Cambridge  University; 
died  in  1883.—  [253, 1092.] 

Rev.  THOMAS  Blacklock,  D.  D.  a  Scotch  Presbyte- 
rian, useful  and  active,  although  blind  nearly  all  his 
life:  he  died,  1791.  at  EtUuburgh.- [268.] 

Rev.  JOHN  ERNEST  BODE.  A  Clergyman  of  the  Church 
of  England;  rector  of  a  parish  in  Castle  Camps,  Cam- 
bridgeshire, where  he  died  in  1874.  —[1052.] 

Rev.  HORATiirs  BONAR,  D.  D.  A  minister  of  the  Free 
Presbyterian  Church  of  Scotland ;  long  a  itastor  in 
Edinburgh,  where  he  died  in  1889.— [74.  84,  106,  119, 
156,  185,  304, 340.  368. 405.  509.  512, 513. 574. 593, 711, 721, 767, 
854,  868,  873,  880.  941,  953.  965,  1008,  1054, 1084,  1086,  1087, 
1145.  1155,  1178.] 

Miss  Jane  Borth  wick,  a  Scottish  authoress :  one  of 
the  translators  of  the  "Hymns  from  the  Land  of 
Luther"  ;  now  residing  in  Edinburgh.- [64, 493,  611, 
782,940.] 

Edoar  Alfred  Bowrino.  a  layman  of  the  Church 
of  England,  born  in  1826,  a  member  of  the  British 
parliament  from  Exet^^r  in  1868.—  [1166.1 

SIR  JOHN  BOWRINO,  LL.D.  An  English  Unitarian; 
a  voluminous  author,  nud  a  distinguished  diploma- 
tist: he  died  in  1872.—  [94, 174. 245. 355, 400. 496. 891, 1159.] 

Matthew  Bbidoeh.  An  English  layman,  now  in  the 
communion  of  the  Church  of  Rome.  Of  late  he  has 
been  residing  in  Canadajiear  Quebec.—  [451, 44(8. 607.  ] 

Rev.  Phillips  Brooks.  D.D.  An  American  Episco- 
palian clergyman,  now  Bishop  of  the  diocese  of  Mas- 
sachusetts, and  residing  in  Boston.— [348.] 

Mrs.  Phcebr  Hinsdalb  Brown.  An  American  Con- 
gregationalist:  the  wife  of  Timothy  H.  Brown ;  she 
dietf  in  IlUnois  in  1861.— [137. 1006.1 

William  brown.  An  English  author  known  only  as 
the  writer  of  a  single  hymn,  and  a  volume  of  verses 
published  in  1822.-  [67J 

Rev.  Simon  Brownk.  The  honored  and  useful  pastor 
of  an  Independent  church  in  Old  Jewry,  London ;  he 
die<l  in  1732.—  [6.  528. 546.] 

WILLIAM  CULLBN  BRYANT.  An  American  Unitarian: 
poet  and  editor,  of  widest  fame  and  honor ;  he  diext 
in  New  York  in  1878.—  [349, 996, 1113. 1_  * 

Rev.  HBNRY  Jambs  Buckoll.    An  English  Episco- 

Salian ;  a  master  in  the  famous  Rugby  school ;  he 
iedinl8n.— [62.] 
Rev.    STEPHEN     QREENLBAF    BULFINCH.    D.    D.       An 

American  Unitarian;  ordained  at  Charleston;  died 
at  East  Cambridge,  Mass.,  1870.— [46.] 
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Rev.  OBOROB  BUBDBB.  The  Author  of  the  "  VillAfre 
Sermons'* ;  a  CoDgregatioiial  pastor  in  London  and 
elsewhere;  died  in  ISO.—  [152,  mi 

Rev.  RiCHASU  BUBDBALL.  An  English  Wesleyan 
clergyman.  He  is  known  only  as  the  aatlior  of  a 
single  hymn,  much  altered.    He  died  in  1824.—  [606.] 

Rev.  Obobos  Bubgbbb,  D.  D.  An  American  Episco- 
palian; for  many  years  Bishop  of  the  diocese  of 
Maine;  died  inl866.— [760.1 

WiLUAM  Hbnbt  Bublbigh.  An  American  Unita- 
rian; Journalist  and  lecturer;  an  enthusiastic  friend 
of  reform:  died  in  1871.— [914, 915.1 

Rev.  RiCHABD  BUBNHAM.  Au  English  Baptist clerinr- 
man;  for  many  years  a  pastor  in  London,  where  ne 
died  in  1810.—  [790, 1037.] 

Rev.  James  Dbubimonu  Burks,  a  clergyman  of  the 
Free  Church  of  Scotland ;  after  a  long  decline,  he 
died  at  Mentone,  1864.— [102, 206.] 

John  burton,  a  deacon  in  the  Congregational 
Church  at  Stratford,  in  England;  a  cooper  for  more 
than  si xty  years.    He  died  in  1877.—  [999.  ] 

Rev.  EDMUND  BUTCHBR.  An  English  clergyman, 
pastor  of  a  Unitarian  congregation  in  Sidbury  Vale, 
Devonshire;  died,  1822.— [m] 

Rev.  CHARLES  INHES  Cambbon.  A  Scotch  Presby- 
terian minister,  once  a  missionary  In  India;  he 
died  in  New  Edinburgh,  Canada,  about  1875.—  [1190.] 

Miss  Jane  MoNT(K)MRBr  Campbell.  This  ladv  is 
understood  to  have  been  an  English  Episcopalian, 
born  in  London,  1817.  She  died  at  Bovey  Tracey  in 
1878.— [1190.] 

Mrs.  Maboabbt  Cockbubn  Campbell,  a  Scotch 
authoress  of  noble  rank,  the  wife  of  one  of  the 
founders  of  the  Plymouth  Brethren  in  England. 
She  died  at  Alphington,  near  Exeter,  in  1841.— 1188.1 

Robert  Campbell.  A  Scotch  advocate;  late  in  life 
received  into  the  Church  of  Rome;  he  died  in  Edin- 
burgh in  1868.— [  U7, 1076.] 

THOMAS  Campbell.  The  well-known  Scotch  poet: 
Lord  Rector  of  the  University  of  Glasgow ;  he  died 
in  1844  —  rSK.I 

Rev.  Joseph  dacbb  Caeltlb.  An  English  Episco- 
palian; Professor  of  Arabic  at  Cambridge;  vicar  of 
Newcastle;  died  in  1804.— [87.1 

Miss  Phcebb  Cary.  An  Americau  poetess;  usually 
reckoned  as  a  Universalist ;  she  died  at  Newport  in 
1871.—  [1148.] 

Rev.  Edward  Cabwall.  An  English  priest  of  the 
Roman  Catholic  Church ;  an  ingenious  and  success- 
ful  translator;  died,  1878.— [41,  203,  624,  566,  587,608, 
804,815,861.1176,1207.] 

Rev.  JOHN  Cawood.  An  English  Episcopal  clergy, 
man ;  perpetual  curate  In  Worcestershire ;  he  died 
lnl862.— [195.  327.] 

Rev.  JOHN  Cbnnick.  An  English  clergyman,  for 
some  time  associated  with  the  Wesleys;  afterward 
a  Moravian ;  died,  1755.— [215,  597.  773. 1039.] 

Rev.  John  chandler.  An  English  Episcopalian; 
vicar  of  Witley ;  translator  of  "  Hymns  of  the  Primi- 
tlve  Church  " ;  died,  1876.— [21.  360,  461.  998.  1130.] 

Mrs.  Elizabeth  Charles.  An  English  lady,  the 
widow  of  Andrew  P.  Charles;  authoress  of  the 
*'Schonberg-Cotta"  stories;  living  in  London.— [981, 
1046.] 

Rev.  ALLEN  William  Chatfield.  A  clergj'man  of  the 
Church  of  England.  Vicar  of  Much-Marcle,  Here- 
fordshire ;  he  has  made  some  excellent  translations. 
-[867.] 

Mrs.  Harriet  Mart  Chester.  An  English  Episco- 
palian ;  the  wife  of  Harry  Chester:  a  widow  since 
1868.  She  is  au  authoress,  and  has  done  some  good 
work  for  the  hsrmn -books.—  [65.] 

Benjamin  Cleveland.  Au  American,  probably  in 
connection  with  the  Baptist  Church;  his  hymns 
were  published  about  1790.—  [706J 

Mrs.  Elizabeth  Codner.  An  English  authoress: 
the  hymn  bearing  her  name  appeared  in  i860,  and 
was  suggested  by  the  news  of  the  great  revival  in 
Ireland.—  [626.1 

Mrs.  Rrhrcca  Phcenix  Cob.  The  honored  wife  of 
Rev.  David  B.  Coe,  D.  D.,  so  long  the  Secretary  of 
the  Home  Missionary  Society,  ^he  is  residing  at 
present  In  Bloomfield,  N.  J.— [1123.] 

Charles  coffin  was  Rector  of  tne  University  of  Paris 
in  1718,  and  died  in  1749.  His  hymn  was  translated 
from  the  Latin  bv  the  compilers  of  "  Hymns  Ancient 
and  Mwlern."—  [114.] 

JOHN  duke  Coleridge.  An  English  Episcopalian ; 
a  lawyer  for  a  lifetime;  now  Lord  Chief  Justice  of 
England.    His  hymns  are  of  high  merit—  [91. ] 

Daniel  C.  Coleswortht.  An  American  Congrega- 
tional lajinan  in  Boston ;  formerly  a  printer,  after- 
ward a  bookseller.—  [71.] 


Rev.  HBNRT  COLLINS.  An  English  Episcopal  clergy- 
man once :  now  a  Cistercian  priest  in  the  Church  of 
Rome.—  [778.] 

Rev.  WILUAM  BBNOO  COLLTBR,  D.  D.  An  English 
CongregaUonallst;  after  a  useful  pastorate  in  Lon- 
don, he  died  in  1854.—  [1102, 1164.  ] 

JO0IAH  Con  DEB.  An  English  author  and  Joumalist: 
the  compiler  of  the  first  official  Congregational 
Hymn- Book:  died,  1865.— [222,  256,  322,  358,  668,  919, 
1078, 1062.] 

Rev.  HENBY  COOK,  D.  D.  An  Irish  Presbyterian 
clerg3rman ;  pastor  of  May  Street  Church  in  Belfast, 
where  in  1868  he  died.—  [122.] 

Rev.  William  Cooke,  au  English  Episcopalian; 
Vicar  of  Qapley,  Suffolk ;  Canon  of  Chester  Cathe- 
dral: edited  "The  Church  Hymnal'*  in  1853,  and  the 
"Hymnary"  in  1872.—  [438.1 

Rev.  EDWARD  Cooper.  An  English  Episcopal  clergy- 
roan  ;  early  in  this  century  he  was  a  rector  in  Staf- 
fordshire: he  died  in  1833.— [257.] 

Rev.  Thomas  Cotterill.  An  English  Episcopalian; 
perpetual  curate  in  Sheffield  for  many  years;  he 
died  in  1828.— [57,  623, 1038.] 

Mrs.  ANNE  ROSS  COUSIN.  A  Sootch  Presbyterian ;  the 
wife  of  Rev.  William  Cousin,  minister  of  the  Free 
Church  in  Melrose.-  [787, 1160, 1161.] 

William  Cowpbr.  The  well-known  poet,  author  of 
"The  Task":  an  English  Episcopalian:  lived  a 
while  at  Olney;  died,  1800.— [IM,  151,  246,  302,  579,  654, 
729  848   948  904   1077.1 

Miss'  FRANCES  Elizabeth  Cox.  An  English  Episco- 
palian ;  bom  at  Oxford;  she  is  best  known  as  a 
translator  of  Oerman  hjrmns.- 1783, 9^,  1L53, 1174.] 

Rev.  abthur  Cleveland  Coxb,  D.  D.  An  American 
Episcopalian:  at  present  Bishop  of  the  diocese  of 
Western  New  York.— [356, 996, 1121.] 

Mrs.  Jane  Crbwdson.  An  English  writer,  the  wife 
of  Thomas  Crewdson  of  Manchester;  long  an  in- 
valid; she  die<1  in  1863.— [676, 990.1 

Rev.  Oboror  Croly.  LL.D.  An  Episcopalian ;  rec- 
tor in  London:  a  well-known  writer  and  poet;  he 
died  in  I860.— [645.] 

Mrs.  ADA  Cambridge  Cross.  Known  best  by  her 
maiden  name;  now  the  wife  of  an  English  Episco- 
pal clergyman  in  Australia.— [7.] 

Rev.  WILLIAM  CROSSWELL.  D.  D.  An  American  Epis- 
copalian: rector  of  the  Church  of  the  Advent  in 
Boston;  he  died  in  1851.— [967.] 

Rev.  SBWALL  Sylvester  Cutting.  D.  D.  An  Ameri- 
can Baptist  clergyman  of  wide  reputation ;  be  died 
in  Brooklyn.  N.  Y.,  in  1882.— [282.1 

Rev.  John  Nelson  Darby.  The  founder  of  the  sect 
calle<1  "  Pljrmouth  Brethren  ";  he  died  in  1882.  His 
authorship  of  the  hymns  is  doubtful.    [716,  717.] 

Rev.  Samuel  Davibs.  An  eminent  American  Pres- 
byterian minister:  President  of  the  College  of  New 
Jersey:  he dieil  in  1761.— [1030.] 

Rev.  Edwabd  abthub  Dayman.  An  English  Epis- 
copal clergyman,  at  present  the  Honorary  Canon  of 
Bitton  in  Salisbury  Cathedral.— [186, 1158.J 

Rev.  Jambs  Geobgb  Deck.  An  English  preacher 
among  the  "  Plymouth  Brethren" ;  he  is  now  living 
in  New  Zealand.— [380,  381,  407,  490,  491.  496,  828, 908, 
921.1 

Sir  EDWARD  DENNY.  An  Irish  landholder  and 
baronet,  connected  with  the  "  Plymouth  Brethren  •• ; 
he  resides  much  In  London.— [875,  376,  504,  506,  606, 
1027,1069.1 

WiLUAM  Chattbrton  Dix.  Au  English  Episcopa- 
lian ;  for  some  time  engaged  in  the  Marine  Insur- 
ance Office  in  Glasgow.-  r823,  389,  484.1 

Rev.  GBOROB  Washington  Doane.  d.  d.  An  Ameri- 
can Episcopalian ;  Bishop  of  the  diocese  of  New 
Jersey ;  he  died  in  1*59.—  [219,  877. 1109J 

Rev.  WILLIAM  CROSSWELL  DOANB.  D.  D.  An  Ameri- 
can Episcopalian;  now  the  Bishop  of  the  diocese  of 
Albany:  a  prelate,  like  his  fatlier,  of  great  dignity 
and  force.—  [1213.] 

John  Dobbll.  An  English  Congregationallst :  com- 
piler of  a  book  of  hsrmns:  exciseman  at  Poide,  in 
Dorset:  he  died  in  1840.— [619.] 

Rev.  PHILIP  DODDRIDGE.  D.  D.    The  well-known  ex- 

S>sltor;  a  Congregational  pastor  in  Northampton, 
ngland;  died  1751.— [18,  48,  60.  124.  142,  207,210.270, 

273, 31 1, 464.  614,  626, 610,  748, 755, 81 1, 813,  899, 900, 910, 966. 

997.  1001.  1025,  1031, 1111, 1210, 1232, 12313.] 
Miss  Sarah  Doudney.    An  English  writer  of  v«rse 

and    prose  for   magazines;    published    "Stepping 

Stones  "in  1881,  London.— [199.1 
Rev.  BOURNE  Hall  Draper.    An  English  Baptist 

clergyman ;  for  some  time  a  pastorin  Southampton ; 

he  died  in  1843.     This  hymn  in  many  collections  is 

credited  mistakenly  to  Mrs.  Yoke.— [1106.] 
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Bev.  William  Hamilton  dbummond,  d.  d.  An  Irish 
Presbyterian ;  a  pastor  once  in  Belfast,  afterward  in 
Dubliu:  Ue(Ue<linl865.~[»50.] 

Jomc  DBTDBK.  Poet  Laureate  of  England ;  in  early 
life  a  Protestant,  afterward  a  Roman  Catholic ;  he 
died  in  1701.— [529.] 

Bev.  Okobob  buFFiKLD,  Jb.,  D.  D.  An  American 
Presbyterian,  son  of  Rev.  Georse  Dnifleld,  D.  D.,  so 
long  a  pastor  in  Detroit;  a  pastor  in  Brooklsrn  and 
In  Adrian,  Mich. ;  he  died  in  Bloomfleld,  N.  J.,  in  1888. 
—  [426,728.] 

Rev.  8AMUKL  WILLOUOHBT  DUFFIRLD.     The  pastor  Of 

Westminster  Presbyterian  Church,  Bloomtield,  N. 
J. ;  he  was  a  writer  of  much  grace  and  ability ;  the 
author  of  "English  Hymns"  and  of  ''^ Latin 
Hymns" ;  he  died  in  1887.—  [128,  542.  WW,  1186, 1194.] 

Rev.  R0HIN80N  PORTKB  DUNN,  D.  D.  An  American 
Presbyterian  clergyman,  professor  of  Rhetoric  in 
Brown  Uiiiverslty,  Providence,  R.  I. ;  he  died  in 
1867.— [661,  1141.] 

Okobgr  SPBINO  DwiOHT.  An  American  Presbyterian ; 
a  business  man  and  an  inventor ;  he  was  ill  for  years, 
and  died  In  1886  at  Summit.  N.  J.—  [421.1 

Rev.  TIMOTHY  DWIOHT,  D.  I>.  An  American  Congre- 
gational clergj'man;  formerly  President  of  Yale 
College:  died  in  1817.— [61,  98^ 

EDWABD  WILLIAM  EDDIB.  An  English  layman  of  the 
Irvingite  connection;  compiler  of  "Hymns  for  the 
Use  of  the  Churches,"  1864.—  [602.] 

JAMK8  EDMBBTON.  An  English  arcliltect  and  sur- 
veyor ;  he  is  said  to  have  written  nearly  two  thou- 
sand hymns ;  he  died  in  1867.—  [109,  224,  386,  736,  799, 
936,1128.] 

Rev.  John  Ellbbton.  An  English  Episcopal  clergy- 
man, now  the  rector  of  a  parish  in  White  Rodiug ; 
a  voluminous  writer  of  excellent  hymns.— [40,  lOl, 
182,  200.  206.  448,  1143,  1214,  1215.] 

Miss  CH  ablottb  Elliott.  An  English  Episcopalian : 
the  granddaughter  of  Rev.  John  Veun;  (lied  at 
Brighton  in  187l.—  [107,  106,  631,  634,  636,  638,  640,  642, 
078,  679,  926.] 

Mrs.  JULIA  ANN  Elliott.  An  English  Episcopalian ; 
wife  of  Rev.  H.  V.  Elliott,  minister  at  Brighton ;  she 
died  in  1841.— [320.1^ 

WILLIAM  WEB6TEB  Ellswobth.  An  American  Pres- 
byterian, residing  in  Yonkers,  N.  Y. ;  a  publisher  in 
New  York  City.- [821.] 

Rev.  COBNRLIUB  ELVEN.  An  English  Baptist  clergy- 
man.  a  pastor  at  Buiy  St.  Edmunds,  in  Suffolk;  lie 
died  in  1873.— [643.] 

Rev.  WiLLLAM  Enfibld,  D.  D.  An  English  Unitarian ; 
minister  at  Norwich;  for  two  years  professor  at 
Warrington;  <Ued,  1797.— [874.] 

Rev.  Jonathan  Evanb.  An  English  Congregational 
minister :  he  was  a  pastor  in  Warwickshire ;  he  died 
in  1809.-  [76,  411.] 

Rev.  Chablbb  willum  Evbbbbt.  An  American 
clergyman,  rector  of  an  Episcopal  Church  in  Ham- 
den,  Connecticut:  hedledml8n.— [613.] 

Rev.  FUBDEBICK  WiLLLAM  Fakeb.  D.  D.  An  English 
priest  of  the  Church  of  Rome,  formerly  an  Episco- 
palian :  he  (Ueil  In  1863.—  [216,  286,  294,  818,  366.  3^  763, 
852,  860, 1151,  1152.  1103.] 

Rev.  Jameo  Fanch.  An  English  Baptist  clergyman, 
who  was  associated  in  preaching  with  Rev.  Daniel 
Turner;  he  died  in  1767.—  [467.] 

Mrs.  ALB86IB  Bond  FAUseBrr.  An  Irish  Episcopalian 
authoress,  the  wife  of  Rev.  H.  Faussett,  of  Eden- 
derry,  Omagh.—  [636.] 

Rev.  JOHN   Fawcett,  D.  D.     An    English   Baptist 

'minister,  preaching  for  many  years  at  Walnsgate; 
be  die<l  In  1817.-  [1^,227, 248, 291, 1003.] 

JOHN  Fellows.  An  English  Baptist  layman.  living 
formerly  in  Birmingham,  engaged  in  business  there ; 
he  died  in  1785.  —[1230.] 

Mrs.  Ebic  Findlateb.  A  Scotch  authoress,  sister  of 
Miss  Borthwlck,  her  associate  in  "  Hymns  from  the 
Land  of  Luther" ;  living  now  in  E^dinburgh.-  [70.] 

Rev.  Eleazbb  Thompson  Fitch,  D.  D.  An  American 
Congregational  minister;  professor  in  Yale  College; 
he  die<l  In  1«71.-  [213.] 

Miss Flbtchbb.    The  hymn  to  which  this  name  is 

attached  appeared  first  in  ^' Hymns  for  Christian  De- 
votion," 1846;  no  information  can  be  obtained.— [962.] 

Mrs.  Eliza  Lkb  Follbn.  An  American  Unitarian; 
the  wife  of  Professor  Charles  Follen ;  she  died  in 
Boston  in  I860.—  [218J 

Chablbb  Laubbnce  Fobu.  The  son  of  an  artist  in 
Bath.  England:  his  hjrmns  are  found  in  the  "Lyra 
AngUcana."  — [1096.] 

Miss  Chbistina  Fobbtth.  An  English  Episcopa- 
lian; bom  in  Liverpool;  much  an  invalid;  she 
died  at  Hastings  in  1860.  -  [644.] 


Rev.  WiLUAM  Jambb  Foxbll.  An  English  Episco- 
palian :  residing  in  Canterbury ;  minor  Canon  of  tlie 
Cathedral.— [232.] 

Rev.  John  Oambold.  a  Moravian  clergvmau;  an 
Episcopalian  in  his  early  life,  but  ultimately  a 
Bishop  among  the  United  Brethren.  He  died  in 
England  in  1771.-  [166,  731.] 

Rev.  HfiBVBT  DODDBiUGB  Oanbe.  An  American 
Presbyterian,  formerly  in  the  Reformed  Dutch 
Church ;  Secretary  of  the  Board  of  Aid  for  Colleges 
and  Academies;  be  died  in  I891.--ri81.  333.1 

Rev.  William  Qabkbll.  An  English  unitarian 
clergyman;  this  hymn  was  published  in  Beard's 
coUection  in  1837.    He  died  in  1884.—  [1206.1 

Mrs.  Ellen  Huntington  Gates.  An  American  writer 
who  has  written  much  for  evangelical  and  Sunday- 
school  work.    She  resides  in  Elizabeth,  N.  J.—  [967.] 

Mrs.  Mauy  C.  Gates:  Mrs.  Merrill  E.  Gates;  the 
wife  of  the  President  of  Amherst  College.  She  now 
resides  at  Amherst.  Massachusetts.— [1135.] 

Rev.  THOMAS  GIBBONS,  D.  D.  An  English  Cougrega- 
tlonaUst ;  once  a  very  popular  preacher  in  London ; 
he  died  in  1785.— [1171.1 

Thomas  Hobnblowbb  Gill.  An  English  Episcopal 
layman,  living  in  Kent,  near  London;  author  of 
many  superior  hymns.— [666, 707,  835, 853,  867,  8W8.] 

Rev.  WASHINGTON  GLAi»OBN,  D.  D.  Au  American 
Congregationalist;  an  editor  formerly;  now  a  pastor 
in  Columbus,  Ohio.— [864.] 

JOHANN      WOLFGANG      VON     GOETHE.       The      famOUS 

philosopher,  author  and  poet  of  Germany ;  he  died 
in  1832.- [698.1 

Rev.  WiLUAM  GOODB.  An  English  Enlsconal  pastor 
in  London ;  the  author  of  "  A  New  Versiun  of  the 
Psalms" ;  died  in  1816.-[471.] 

Rev.  LUDWIG  ANDBEAB  GOTTBE.  A  German  clergy- 
man, the  Court  preacher  and  superintendent  at 
Gotha.  He  died  in  1735.  His  version  of  J.  W.  Peter- 
sen's  Latin  hymn  was  translated  into  English  for 
the  Moravian  Hymn  Book.— [722.] 

Benjamin  Gough.  An  English  merchant,  belonging 
to  the  Wesley  an  communion;  in  later  life  a  lay- 
preacher  ;  he  died  in  1877.—  [494, 1120. 1 

Sir  ROHBBT  GBANT.  An  English  barrister,  of  Scotch 
descent  and  wide  fame;  Governor  of  Bombay;  he 
died  in  IntUa  in  1838.—  [169,  243.  306,  660,  926.] 

Rev.  JOBEPH  Gbigo.  An  English  Presbyterian,  who 
preached  in  London;  he  wrote  Hymn  10^4  at  ten 
years  old;  died  in  1768.— [614. 1084.] 

Rev.  aechbb  Thompson  Gubnet.  An  English  Epis- 
copalian, ministering  for  some  years  to  a  congrega- 
tion in  Paris,  France.— [441.] 

Rev.  JOHN  Hampden  gubnet.    An  English  Episoo- 

Salian;  a  rector  in  Marylebone,  London;  Preben- 
ary  of  St.  Paul's ;  died,  1862.-  [378,  393. 1 

Rev.  Kabl  RUDOLPH  Hagenbach,  D.  D.  Professor 
of  Church  History  in  the  University  of  BaseL  He 
died  in  1874.—  [933.  ] 

Rev.  Newman  Hall,  LL.  B.  The  well-known  Con. 
gregational  minister  of  Surrey  Chapel  in  South- 
wark,  London,  afterward  Christ  Church,  West- 
minster; now  retired.— [486.] 

Rev.  James  Hamilton.  An  English  Episcopalian, 
now  the  vicar  of  Doulting,  In  the  diocese  of  Bath 
and  Wells.—  [630.] 

Rev.  William  Hammond.  An  English  Calvinistic 
Methodist;  afterward  a  Moravian,  in  which  com- 
munion he  dietl  in  1783.—  [64, 83,  633,  047.1 

Mrs.  Ph(Ebe  a.  Hanafobd.  An  American  minister 
of  the  Universalist  Church;  formerly  a  settled 
pastor  In  several  successive  churches;  she  is  uow 
eugage<l  in  literary  work.—  [973.] 

Miss  Kathabine  H  ankbt.  An  English  writer,  whose 
"Old,  Old  Story,"  in  two  parts,  was  publislied  in 
London  in  1886.—  [682.  588.] 

Rev.  HENBT  Habbaugh,  D.  D.  A  clergyman  of  the 
German  Reformed  Church  in  America;  Professor 
of  Theology  at  Mercersburg  Seminary ;  he  died  in 

1867.— [864J 

Rev.  Lewis  Habtbough.  An  American  clergyman 
of  the  Methodist  Episcopal  Church ;  he  has  done 
very  good  work  in  his  evangelical  hymns.—  [682.1 

Rev.  Joseph  Habt.  An  English  Independent,  min- 
ister of  Jewin  Street  Chapel  in  London:  a  remark- 
able man ;  he  died  in  1768.-  [194,  200,  550, 657.] 

Mi-s.  Mabt  Hablock.  This  lady's  name  appears  in 
oonneotion  with  a  single  hymn  In  the  "Congrega- 
tional Church  Hymnal"  In  England;  but  ¥rith  no 
information  further.— [676.] 

Thomas  Hastings,  Mus.  Doc  An  American  Presbv- 
terian  layman,  for  forty  years  a  "sweet  singer  in 
Israel";  he  died  in  1872.— [88,  138,  223,  816,  688,  618, 
703, 706,  881,  937,  943,  972, 1079, 1134.] 
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MiM  FBAKCB8  Ridley  Havbboal.  An  Bngllsh  Epls- 
oopaliau,  daughter  of  Rev.  W.  U.  Havergal;  a 
voluminous  writer;  dled«  1879.— [385,  424,  (MS,  ffiS,  710, 
739,  830,  832,  833,  834,  964.  1068. 1197.J 

Bev.  WiLUAM  HEMBT  UAVBBGAL.  An  English  Epis- 
copalian;  Canon  of  Worcester  Cathedral;  a  composer 
of  music;  he  died  in  1870.—  [352.] 

Rev.  HUGH  REGINALD  Hawbis.  A  clergyman  of 
the  Church   of  England;   residing  in  London;  a 

Ereacher,  lecturer,  and  writer  of  books,  many  and 
iteresting.—  [1167.] 

Rev.  Thomas  kawbib,  LL.  B..  M.  D.  An  English 
Episcopalian,  rector  of  a  parish  in  Aldwinckle;  died 
at  Bath  in  1820.—  [387,  426.  430,  649.] 

Rev.  ROBBBT  Hawkeu,  M.  D.  An  English  Episco- 
palian; the  Incumbent  at  Plymouth  of  the  Church 
of  Charles  the  Martyr,  from  1784  to  1827,  when  he 
died.— [237.] 

John  Hay.  An  American  lawyer  by  profession,  but 
Icnown  better  as  an  author ;  he  was  Secretary  of 
Legation  at  Paris  and  at  Madrid ;  he  is  now  engl^sed 
in  Dterary  work.—  [419.  ] 

Haywaud.    This  name,  attached  to  one  familiar 

hymn,  has  been  traced  back  to  Dobell's  "  New  (Se- 
lection," 1806,  and  there  the  tmil  ends.—  [58.] 

Rev.  GBOR6R  Uratu.  An  English  olersyman,  pastor 
of  aPrsHbyteriau  Church  at  Iioniton,  Devonshire,  in 
1770.    He  died  in  1822.— [765.] 

Rev.  WILLL&H  BBADOK  HbathcoTB.  An  English  Epls- 
copalian;  precentor  of  Balisbuiy  Cathedral,  and 
oliaplain  of  the  Bishop ;  died,  1862.— [115.1 

Rev.  KBOINALD  HBBRtL  D.  D.  Au  English  Episcopa- 
lian ;  consecrated  Bishop  of  Calcutta  in  1823 ;  he  died 
in  India  in  1826.—  [1, 121,  133,  288,  828,  478,  751,  797, 1069, 
1U9,  1140,  1234.] 

Rev.  FHEDBuicK  Hbnbt  Hei>gb.  D.  D.  An  American 
Unitarian;  Professor  of  Ecclesiastical  History  In 
Harvard  Divinity  School ;  he  died  in  1890.—  [989.  j 

Rev  Johann  Heeeman.  a  German  pastor  at  Koben ; 
die<l,  1647.  His  hjrmu  was  translated  by  Rev.  Rich- 
ardFre<lerickLittledale,  LL.D.,  an  English  Episco- 
palian clergyman.—  [422.] 

Rev.  OrnwEi.L  Heginbothom.  An  English  Noncon- 
formist clergyman,  pastor  of  a  church  in  Sudbury, 
Suffolk :  he  died  in  1768.—  [82qj 

Rev.  GBOBOE  HERBERT.  An  English  Episcopalian; 
the  well-known  poet  and  pastor ;  incnmbent  of  Bem- 
erton;  he  died  in  1632.—  [m.] 

Rev.  JOHN  William  Hewitt.  An  English  Episcopa- 
lian;  holding  a  curacy  on  occasion,  but  occupied  as 
Senior  Classical  Master  in  the  North  London  College 
School ;  he  died  in  1886.—  [1098.] 

Rev.  THOMAA  HILL,  D.  D.,  LL.  D.  Formerly  President 
of  Harvard  College:  now  a  Unitarian  pastor  in  Port- 
land, Maine.— [264.] 

Mrs.  OBACK  Weusteb  Hinbdalb.  An  American  Con- 
gregatlonalist;  wife  of  Theodore  Hinsdale;  residing 
Si  Brooklyn,  N.  Y.-  [801.] 

OuvEB  HOLDRN.  An  American  Baptist;  a  music- 
seller,  teacher,  and  composer,  in  Boston.  He  died  at 
Charlestown,  Mass.,  1844.— [149.] 

OuvBu  Wendell  holmes,  M.  D.  An  American  poet; 
till  lately  Professor  In  Harvard  Medical  College; 
now  living  in  Boston.—  [261, 274.] 

Rev.  EDWIN  PaxtonHood.  An  English  Independent; 

greaoher  and  author:  his  last  charge  was  in  Falcon 
quare,  London.    He  died  in  Paris,  1885.—  [704.] 

Henby  J OY  Mccracken  Hope.  An  Irish  bookbinder, 
of  much  itiety  and  good  talent,  living  In  Dublin.  He 
died  in  Sliauemagowston,  1872.—  [690.] 

Rev.  J08IAII  Hopkins,  D.  D.  An  American  Congrega- 
tioualist;  afterward  a  Presbyterian ;  he  died  at  Ge- 
neva, New  York.  1862.— [617.] 

Rev.  EDWARD  HOPPER,  D.  D.  An  American  Presby- 
terian; pastor  of  the  Church  of  Sea  and  Land,  in 
New  York  City.    He  died  in  1888.—  [686.] 

Rev.  Frrdkrick  L.  Hobmer.  An  American  Unita- 
rian :  pastor  for  many  years  in  Cleveland,  Ohio ;  a 
graduate  of  Harvard  College  and  Divinity  School.- 
[1183.1 

Rev.  William  Walbham  How,  D.  D.  A  clergyman  of 
the  Church  of  England ;  now  the  SuA'agan  Bishop 
of  Bedford,  East  London.—  [252,  428.  632,  664,  693,  744, 
781  829  896  i)69.1 

Rev.' Joseph  Humphbeyb.  An  English  clergyman,  an 
associate  of  Whitefleld ;  his  hymn  was  publlsheil  in 
1743.    He  tUed  In  London.— [874.] 

Seluia  Shibley,  Countess  of  Huntingdon.  Au  Eng- 
lish lady  high  in  rank,  and  of  great  devotion ;  she 
dle<liul79L— [1182.] 

Jameb  Hutton.  An  English  Moravian  layman ;  a 
bookseller  by  business ;  the  cousin  of  Sir  Isaac  New- 
ton ;  he  died  in  1795.—  [19.] 


Mrs.  ABBT  BHADLET  Htdb.   An  American  Coni 
tlonalist;  wife  of  Rev.  Lavius  Hyde;  she  died  at 
Andover  in  1872.—  r622J 

Rev.  Joblah  irons,  D.  d.  An  English  Episcopalian ; 
vicar  of  Brompton,  Prebendary  of  St.  Paul's,  Lon- 
don; died  in  1888.- [444,  754.] 

Miss  OBNEViEVB  MARY  IRONB.  Daughter  of  Dr.  W.  J. 
Irons.  She  has  given  to  the  churches  some  excel- 
lent and  valuable  hymns.—  [681.1 

A.  Jackbon.  In  one  of  the  British  collections  we 
found  this  name  attached  to  several  good  litanies: 
but  no  other  information  has  been  furnished.—  [658.  j 

Rev.  Thomas  JBRViB.  An  English  Unitarian;  minis- 
ter of  a  congregation  in  Leeds :  he  died  in  1883.—  [47.] 

Rev.  John  Jounb.  An  English  unitarian  clergyman ; 
this  hirmn  was  published  in  1837 ;  ho  died  in  1847.— 
[610.] 

Rev.  Samuel  Johnson.  An  American  Unitarian  cler- 
gyman and  author ;  aided  in  compiling  "  Hymns  of 
the  Spirit*';  died,  1882.— [201.  885.1 

Rev.  Jameb  Joyce.  An  English  Episcopalian,  vioar 
of  Dorking;  he  published  '^Hymns  with  Notes  ";  he 
died  in  1850. -[1112.] 

Rev.  Adonieam  Judbon,  D.  D.  An  American  Baptist; 
eminent  as  a  missonary  in  Burmah  for  thirty-eight 
years;  he  died  at  sea,  1850.— [1014, 1015.] 

Rev.  JOHN  KEBLB.  An  English  Episcopalian;  the 
well-known  author  of '* The  Christian  Year";  vicar 
of  Hursley:  died,  1866.—  [15,  95,  288,  515.  868.] 

GEORGE  Keith.  An  English  publisher  in  London; 
son-in-law  of  Dr.  Gill;  his  hymn  appeared  In  **Rlp- 
pon's  Selection,"  1787.—  [714.  J 

Rev.  Thomas  Kelly.  An  Irish  clergyman,  an  Inde- 
pendent, preaclilng  in  Dublin;  author  of  many 
hymns;  he  died  In  1855.—  [22,  72,  75, 110,  198,  226,  226, 
4»l,  446,  454,  457,  466,  489,  497,  594,  604,  605,  736,  768,  764, 
792, 1131,  1175.1 

Rev.  THOMAS  KEN,  D.  D.  The  well-known  and  his- 
toric Bishop  of  Bath  and  Wells  in  England ;  he  died 
In  WUtshire  in  1711.— [18, 97, 160.] 

Rev.  Benjamin  Hall  kbnnbdy,  D.  D.  An  English 
Episcopalian ;  Canon  of  Ely  Cathedral ;  he  died  at 
Torquay,  1889.-  [607,  786.1 

John  Kent.  An  English  shipwright  in  Plymouth 
dockyard;  he  issued  a  volume  of  hymns  in  1808 ;  he 
died  in  1843.—  [935.] 

Rev.  William  Kethb.  a  Scottish  clergyman ;  one 
of  John  Knox's  companions  in  Geneva;  rector  of 
ChUde  Okeford  ;  he  died  in  1508.—  [159.] 

FRANCIS S.  Key.  An  American  Episcopalian;  an  at- 
torney in  Washington  J  author  of  the  "  Star-spangled 
Banner";  died,  1843.— [317.] 

Rev  John  King.  An  English  Episcopal  minister,  tiie 
incumbent  of  Christ  Church  in  Hull ;  he  died  in  1856. 
[388.1 

Rev.  WILUAM  Kingbburt.  Au  English  Congrega- 
tional m  inister  for  fifty-four  years ;  he  died  at  Soutli- 

ampton  in  1818.—  [455.] 
Miss  H.  O.  Knowlton.    This  young  American  girl. 

years  ago,  wrote  for  us  some  good  hymns,  married 

and  disappeared  in  the  far  West.—  [932.] 
Rev.  John  Lanoford.    An  English  Baptist  minister 

In  London;  he  published  a  hymn-book  in  1776;  he 

died  in  1790.— [774.] 
Miss  Mary  A.  Lathburt.    An  American  writer,  con- 
nected with  the  Methodist  Church ;  she  resides  now 

in  New  York  City.—  [99, 289.] 
Richard  Lee.  An  English  i>oet ;  published  "  Flowers 

from  Shai-on,"  London,  1794,  from  which  Dobell  took 

five  hymns.—  [1060.] 
Miss  Jake  E.  Leebon.    An  English  authoress;  thto 

hymn  comes  from  her  book,  "  Hymns  and  Scenes  of 

Childhood,"  1842.— [785.] 
Rev.  John  Leland.    An  American  Baptist  minister, 

bom  in  MaHsacliusetts  In   1754 ;  preached  in   the 

South,  and  died  in  1841.-J211.] 
Rev.  RICHARD  Frederick  LnTLEDAi.B,  LL.  D.,  D.  C.  L. 

An  English  Episcoiialian,  once  a  curate  in  London ; 

then  engaged  in  literuy  work;  he  died  in  1800.- 

[1157.] 
WILLIAM   Freeman   Lloyd.     An  English  layman; 

Secretarv  of  tlie  London  Sunday-school  Union;  he 

died  in  Gloucestershire.  1853.— [944.] 
Rev.  Samuel  Longfellow.    An  American  Unitarian 

clergyman ;  one  of  the  compilers  of  the  "  Hymns  of 

the  Spirit" ;  he  died  in  Portland,  Me.,  Oct.  3, 1892.- 

[96.963.] 
Rev.  Robert  Lowth,  D.  D.    An  English  Eniscopa- 

lian;  a  voluminous  author;  the  Bishop  of  London; 

ho  died  in  the  year  1787.—  [5.  J 
Rev.  Martin  Luther.  D.  b.    The  great  Reformer; 

died  in  1546;  his  hymn  was  put  into  English  for  the 

"Sabbath  Hymn  Book."— [»l.j 
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Bey.  THOMAB  TOKB  LYNCH.  An  EiiRlish  Congrega- 
tionallst,  pMtor  of  Momington  Church.  HampstMd 
Road,  lA>ndon;  died  in  1871.—  [384,  538.  9S9,  976, 1144.] 

Rev.  HBNHT  Francis  Lytk.  Ad  Engliah  Episoopa. 
llan;  perpetual  curate  of  Lower  Brlxnam,  in  Devon- 
shire; he  died  in  1847.— [09,  129,  130,  166, 176,289,667, 
836.  901,  927,  1061,  1062, 1127.  j 

Oeokgb  Macdokald,  LL.  d.  Formerlv  an  Indepen* 
dent  clergyman:  now  a  memher  of  the  Chorch  of 
England;  an  author  in  London.—  [127.] 

Bev.  JOHN  R0B8  Macduff,  D.  D.  a  Scotch  Presby. 
terian;  once  a  pastor  in  Glasgow;  now  a  writer 
residing  at  ChlsellmrBt,  Kent—  [398, 488.  687, 772.1 

Mrs.  Maroabbt  Mackay.  a  Scotch  writer,  daughter 
of  Captain  Robert  Mackay,  and  wife  of  Malor 
WiUiam  Mackay;  she  lived  at  Inverness,  and  died 
at  Clieltenham,  1887.—  [1138.] 

Thomas  MacKbllab.  An  American  Presbyterian 
elder,  now  residiug  in  Philadelphia  in  useful  and 
happy  old  age ;  a  tjrpe-f  onnder,  bom  in  New  York.— 
[240,  971, 119^] 

Rev.  William  Dalrymplb  Maclaoan.  D.  D.  An 
English  Episcopalian ;  Bishop  of  Licnfleld  in  1878, 
Archbishop  of  York  in  1891.—  [686,  687.] 

Rev.  RICHABD  Mant,  D.  D.  Born  in  England  and 
educated  at  Oxford ;  Bishop  of  Down  and  Connor,  in 
Ireland;  died  in  1848.— Q75,  316,  5»4. 1063, 1150.] 

Rev.  Danibl  Mabch,  D.  D.  An  American  Congrega- 
tionalist;  pastor  in  Philadelphia  for  some  years; 
now  settled  at  Woburn,  Mass.—  [966.] 

Rev.  John  Mabriott.  An  English  Episcopalian, 
minister  of  a  parish  in  Warwickshire;  he  died  at 
Broad  Clyst  in  1825.— [540.] 

Rev.  Joshua  Mabshman,  D.  D.  An  English  Baptist 
missionary,  who  translated  Krishnoo  Pal's  hymn; 
he  died  in  1837,  and  was  burled  at  Serampore.— 
[1032J 

Rev.  HRNBY  ARTHUB  MARTIN.  An  English  Episco. 
palian ;  the  vicar  of  Laxton ;  he  resides  at  Newark- 
on-Trent,  EnglaniL- [1088.] 

Rev.  JOHN  Mason.  An  English  Episcopalian;  the 
rector  of  W^ater-Stratford ;  he  died  in  1694.—  [810.1 

Rev.  WILLIAM  Mason.  An  English  Episcopalian; 
incumbent  of  Aston,  and  chaplain  of  Oeorge  III.; 
he  died  in  1797.— [2.1 

Richard  Massie.  An  English  Episcopalian,  residiug 
at  Pulford  Hall,  Wrexham :  translator  of  Luther's 
and  Spitta's  hymns.—  [131,  390.  401,  677,  828.] 

Rev.  OBOBOE  Mathbson,  D.  D.  a  Presbvterian  min- 
ister of  tlie  Scotch  Church ;  pastor  of  St.  Bernard's 
in  Edinburgh;  blind  for  many  years.—  [701.] 

Rev.  Wn.UAM  TiDD  Matbon.  An  English  Congrega- 
tional minister;  settled  at  Portsmouth.— [845. T 

Mrs.  Maky  Fawleb  Maudr.  An  English  Episcopa- 
lian; the  wife  of  Rev.  Joseph  Maude,  vloar  of 
Chirk,  and  a  canon  of  St.  Asaph's  Cathedral.— 
[1072.J 

Mrs.  Maby  Maxwell.  The  authoress  of  this  prize 
Home  Missionary  hymn,  preferred  to  be  known  only 
as  "  A  Lady  of  Vir^nia''^;  she  resides  in  Richmond. 
— fll32.] 

C.  E.  May.  This  English  author  contributed  to  "  The 
Choral  Hymn-book^'  of  Dr.  P.  Maurice,  published  in 
London  in  1861.—  [586.] 

Rev.  ROBBBT  MUBBAY  McChbynb.  A  Scotch  Pres- 
byterian of  marked  piety  and  great  success ;  min- 
ister in  Dundee:  died  in  1843.— [^.] 

WiLLLAM  McComb.  An  Irish  bookseUer  in  Belfast, 
long  retlre<l  from  business ;  he  has  written  several 
volumes  of  verse.—  [665.] 

Rev.  William  McDonald.  An  American  Methodist 
preacher;  he  published  his  hymn  in  1858.—  [709.] 

Rev.  Samuel  Medley.  An  English  Baptist  clernr- 
man;  pastor  at  Watford;  removed  to  Liverpool  In 
1772 :  he  died  in  1799.—  [371 ,  600,  904. 1 

Rev.  WILLLAM  Mbbcrb.  An  English  Episcopalian; 
vicar  of  St.  George's  Church  in  ShefDela ;  he  died  in 
1873,— [324.] 

Rev.  James  Mebbick.  An  English  Episcopalian: 
his  original  version  of  the  Psalms  was  considered 
valuable ;  he  died  in  1769.— 179.] 

ALBERT  MiDLANB.  Au  English  lavman,  engaged  in 
business  at  Newport  in  the  Isle  of  Wight ;  an  active 
Christian  and  a  writer  of  many  good  hymns.—  [923.1 

Rev.  James  Elwin  Millard,  d.  D.  An  English 
Episcopalian ;  an  author  and  poet ;  now  the  vicar  of 
Basingstoke,  in  Hampshire.- [182.  j 

Rev.  Henby  Habt  Milman,  D.  D.  The  weU-known 
Dean  of  St.  Paul's,  in  London :  a  historian  and  poet 
of  wide  fame ;  died  in  1868.—  [361,  920.  f 

John  Milton.   The  English  poet;  a  Puritan  in  rell- 

Sous  profession ;  the  author  of  "  Paradise  Lost " ;  he 
edinl674.— [U15.] 


Rev.  WILLIAM  MiTCHKLL.  An  American  minister  of 
the  Congregational  Church ;  for  much  of  his  life  he 
was  industriously  engaged  in  colonization  work  in 
connection  with  various  societies ;  he  died  in  Texas 
in  1887.— [379.] 

Rev.  John  Samubl  BB¥rLBY  Monbell,  ll.  d.  An 
English  Episcopalian ;  once  a  rural  dean  of  Win- 
chester; rector  in  Guildford;  died,  1875.— [146,  163, 
164,  420,  450,  487,  543,  625,  688,  681,  771,  791,  827.  846,  858, 
906,  966,  1100.] 

James  Montoomeby.  An  adherent  of  the  Moravian 
Church :  editor  of  the  "Iris,"  in  Sheffield.  England; 
he  died  in  1854.—  [33,  77,  82,  89. 146.  155,  177,  179,  305,  344, 
357,  476,  490,  563,  571,  606,  697.  715,  718,  928,  949,  960,  970, 
102U,  1040. 1071, 107&  1124, 1125. 1147, 1149.] 

THOMAS  MOOBE.  The  well-known  Poet  Laureate; 
bom  in  Dublin;  author  of  the  "Irish  Melodies"  ; 
he  died  in  1852.— [616.] 

Mrs.  EuzA  Fanny  Mobbis.  An  English  lady,  com- 
piler  of  "The  Bible  Class  Hjrmn-book";  she  now 
resides  in  Malvern.—  [103J 

Rev.  Edwabd  Mote.  An  English  Baptist ;  for  many 
years  a  pastor  at  Horsham,  Sussex ;  ue  died  in  1874.— 
[777.1 

Rev.  OEBABD  Moultbib.  An  English  Episcopalian, 
vicar  of  South  Leigh,  near  Oxford;  son  ox  Rev. 
John  Moultrie ;  he  <Ued  in  1885.—  [350,  492,  520.] 

Rev.  John  moultbib.  An  English  Episcopalian: 
rector  of  Rugby ;  author  of  some  volumes  of  verse ; 
he  died  in  1874.—  [871.] 

CHABLES  Edwabd  Mudie.  An  English  book-lover 
and  writer;  the  founder  of  the  great  Library  in 
London  which  bears  his  name;  diea,  1890.— [1060.] 

Rev.  WiLLLAM  A.  MUHLENBEBO,  D.  D.  The  rector  of 
the  Episcopal  Church  of  the  Holy  Communion, 
New  York ;  he  tUed  In  1877.— [330, 1043, 1229.] 

Rev.  EUAS  Nason.  An  American  Congregatlonalist ; 
the  compiler  of  an  excellent  collection ;  residing  at 
North  Bellerica.  Mass. ;  be  died  in  1887.—  [788.] 

Rev.  JOHN  Mason  Nealb,  D.  D.  An  English  Epis. 
oopalian ;  Warden  of  Sackvllle  College ;  gif  te<l  as  a 
translator;  died,  1866.— [157, 184, 187.  202,  306,  »1S,  346, 
862,  363,  386.  431.  442.  572,  653.  730,  733,  737.  738,  798.  841. 
842,  962, 1060,  1094,  1189,  1191,  1196, 1198. 1199.] 

Rev.  JOHN  Needham.  An  English  Baptist  minister, 
settled  in  Bristol;  there  is  no  record  01  him  after  the 
year  1787.— [303.] 

Rev.  ASAHBL  Nettlbton,  D.  D.  A  Congregational 
Minister,  an  eminent  evangelist  in  New  England  for 
many  years;  he  died  in  1843.— [538.] 

Rev.  Edwin  Henby  Nevin,  D.  D.  An  American  Pres- 
bjrterian  clergyman,  now  residing  in  Philadelphia; 
an  author  of  merit  and  reputation.-  [789.  879.] 

Rev.  John  Hbkby  Newman,  D.  D.  Formerly  an 
English  Episcopalian ;  afterward  a  Roman  Catholic 
Cardinal  living  in  Birmingham :  died  1890.—  [39,  922.  ] 

Rev.  John  Newton.  An  English  Episcopalian: 
curate  of  Gluey;  afterwanl  rector  of  St.  Mary 
Woolnoth,  London;  ditMl.  1807.— [38.  66.  136,  141,  143, 
144, 148, 151, 102,  217,  221.  234,  353,  3fi9,  413,  577,  602,  667, 
669,  685,  782,  805,  814,  877,  991.  993,  1163,  1200.1 

Rev.  Gbbabd  Thomas  Noel.  An  English  Episcopa- 
lian ;  brother  of  tlie  Earl  of  Gainsborough ;  vicar  of 
Romsey;  he  died  in  1851.— [1012.] 

Rev.  ROBEBT  M.  Offord.  An  American  clergyman 
of  the  Reformed  Dutch  Church ;  no%v  residing  at 
Lodi,  New  Jersey.—  [9«4.] 

Rev.  Thomas  Ouvebs.  An  English  Methodist  trav- 
eling  preacher  of  great  piety  and  power ;  he  died  in 
1799.— [189.] 

Rev.  Henby  Ubtic  Onderdonk,  D.  D.  An  American 
Episcopalian;  Bishop  of  the  diocese  of  Pennsyl- 
vania; he  died  in  1858.—  [620, 1231.] 

EDWABD  OSLEB.  An  English  surgeon,  of  the  Estab- 
lished Church;  he  resided  at  Swansea  and  Bath, 
and  died  in  1863.—  [418.] 

Rev.  Ray  Palmer,  D.  D.  An  American  Congrega- 
tlonalist; pastor  in  Albany.  N.  Y.  After  varletl  ser- 
vice, he  died  at  Newark.  N.  J.,  1887.—  [8.  90.  92,  160, 
276,  409,  414,  423.  475.  480.  539.  589,  6.^  652,  806.  822,  824, 
988,  1000,  1023,  1028,  1085.  1057.  1146. 1169.  1172.  1201.] 

Rev.  ROflWELL  Pabk.  D.  D.    An  American  Episco- 

Salian;  this  hymn  was  published  in  1836:  the  author 
led  in  1869.— TlO«4.] 
Rev.  THEDOBE  Parker.  D.  D.  An  American  preacher. 

Unitarian  at  first,  quite  independent  afterward: 

died  in  Italy,  1880.—  [647.] 
Miss  Harriet  Parr.    An  English  writer.  "Holme 

Lee  " ;  her  hymn  appeared  in  a  tale  iu  "  Household 

Wonls."  in  lfe6.—  [m] 
Rev.  William  bourne  Ouveb  pbabody,  D.  D.    An 

American  Unitarian ;  pastor  in  Springfield,  Mass., 

twenty -seven  years;  died  In  1847.—  [1139.] 
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Rev.  Edwabd  PBBBOmT.  An  Ensliah  Independent ; 
one  of  the  most  rigid  NonconrormistB ;  this  one 
hymn  has  given  him  a  perennial  fame  in  thechnrches 
on  both  sides  of  the  sea ;  he  died  at  Canterhury  in 
1T92.— [458.] 

ICrs.  Mart  Bowlt  Pktebs.  An  English  Bpisco- 
palian ;  wife  of  Kev.  John  McW.  Peters,  rector  of 
Quennington;  sh   died inl8S6.— [725.] 

Rev.  Sylvan  us  Dktdbn  Phelps,  D.  D.  An  American 
Baptist  minister;  editor  of  the  "Christian  Secre- 
tary," at  Hartford.— ta«.] 

FOLLIOTT  Sandford  Pibrpoint.  An  English  Epis- 
copalian, bom  at  Bath  in  18S5 ;  his  hymns  api>eared 
in^*  Lyra  Eucharlstica."-[878.] 

Bev.  John  Pierpont.  An  American  Unltariui,  pas- 
tor of  HoUis  Street  Chnrch,  Boston,  from  1819  to 
1888;  he  died  in  1866.— [73.] 

Bev.  ARTHUR  Tappan  Pierson,  D.  D.  An  American 
Presbyterian;  pastor  formerly  in  Detroit,  of  late 
laboring  as  an  evangelist.- [809.] 

Bev.   ALKXANDER  PiRiB.    An  English  Independent 

{Treacher;  his  hymn  appeared  in  the  Glasgow  Col- 
ectlon  in  1786 ;  oied,  1804,  at  Newbnrgh,  Fifeshire.— 
[465.1 

Bev.  Edward  Hates  Plumftre.  D.  D.  An  English 
Episcopalian ;  Professor  of  Exegesis  in  King's  Col- 
lege, London  ;  Dean  of  Wells:  died,  1891.— [825, 8942869.] 

Bev.  THOBiAS  BENSON  POLLOCK.  An  English  Epis- 
copalian; archdeacon  of  Chester  Cathedral;  rector 
of  St  Albas  Martyr,  Birmingham.— [427,  563, 554.] 

ALEXANDER  POPE.  This  well-known  English  poet 
lived  in  his  villa  at  Twickenham  twenty-six  years, 
and  died  in  1744.— [1118.] 

Bev.  Eluert  S.  PoitTER,  D.  D.  An  American  minis- 
ter of  maoh  repute  in  the  Reformed  (Dntch)  Church; 
pastor  in  Brooklyn,  E.  D. ;  died  In  1888.— [719.] 

Bev.  Francih  Pott.  An  English  Episcopalian ;  the 
incumbent  of  NorthiU,  Biggleswade,  in  Bedford- 
shire.—[17, 437.] 

Bev.  Thomas  Joseph  Potter.  An  English  priest 
of  the  Roman  Catholic  Church ;  author  of  several 
Tolnroes ;  he  die<l  in  1878.—  [728.] 

Mrs.  Elizabeth  Patbon  Prentiss.  An  American 
Presbyterian ;  wife  of  Bev.  O.  L.  E*rentiss,  D.  D.,  of 
New  York ;  she  tUed  in  1878.—  [694.] 

Miss  ADELAIDE  ANNE  PROCTER.  An  English  poetoss, 
connected  with  the  Roman  Catholic  Church;  she 
died  in  London  in  18&4.—  [123,  659. 1099.] 

Phiup  Pubet.  An  English  Episcopal  layman ;  a 
descendant  of  Viscount  Folkestone;  born  in  1799, 
and  died  in  1855.—  [980.] 

Miss  Mart  Ptper.  a  pions  and  worthy  Scotch 
need le- woman ;  bom  in  1795  at  Qreenock;  and  in 
1870  she  died  there.—  [473.] 

Rev.  Thomas  Raffles,  D.  D.  ;  LL.  D.  An  eminent 
Congregational  minister  in  Liverpool  for  fifty  years ; 
he  died  in  1863.—  [907.] 

Qborob  Rawson.  An  English  author,  bom  in  1807, 
and  now  living  at  Clifton  near  Bristol;  he  pnblislied 
»  volume  of  his  hymns  in  1876;  died  1889.— [118,  548, 
862,  946.  1001.] 

Rev.  ANDREW  Rebd,  D.  D.  An  esteemed  Congrega- 
tional minister  in  London ;  compiler  of  two  collec- 
tions of  hymns;  died.  1862.— r»K3,  692.] 

Mrs.  Euzabbth  Reed.  An  English  Congregation, 
alist;  wife  of  Dr.  Andrew  Reed;  this  hymn  was 
published  in  1825;  she  died  in  1867.— [612J 

Rev.  GEOROE  Richards.  An  American  universallst 
minister,  preaching  at  Portsmouth,  N.  H. ;  he  died 
in  Philadelplila,  1816.—  [752,]' 

Rev.  CHANDLER  ROBBiNs,  D.  D.  A  Unitarian  minister 
in  Boston,  Mass.    He  died  in  Westport,  1882.— [235.] 

Rev.  Charles  Sbtmour  Robinson.  D.  D.,  LL.  D.  An 
AmericHU  Presbyterian ;  pastor  in  Brooklyn  and 
New  York  for  many  years .—  [695,  708.] 

Rev.  George  Wade  Robinson.  An  Irish  Congrega- 
tional minister  at  Brighton,  England:  he  died  at 
Southampton  in  1877.—  [1000.] 

Richard  hates  Robinson.  An  English  Episcopa- 
lian;  in  1884  he  was  Incumbent  of  St.  Germans, 
Blackheath.—  [100.] 

Bev.  Robert  Robinson.  An  English  Baptist  pastor 
at  Cambridge  from  1769  to  1790 ;  he  was  born  in  1785, 
and  died  in  1790.—  [470, 1068.] 

Rev.  GILBERT  RORIBON,  LL.  D.  A  Scotch  Episcopa* 
lian ;  the  incumbent  of  St.  Peter's  Church  at  Peter- 
head, near  Aberdeen  ;  he  died  in  1869.—  [120.] 

Francis  Rous.  Author  of  the  Scotch  version  of  the 
Psalms;  member  of  the  Westminster  Assembly; 
born.  1579 ;  he  died  in  1659.—  [808.1 

Rev.  John  Rowe.     An  English  Unitarian  by  faith : 
having  charges  in  more  than  one  sect;  finally  at 
LewiipB  Mead,  Briatol ;  he  died  In  1882.—  [1065.] 


Rev.  Arthur  Tozbb  Russbll.  An  English  Epiaeo. 
palian ;  the  rector  of  Southwick.  near  Brighton :  he 
was  an  industrious  writer  all  his  life ;  died,  1874.— 
[«8,  891,  406,  962.] 

Rev.  JOHN  btland,  D.  D.  An  English  Baptist;  a  pas- 
tor in  Northampton ;  afterward  president  of  the  Col- 
lege in  Bristol;  he  died  in  1825.— [1020.] 

Groroe  SANDTB.  An  English  Episcopalian:  son  of 
the  Archbishop  of  York,  i  577.  He  was  an  author  and 
a  great  traveler  for  that  age;  he  died  in  1643.—  [180.] 

Mrs.  Jane  Euphbmia  Saxbt.  An  English  Episcopa- 
lian, wife  of  the  vicar  of  East  Clevedon ;  this  hymn 
was  published  in  1849.-  [518.] 

Miss  Elizabeth  Scott.  Bom  in  England,  married 
Colonel  Ellsha  Williams;  removed  to  Connecticut, 
where  she  died,  1776.—  [259.  268, 961.] 

Rev.  THOMAfi  Scott.  An  English  Independent  pastor 
at  Ipswich ;  not  the  Commentator  of  the  same  name ; 
he<fiedin  1776.— [440.] 

Miss  EUZA  Scudder.  An  American  Episcopalian, 
formerly  a  Unitarian ;  niece  of  Dr.  E.  H.  Sears ;  now 
residing  in  Salem,  Mass.—  [298.] 

Rev.  Robert  Sbagravb.  An  English  Episcopalian ; 
bom  in  1693,  labored  in  London ;  out  the  date  of  his 
death  is  not  known.—  [945.] 

Rev.  EDMUND  Hamilton  Seabs,  D.  D.  An  American 
Unitarian ;  pastor  some  years  at  Wayland,  Mass.; 
he  died  in  1876.— [386.  838.  J 

ANNA  Shipton.  No  information  concerning  this  wri- 
ter is  vouchsafed  except  the  titles  and  dates  of  some 
books  she  issued  in  1855-1864.—  [988.] 

William  Shrubbole,  Jr.  An  officer  In  the  Bank  of 
England,  but  often  preaching  in  Congregational 
churches;  died.  1829.—  [24, 1108.] 

Mrs.  Ltdia  Hunti.bt  sigournbt.  An  American 
poetess;  the  wife  of  Mr.  Charles  Sigoumey;  she 
died  at  Hartford  in  1865.— [562.1 

Miss  Sarah  Sunn.  An  English  lady,  conoeming 
whom  no  more  Is  known  than  that  the  hymn  was 
written  about  the  year  1779.—  [848.] 

Rev.  John  Morrison  Sloan,  a  clergyman  of  the 
Scotch  Presbyterian  Church;  minister  of  the  Orange 
Free  Church  in  Edinburgh.'-  [740.1 

Rev.  Samuel  Francis  Smffh,  D.  d.  An  American 
Baptist  editor  and  pastor,  bom  in  1806 ;  still  living  in 
an  honored  old  age,  in  Newton  Center.  Mass.— [78» 
80.952,1021.  1126,  1209.] 

Mrs.  ELIZABETH  LEE  SMITH  was  married  in  1843  to  Dr. 
H.  B.  Smith,  one  of  tlie  Professors  in  Union  Theo^ 
logical  Seminary.  He  died  in  1877.  She  Uvea  in 
Lakewood,  N,  J.—  [817.] 

Rev.  Charles  Haddon  spurgeon.  An  English  Bap- 
tist ;  widely  known  as  the  pastor  of  the  Metropolitan 
Tabernacle,  in  London ;  he  died  in  1892.—  [551.] 

JOSEPH  STAMMERS.  An  English  lawyer  of  much  repu- 
tation .  He  wrote  for  the  ^*  Lyra  Britannloa ;  died  in 
1885.—  [917.1 

Rev.  ARTHUR  penrhtn  Stanlbt,  D.  D.  An  English 
Episcopalian ;  professor  at  Oxford ;  afterward  Dean 
of  Westminster ;  died  in  1882.—  [449.  555.] 

Miss  ANNE  STEELE.  An  English  Baptist;  living  at 
Brighton  in  Hampshire;  always  an  invalid,  always 
singing:  died.  1778.-  [86, 118, 125.  140.  250.  275,  297,  »9, 
867,  531,  587,  567.  596,  641,  648,  670.  800,  816.  819,  1114. 1178.] 

Rev.  JOSEPH  8TENNETT,  D.  D.  An  English  Baptist 
clergyman:  for  some  years  settled  in  London:  he 
dietlin  1713.— [807.] 

Rev.  Samuel  Stennktt,  D.  D.  An  English  Baptist ; 
colleagne  of  his  father,  and  his  successor  in  London ; 
he  died  in  1795.-[62,  872,  408,  429. 6S0.  1188.] 

THOMAS  STBRNHOU).  An  English  Episcopalian: 
Groom  of  the  Robes  to  HennrvIII.;  translator  of 
the  Psalms ;  he  died  in  1549.—  ^80.1 

John  Stewart.  An  unknown  English  writer,  whose 
name  is  affixed  to  a  hymn  published  first  in  1808— [111.] 

JOHN  STOCKER.  This  writer  lived  in  Honiton.  Devon, 
England,  and  published  hymns  in  the  '*  Gospel  Maga- 
zine "  in  1776.— [535.] 

Mrs.  Martha  matilda  Stockton.  An  American 
authoress ;  wife  of  Rev.  W.  C.  Stockton ;  residing  at 
Ocean  City,  N.  J.    She  <Ued  in  1885.— [568.1 

Rev.  SAMUEL  JOHN  STONE.  An  English  Episcopalian ; 
the  vicar  of  St.  Paul's  Church,  Haggerstone,  Lon- 
don.— [688,  684, 1066.] 

Mrs.  HARtiiBT  Bebchbr  Stowb.  An  American  an- 
thoress  of  high  repute ;  wife  of  Rev.  Calvin  E.  Stowe, 
D.  D.;  living  now  in  Hartford,  Conn.— [674,  796.1 

Rev.  Hugh  Stowbll.  An  English  Episcopalian; 
Canon  of  Chester ;  Rural  Deui  of  Eodes ;  he  died  in 
1865.— [185.] 

Rev.  NATHAN  STRONG,  D.  D.  FoT  forj^-two  years  an 
eminent  Congregational  pastor  in  Hartforu,  Conn.; 
he  died  in  18l£— [1201.] 
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Bev.  JOSEPH  SWAnr.  An  Ensllah  Baptist  minister; 
in  early  life  an  engraver ;  settled  in  Walwortb,  where 
he  died  in  1796.—  [712,  759,  lOU.] 

Bev.  LsoNARD  SWAIN,  D.  l>.  An  American  Congrega- 
tlonallst;  bom  iu  1821 ;  a  pastor  in  Providence,  B.  I.: 
he  died  in  1869.—  [758.] 

AHDUBW  James  stmikoton.  An  author  and  writer 
of  general  llteratare,  but  engaged  in  business  life  in 
Paisley,  Scotland;  born,  1825.— [230.] 

Bev.  William  Bingham  Tappan.  An  evangelist  and 
Ck>ngTegationalist;  long  In  the  Amralcan  Sunday- 
School  Union ;  he  died  fii  1849.—  [402,1168.] 

Nahuh  Tate.  Irish  by  birth,  living  mostly  in  Lon- 
don; Poet  laureate ;  connected  with  the  Church  of 
Enghind ;  died  in  1715.—  [277,  837, 516, 897.1 

Mrs.  RKBEKAH  HOPE  Tatlor.  An  English  lady,  wife 
of  Herbert  W.  Taylor;  in  connection  witli  we  Ply- 
mouth Brethren.    She  died  in  1877.— [392.] 

Bev.  THOMAS  Bawbon  Tatlob.  An  Sfnglish  Congre- 
gationalist:  at  onetime  a  pastor  in  Sheffield;  bom 
&  1807.  he  died,  1835.—  [689.  768.1 

Bev.  JOHN  Thomson.  An  English  Unitarian  minister; 
then  a  pliysician :  this  hymn  appeared  in  Aspland's 
collection,  1810 :  he  died  in  1818.—  [171.] 

Bev.  OODFBBT  THRING.  An  English  Episcopalian; 
rector  of  Alford  in  Somersetshire,  and  Prebendary 
of  Wells  Cathedral.— [104, 106,  354, 629,  671,  699,  700.] 

Mrs.  EMMA  LESLIE  TOKE.  An  English  Episcopalian ; 
wife  of  Rev.  Nicholas  Toke»  rector  of  Godmgton, 
Kent;  died  in  1872.— [469.] 

Bev.  AUGUSTUS  M.  TOPLADT.  Au  English  Episcopa- 
lian ;  the  well-known  vicar  of  Broad  Hemoury  in 
Devonshire;  ilied  in  1778.— [766.  865,  1078, 10«1.1 

Bev.  Samuel  prideaux  Tregellks,  lL.  D.  An 
English  scholar;  at  one  time  associated  with  Ply- 
month  Brethren;  died,  1875.— [718.] 

Bev.  Daniel  Turner.  An  English  Baptist ;  settled 
at  Beading:  afterward  at  Abingdon,  Berkshire, 
where  he  died  in  1796.-  [856.] 

Bev.  LAWRENCE  TuTTiETT.  An  English  Episcopa- 
lian; incumbent  of  the  Episcopal  Church  of  St. 
Andrews.  Scotland;  Prebendary  of  St.  Ninian's 
Cathedral,  Perth.—  [881, 847.] 

Bev.  Henrt  Twells.  A  minister  of  the  Church  of 
England;  rector  of  Waltham-on-the-Wolds ;  Canon 
of  Peterborough  Cathedral.—  [96.1 

Mrs.  VOKB.  This  name  is  all  we  know  of  one  whose 
heart  was  full  of  love  for  missions;  probably  an 
English  Baptist.- [1101.] 

Mrs.  Amelia  Wakeford.  This  hymn  appeared  in 
Ash  and  Evans*  collection,  published  in  1769;  of  the 
writer  we  have  no  iitformation.—  [382.] 

Miss  anna  L.  Walker.  She  was  the  author  of  a 
volume  of  religions  poems ;  a  Canadian  lady ;  in  this 
the  hymn  appeared  as  original  in  1868.— [974.] 

Mrs.  Mart  Jane  Walker.  An  English  lady,  wife  of 
Bev.  Edward  Walker,  rector  of  Cneltenham;  sister 
of  Bev.  J.  O.  Deck.— nao.  »W.] 

Bev.  James  Cowden  Wallace.  An  English  Unita- 
rian  minister  at  Totnes  and  afterward  at  Wareham, 
in  which  last  charge  he  died  in  1841.—  [188.1 

Bev.  Balph  Wardlaw,  D.  D.  A  Sootoh  Congrega- 
tionalist;  pastor  and  professor  in  Glasgow  until 
his  death,  in  1863.—  [167, 784.] 

Miss  ANNA  LSTITLA  Warino.  An  English  poetess, 
said  to  be  a  *' Friend";  bom  in  Neath,  Glamorgan- 
shire, where  she  now  resides.—  [672, 826, 890.1 

George  Watson.  An  English  printer;  onginator 
and  publisher  of  religious  illustrated  newspapers; 
living  and  working  for  good  in  London.—  [1117.J 

Bev.  Isaac  Watts,  D.  D.  An  English  Congregation- 
allst;  the  very  Father  of  English  hymno^ :  died  at 
Stoke  Newlngton.  1748.—  [loTll,  12. 14. 16,  20.  23. 27, 28, 
29,  80,  32,  35,  40,  42,  43.  45,  53.  56,  56,  50,  112,  156,  161,  162, 
170,  172,  178,  191,  193,  197,  241,  242,  247,  249,  251,  265, 266, 
267,  271,  278,  282.  286,  287,  290.  292,  298.  295, 296,  801,  812, 
818,  814,  332.  341.  359,  404,  415.  416,  417,  456,  458,  460,  477, 
479,  508,  519,  522,  525,  S65,  566,  S70,  576, 578, 580,  506, 598, 
600,  644,  646.  647,  741, 742,  749,  7S0,  8Q2,  806,  812,  887,  889, 


840,  849, 86a  860, 866, 870,  872,  887,  888,  892,  894,  896,  918, 
963,  985,  1024,  1086,  1044,  1047,  1105,  UIO,  1116, 1186, 1142, 
1170, 1182.] 

Bev.  CHARLES  Wesley.  The  poet  and  preacher  of 
the  Methodists;  known  and  loved  the  worlit  over; 
he  died  in  1788.—  [81,  44,  68,  87, 147,  168, 183,  300.  3.13,  433, 
435,  443,  463,  472,  482,  483,  486,  500.  511.  521,  575, 5i)0, 591, 
623.  624, 645,  651,  65iB.  662,  745,  762,  775,  776,  800,  903,  912, 
984,  1002,  1004,  1007,  lOlO,  l(m,  1045.  105».i 

Bev.  John  Wesley.  The  founder  of  Methodism ;  the 
organization  in  England  is  called  by  his  name ;  he 
died  in  I^ndon,  1791.— [116,  599,  757,  779, 780.1 

Henry  Kirke  Wuitb.  The  well-known  English  poet ; 
he  died  while  preparing  to  take  orders  in  Uie 
Church,  1806.— [279,  &4,  7^.] 

Bev.  Frederick  Whitfield.  An  English  Eiilscopa- 
lian ;  now  vicar  of  St.  Mary's  Church  in  Hastings; 
an  author  and  poet.—  [373, 584, 1065.1 

Wiluam  WnrriNG.  An  Euglish  EpiscopaUan;  the 
master  of  Winchester  College  Choristers'  School ; 
he  died  in  1878.-  [1208.] 

Lady  Lucy  Euzabbth  Georgiana  Whitmorb. 
Daughter  of  the  Earl  of  Bradford :  wife  of  W.  W. 
Whitmore  of  Dudmaston,  Shropshire ;  died,  1840.-> 
[4.] 

JOHN  Greenleaf  WHimER.  An  American  poetL  of 
Quaker  descent;  eminent  in  character  and  works; 
resided  at  Amesbury.  Mass.,  died  at  Hampton  Falls, 
N.  H^  1892.—  [370,  680,  702.  964,  975.1 

Miss  HELEN  Maria  Williams.  An  English  Unita- 
rian ;  she  resided  much  in  France,  and  died  in  Puis, 
in  1827.—  [281.1 

Bev.  ISAAC  WILUAMB.  An  English  Episcopalian; 
rector  of  Bisley;  he  wrote  three  of  the  "Oxford 
Tracts  " ;  he  died  in  1865.—  [196, 627.1 

Bev.  WILLIAM  WILLIAMS.  A  wclsh  Methodlst 
preacher;  he  died  in  1791 ;  part  of  this  hymn  was 
written  bv  Peter  WUliams.— [734, 1129.1 

Miss  ELLEif  H.  WiLUB.  This  name  is  in  some  Eng- 
lish collections  appended  to  a  hymn  which  othen, 
later,  mark  as  anonymous.—  [931.  j 

BiCHARD  Storrs  Wilus.  An  American  composer  of 
music,  now  living  in  Detroit;  he  navs  he  does  not 
know  who  wrote  the  translation  which  has  so  long 
borne  his  name.—  [365.] 

Mrs.  Caroline  Fry  Wii^on.  An  English  Episcopa- 
lian ;  she  Is  better  known  as  the  author  of  "  The 
Listener" ;  she  died  in  1846.-  [825.1 

Miss  CATHARINE  WiNKWORTH.  An  English  lady  emi- 
nent as  a  translator  of  German  hymns;  bom  in 
Loudon,  1829,  died  in  1878.—  [25, 26,  63, 204,  205,  807, 806, 
347,  396,  486,  503,  770,  838,  875,  911, 1154, 1179.] 

Bev.  Samuel  Wolcott,  D.  d.    An  American  Congre- 

Ktionalist,  formerly  in  Cleveland,  Ohio;  he  died  in 
ngmeadow,  Mass.,  1888.—  [453, 1122.1 

Bev.  JAMBS  BussELL  WOODFORD,  D.  D.  Au  English 
Episcopalian,  very  successful  as  a  hyum-wnter; 
Bicdiop  of  Ely  since  1872;  he  died  in  1885.— [SO,  501, 
1006.1 

Bev.  Aaron  Bob  arts  Wolfe.  An  American  Pres- 
byterian clergyman,  residing  without  charge  in 
MontcUir,  New  Jersey.-  [889.  977, 1029, 1048.] 

Bev.  CHRISTOPHER  WORDSWORTH,  D.  D.  An  English 
Episcopalian,  eminent  as  a  commentator;  the  Bishop 
of  Lincoln ;  he  died  in  1885.—  [9,  212, 321,  445, 447, 549, 
978,  979,  1070, 1177.] 

Bev.  DENIS  WORTMAN,  D.  D.  A  Clergyman  of  the 
Beformed  (Dutch}  Church  In  America;  residing  in 
Saugerties,  N.  Y.;  author  of  "Beliques  of  the 
Christ."— (J  185.] 

Bev.  JOHN  REYNELL  Wreford,  D.  D.  Au  English 
Presbyterian  minister,  once  settled  in  Birmingham ; 
afterward  living  in  Bristol;  died,  1881.—  [856, 1205.] 

J.  Young.  This  name  appears  with  two  hymns 
which  were  published  first  in  the  American  Bap- 
tist Psalmist,  1848.— J310.] 

NICHOLAUS  LUDWIG,  CfoUNT  VON  ZiNZENDORF.    Blshop 

of  the  Moravian  Brethren's  Unity ;  died  in  Heini. 
hut  in  Germany,  1760.—  [747.] 
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A  broken  heart,  my  Qod,  my  King 646    As  shadows  oast  by  olond  and  snn 349 

A  charge  to  keep  I  have 575    As  the  hart,  with  eager  looks 98 

A  few  more  years  shall  roll 1155    As  with  gladness  men  of  old 323 

A  mighty  fortress  is  our  God 989    Ascend  thy  throne,  almighty  King 1104 

A  mother  may  forgetful  be 1114    Ask  ye  what  great  thing  I  Imow 786 

•A  parting  hymn  we  sing 1048    Asleep  in  Jesus  I  blessed  sleepi 1138 

A  pilgrim  through  this  lonely  world . . .  .375    Assembled  at  thy  great  command 1102 

Abide  with  me ;  fast  falls  the  eventide  .129    At  evening  time  let  there  be  light 928 

According  to  thy  gracious  word 1040    At  even,  when  the  sun  was  set 98 

Again,  as  evening's  shadow  falls 96    At  the  Lamb's  high  feast  we  sing 1075 

Again  our  earthly  cares  we  leave 38    Awake,  and  sing  the  song 54 

Again  returns  the  day  of  holy  rest 2    Awake,  awake,  O  Zion 494 

Alas  t  and  did  my  Saviour  bleed 416  Awake,  my  heart  I  arise,  my  tongue  ...  580 

Alas  I  what  hourly  dangers  rise! 670    Awake,  my  soul,  and  with  the  sun 13 

All  glory,  laud,  and  honor 386  Awake,  my  soul,  stretch  every  nerve  . .  748 

All  hail  the  power  of  Jesus'  name 459    Awake,  my  soul,  to  joyful  lays   609 

All  holy,  overliving  One 264  Awake,  our  souls!  away,  our  fears!  . . .  742 

All  my  heart  this  night  rejoices 347    Awake,  ye  saints,  awake ! 57 

All  people  that  on  earth  do  dwell 159    Away  from  earth  my  spirit  turns 1035 

All  praise  to  thee,  eternal  Lord 331 

All  unseen  the  Master  walketh 971    Be  tranquil,  O  my  soul! 943 

Almighty  God,  thy  word  is  cast 195    Before  Jehovah's  awful  throne 158 

Almighty  Lord,  the  sun  shall  fail 243  Before  the  heavens  were  spread  abroad  332 

Along  my  earthly  way 936    Before  the  throne  of  God  above 601 

Always  with  us,  always  with  us 789    Begin,  my  tongue,  some  heavenly 301 

Am  I  a  soldier  of  the  cross 749    Behold  a  Stranger  at  the  door! 614 

Amazing  grace  I  how  sweet  the  sound. .  577    Behold  the  Lamb  of  God ! 607 

And  are  we  yet  alive 1002    Behold,  the  shade  of  night  is  now 90 

And  canst  thou,  sinner!  slight 622    Behold  the  throne  of  grace 143 

And  dost  thou  say,  ^' Ask  what  thou. . .  136    Behold  the  western  evening  light! 1139 

And  wilt  thou  hear,  O  Lord. 572    Behold  I  what  wondrous  grace 913 

Angel  voices,  ever  singing 17    Behold,  where,  in  a  mortal  form 374 

Angels,  from  the  realms  of  glory 344    Bending  before  thee,  let  our  hymn 91 

Angels !  roll  the  rock  away 440  Beneath  our  feet  and  o'er  our  head  . .  .1140 

Another  day  is  past  and  gone 196    Beneath  thy  wing,  O  God,  I  rest 890 

Approach,  my  soul!  the  mercy-seat . . .  141  Beyond  the  smiling  and  the  weeping .  .1145 

Arise,  my  soul,  arise 590    Beyond  the  starry  skies 467 

Arise,  O  King  of  grace !  arise 35    Bless,  O  my  soul !  the  living  €k)d 267 

Arise,  ye  saints,  arise! 763    Blessed  angels,  high  in  heaven 884 

Arm  these  thy  soldiers,  mighty  Lord .  .1018  Blessed  are  the  dead,  who  die  in  the  .  .1221 

Art  thou  weary,  art  thou  languid 738    Blessed  are  the  sons  of  God 874 

As  oft  with  worn  and  weary  feet 395    Blessed  Saviour!  thee  I  love 425 

As  pants  the  hart  for  cooling  streams. .  657  Blessing,  and  honor,  and  glory,  and  ...  185 

As  pants  the  wearied  hart  for  cooling. .       5  Blest  are  the  humble  souls  that  see  . . .  887 

• 
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Blest  are  the  pnre  in  heart 863    Ck>mey  Desire  of  nations,  come 500 

Blest  are  the  souls  that  hear  and  know.  197    Gome,  every  pious  heart    429 

Blest  be  the  dear,  uniting  love 1007    Ck>me,  gracious  Lord,  descend  and 20 

Blest  be  the  tie  that  binds 1003  Ck>me,  gracious  Spirit,  heavenly  Dove  .  528 

Blest  be  thy  love,  dear  Lord 1051  Come,  happy  souls,  adore  the  Lamb  . .  1012 

Blest  Comforter  divine 562    Come,  Holy  Ghost,  Creator,  come 516 

Blest  is  the  man  whose  softening  heart  959    Come,  Holy  Ghost!  in  love 539 

Blest  Jesus  I  when  my  soaring  thoughts  820  Come,  Holy  Ghost,  my  soul  inspire  —  538 

Blest  Trinity  I  from  mortal  sight 263  Come,  Holy  Ghost  I  our  hearts  inspire .  521 

Blow  ye  the  trumpet,  blow 591    Come,  Holy  SpiritI  calm  my  mind Ill 

Book  of  grace,  and  book  of  glory 240    Come,  Holy  Spirit,  come.  Let 550 

Bread  of  heaven!  on  thee  we  feed  . . .  .1073    Come,  Holy  Spirit,  come.  With 560 

Bread  of  the  world,  in  mercy  broken . .  1089    Come,  Holy  Spirit,  Dove  divine 1015 

Break  thou  the  bread  of  life 239    Come,  Holy  Spirit,  from  above 555 

Breast  the  wave.  Christian,  when  it  is  .  917    Come,  Holy  Spirit,  heavenly  dove 519 

Brethren,  while  we  sojourn  here 712  Come,  Jesus,  from  the  sapphire  throne   988 

Bride  of  the  Lamb,  awake,  awake 504  Come,  Jesus,  Bedeemer,  abide  tliou  . . .  824 

Brief  life  is  here  our  portion 1199  Come  join,  ye  saints,  with  heart  and  . .  904 

Brightest  and  best  of  the  sons  of  the  . .  328    Come,  kingdom  of  our  God 510 

Brightly  gleams  our  banner 723  Come,  let  us  join  our  cheerful  songs . . .  460 

Buried  in  baptism  with  our  Lord 1013  Come,  let  us  join  our  songs  of  praise  . .  465 

Buried  with  Christ  by  baptism  unto . . .  1022    Come,  let  us  lift  our  joyful  eyes   458 

By  Christ  redeemed,  in  Christ  restored.1091    Come,  let  us  sing  the  song  of  songs 476 

By  cool  Siloam's  shady  rill . .  1234    Come,  Lord,  and  tarry  not 512 

Come,  my  soul,  thou  must  be  waking . .     62 

Call  Jehovah  thy  salvation 718    Come,  my  soul,  thy  suit  prepare 151 

Calm  me,  my  God,  and  keep  me  calm . .  854    Come,  O  Creator  Spirit  blest 524 

Calm  on  the  listening  ear  of  night 338    Come,  O  my  soul !  in  sacred  lays 268 

Can  sinners  hope  for  heaven 573    Come,  O  thou  Traveler  xmknown! 776 

Cast  thy  bread  upon  the  waters 973    Come,  pure  hearts,  in  sweetest 117 

Cast  thy  burden  on  the  Lord 947    Come,  said  Jesus'  sacred  voice 615 

Chief  of  sinners  though  I  be 665    Come,  sacred  Spirit,  from  above 526 

Children  of  the  heavenly  King 773    Come,  sound  his  praise  abroad 178 

Chosen  not  for  good  in  me 663    Come,  Spirit,  source  of  light 559 

Christ,  above  all  glory  seated 501    Come,  thou  Almighty  King 300 

Christ  for  the  world  we  sing 453  Come,  thou  Desire  of  all  thy  Saints  ...      36 

Christ  is  bom;  tell  forth  his  fame 326    Come,  thou  everlasting  Spirit 1059 

Christ  is  coming!  let  creation 488  Come,  thou  Fount  of  every  blessing. .  .1068 

Christ  is  our  Comer-stone 998    Come,  thou  long-expected  Jesus 482 

Christ  is  risen!  Christ  is  risen! 441    Come  thou,  oh,  come 520 

Christ,  of  all  my  hopes  the  Gk^und 784  Come,  thou  soul-transforming  Spirit . .      76 

Christ  the  Lord  is  risen  again 436  Come,  thou  who  dost  the  soul  endue  . .   587 

Christ,  the  Lord,  is  risen  to-day.  Our . .  439    Come  to  Calvary's  holy  mountain 606 

Christ,  the  Lord,  is  risen  to-day.  Sons  .  433    <<  Come  unto  me,  ye  weary 389 

Christ,  to  thee,  with  God  the  Father. . .  157    Come,  we  who  love  the  Lord 53 

Christ,  whose  glory  fills  the  skies 87    Come,  ye  disconsolate,  where'er 616 

Christian,  dost  thou  see  them 733    Come,  ye  thankful  people,  come 1203 

Christian,  work  for  Jesus 675  Come,  ye  that  know  and  fear  the  Lord .   284 

Christians,  up!  the  day  is  breaking 719  Complete  in  thee,  no  work  of  mine. ...    889 

Church  of  the  ever-living  God 1008    Creator  Spirit,  by  whose  aid 529 

Come,  blessed  Spirit,  source  of  light. . .  527    Cross,  reproach,  and  tribulation 722 

• 
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Crown  him  with  many  crowns 468    Father,  hear  the  prayer  we  offer 883 

Crown  his  head  with  endless  blessing. .   471    Father  I  how  wide  thy  glory  shines 287 

Father,  I  know  that  all  my  life 672 

Daily,  daily  sing  the  praises 1181    Father,  in  high  heaven  dwelling 118 

Darker  than  night  life's  shadows  fall . .  1152  Father  I  in  thy  mysterious  presence . . .    201 

Daughter  of  Zion !  awake  from  thy 329    Father,  my  cup  is  foil! 938 

Day  by  day  the  manna  fell 919    Father  of  all,  from  land  and  sea 979 

Day  is  dying  in  the  West 99  Father  of  heaven,  whose  love  profound  257 

Day  of  judgment!  day  of  wonders ! 1163  Father  of  love,  our  Guide  and  Friend. .    754 

Days  and  moments  quickly  flying 1207    Father  of  mercies!  in  thy  word 250 

Dear  Father,  to  thy  mercy-seat 140    Father  of  mercies!  send  thy  grace 956 

Dear  Lord,  amid  the  throng  that 1027    Father,  thy  name  be  praised,  thy 205 

Dear  Lord  and  Father  of  mankind 702    Father!  whatever  of  earthly  bliss 637 

Dear  Lord  and  Master  mine 835  Father!  whose  hand  hath  led  me  so  . . .   677 

Dear  Refuge  of  my  weary  soul 125  Fierce  raged  the  tempest  o'er  the  deep    671 

Dear  Saviour,  if  these  lambs  should. . .  1019  Fi^t  the  good  fight  with  all  thy  might  846 

Dear  Saviour!  we  are  thine 1001  ^"irm  as  the  earth  tiiy  gospel  stands. . .    895 

Delay  not,  delay  not;  O  sinner,  draw. .   618    Fling  out  the  banner:  let  it  float 1109 

Depthof  mercy!— can  there  be 624    For  a  season  called  to  part 217 

Descend  from  heaven,  celestial  Dove . .   557    For  all  thy  saints,  O  Lord 1150 

Did  Christ  o'er  sinners  weep 621    For  all  thy  saints,  who  from  their 744 

Dismiss  me  not  thy  service.  Lord 976    "For  ever  with  the  Lord!" 1147 

Dismiss  us  with  thy  blessing.  Lord. . . .    194    For  me  to  live  is  Christ 761 

Do  not  I  love  thee,  O  my  Lord 811    For  the  beauty  of  the  earth 878 

Draw  near,  O  Holy  Dove,  draw  near  . .  1029    For  the  mercies  of  the  day 220 

Draw  nigh  and  take  the  body  of  your  .  1094    For  thee,  O  dear,  dear  Country 1196 

Drawn  to  the  cross,  which  thou  hast . .    681  For  what  shall  I  praise  thee,  my  God. .   825 

Forward !  be  our  watchword 726 

Early,  my  God,  without  delay 40    Fount  of  all  our  joy  and  x>eaoe 26 

Earth  has  nothing  sweet  or  fair 783  Fountain  of  grace,  rich,  full,  and  free.   799 

Earth's  transitory  things  decay 891    Friend  of  sinners !  Lord  of  glory 485 

Eternal  Father  I  strong  to  save 1208  From  all  that  dwell  below  the  skies  . . .   162 

Eternal  Father,  when  to  thee 333  From  every  stormy  wind  that  blows . . .   135 

Eternal  Light!  eternal  Light 585    From  Greenland's  icy  mountains 1119 

Eternal  Source  of  every  joy 273    From  Sinai's  cloud  of  darkness 419 

Eternal  Spirit,  God  of  truth 523    From  the  cross  uplifted  high 426 

Eternal  Spirit,  we  confess 525    From  the  recesses  of  a  lowly  spirit 94 

Eternal  Sun  of  righteousness 31    From  the  table  now  retiring 1065 

Everlasting  arms  of  love 772    From  the  vast  and  veilM  throng 181 

Every  morning  mercies  new 84 

Gently,  Lord,  oh,  gently  lead  us 223 

Fairest  Lord  Jesus!  Ruler  of  all  nature  365    CHve  to  the  Lord,  ye  sons  of  fame 271 

Faith  adds  new  charms  to  earthly  bliss  855    CUve  to  the  winds  thy  fears 757 

Far  as  thy  name  is  known 985    CUve  us  our  daily  bread 1099 

Far  from  my  heavenly  home 927    Glorious  things  of  thee  are  spoken 993 

Far  from  my  thoughts,  vain  world, 112    Glory  be  to  God  on  high 183 

Far  from  the  world,  O  Lord,  I  flee 154  Glory  be  to  God  on  high,  and  on  earth .  1219 

Far  o'er  yon  horizon 727    Glory  be  to  God  the  Father 74 

Father,  again  in  Jesus'  name  we  meet.        4    Glory  be  to  the  Father,  and 1212,  1222 

Father,  by  thy  love  and  power 214    Glory  to  God  on  high 462 

Father,  hear  the  blood  of  Jesus 472  Glory  to  Gk>d!  whose  witness-train. . . .  747 
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Glory  to  thee,  my  Gk)d,  this  night 97    Hail,  tranquil  hour  of  closing  day 128 

Gk),  labor  on ;  spend  and  be  spent 055    Hallelujah!  best  and  sweetest 1130 

Gk),  labor  on,  while  it  is  day 953    Hallelujah !  fairest  morning 64 

Go,  tune  thy  voice  to  sacred  song 588    Hallelujah  I  hallelujah !  445 

Gk)d  Almighty  and  All-seeing  73    Halellujah  I  sing  to  Jesus 484 

God  be  merciful  unto  us,  and  bless  us .  1225  Hark,  hark,  my  soul!  angelic  songs  are  1151 

Gk>d  calling  yet !  shall  I  not  hear 611    Hark!  my  soul!  it  is  the  Lord 1077 

Gk>d  eternal,  Lord  of  all 182  Hark !  ten  thousand  harps  and  voices  .   446 

God,  in  the  gospel  of  his  Son 244    Hark!  the  herald  angels  sing 339 

Gk>d  is  in  his  holy  temple 77  Hark,  the  hosts  of  heaven  are  singing.   325 

God  is  love ;  his  mercy  brightens 174    Hark!  the  song  of  Jubilee 499 

God  is  the  refuge  of  his  saints 1110    Hark !  the  sound  of  angel-voices 1123 

Gk>d  loved  the  world  of  sinners  lost. . . .  568    Hark  !  the  sound  of  holy  voices. 1177 

God  moves  in  a  mysterious  way 302  Hark !  the  voice  of  Jesus  calling ......   966 

God,  my  King,  thy  might  confessing . .   175    Hark!  the  voice  of  love  and  mercy 411 

God  of  my  life!  thy  boundless  grace  . .   635  Hark!  what  mean  those  holy  voices. . .   327 

God  of  my  life,  to  thee  belong 259    Hasten,  Lord !  the  glorious  time 498 

Gk>d  of  our  salvation !  hear  us 225  Have  mercy  upon  me,  O  God,  according  1224 

Gk>d  of  pity,  God  of  grace 103    He  has  come!  the  Christ  of  Gk>d 340 

God  of  the  prophets'  power 215    He  is  coming,  he  is  coming 481 

God  of  the  world !  thy  glories  shine . . .    262    He  is  gone — a  cloud  of  light 449 

Gk>d,  that  madest  earth  and  heaven  . .     238    He  is  here,  whom  seers  in  old  time 346 

God  with  us !  oh,  glorious  name 343  He  lives!  the  great  Redeemer  lives  ...    596 

God's  glory  is  a  wondrous  thing 753    He  shall  come  down  like  showers 1125 

Goodly  were  thy  tents,  O  Israeli 1122    He  that  goeth  forth  with  weeping 972 

Grace !  't  is  a  charming  sound  I 910  He,  who  once  in  righteous  vengeance  .    603 

Gracious  Saviour,  thus  before  thee 231    Heal  me,  O  my  Saviour,  heal 629 

Gracious  Spirit,  dwell  with  me 536  Hear  my  prayer,  O  heavenly  Father  . .    228 

Gracious  Spirit,  Holy  Ghost 549  Hear  what  God  the  Lord  hath  spoken  .    994 

Gracious  Spirit,  Love  divine 535  Heavenly  Father,  grant  thy  blessing . .   229 

Grant  us  thy  light,  that  we  may  know.   847  Heavenly  Shepherd,  guide  us,  feed  us.   236 

Great  Creator !  who  this  day 320    Help  me,  my  God,  to  speak 868 

Great  God !  attend,  while  Zion  sings  . .      11    Here  I  can  firmly  rest 911 

Great  God,  how  infinite  art  thou 293  Here,  O  my  Lord,  I  see  thee  face  to. . .  1086 

Great  God,  now  condescend 1230    High  in  the  heavens,  eternal  God! 16 

Great  God !  to  thee  my  evening  song. .    113    Holy  and  reverend  is  the  name 303 

Great  God,  what  do  I  see  and  hear!  ...  1164    Holy  Father,  cheer  our  way 100 

Great  God,  when  I  approach  thy 581    Holy  Father,  hear  my  cry 304 

Great  Sun  of  Righteousness,  arise  ....    242    Holy  Father,  thou  hast  taught  me 653 

Guide  me,  O  thou  great  Jehovah 734    Holy  Ghost,  the  Lifinite 548 

Holy  Ghost!  with  light  divine 532 

Hail,  happy  day!  thou  day  of  holy  rest       6  Holy,  holy,  holy,  Lord  God  Almighty  .        1 

Hail,  Holy  Spirit,  bright  immortal 546  Holy,  holy,  holy,  Lord  God  of  Hosts  . .   305 

Hail,  sacred  day  of  earthly  rest 106    Holy,  holy,  holy  Lord 321 

Hail  the  day  that  sees  him  rise 435    Holy  offerings,  rich  and  rare 625 

Hail  the  night,  all  hail  the  mom 342    Holy  Saviour!  we  adore  thee 491 

Hail !  thou  God  of  grace  and  glory! . . .   990    Holy  Spirit,  come  and  shine 542 

Hail,  thou  once  despisM  Jesus 474    Holy  Spirit!  gently  come 533 

Hail  to  the  brightness  of  Zion's  glad  . .  1134    Holy  Spirit,  in  my  breast 534 

Hail  to  the  Lord's  anointed 1124  Honor  and  glory,  thanksgiving  and  . . .    186 

Hail  to  the  Sabbath  day! 46  Hope  of  our  hearts,  O  Lord,  appear .. .   506 
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Hosanna  to  the  living  Lord 478  I  'U  praise  my  Maker  with  my  breath. .      23 

How  beauteous  are  their  feet 983  I  'm  not  ashamed  to  own  my  Lord 750 

How  beauteous  on  the  mountains 1120  I  need  thee,  precious  Jesus 1055 

How  beauteous  were  the  marks  divine.  356  I  saw  One  hanging  on  a  tree 413 

How  blest  the  righteous  when  he  dies  .1137  I  saw  the  cross  of  Jesus 584 

How  brightly  shines  the  Morning  Star!  740  I  sing  the  almighty  power  of  God 295 

How  charming  is  the  place 52  I  stand  on  Zion's  mount 759 

How  condescending  and  how  kind  ....   415  I  think  of  thee,  my  Gk>d,  by  night 858 

How  did  my  heart  rejoice  to  hear 30  I  want  a  heart  to  pray 147 

How  firm  a  foundation,  ye  saints  of  the  714  I  will  sing  for  Jesus 843 

How  gentle  Gk>d's  commands 207  If  Qod  is  mine,  then  present  things  ...    893 

How  helpless  guilty  nature  lies 567  If  human  kindness  meets  return 1042 

How  long,  O  Lord  our  Saviour 495  If ,  through  unruffled  seas 865 

How  pleasant,  how  divinely  fair 10  If  you  cannot  on  the  ocean 967 

How  pleased  and  blest  was  I 27  In  all  my  Lord's  appointed  ways 1020 

How  precious  is  the  book  divine 248  In  all  my  vast  concerns  with  thee 292 

How  sad  our  state  by  nature  is 566  In  heavenly  love  abiding 826 

How  shall  I  follow  him  I  serve 358  In  the  oross  of  Christ  I  glory 400 

How  shall  the  young  secure  their 247  In  the  dark  and  cloudy  day 946 

How  sweet  and  awful  is  the  place 1036  In  the  hour  of  trial 697 

How  sweet,  how  heavenly  is  the  sight .  1011  In  the  name  of  God,  the  Father 1098 

How  sweet  the  name  of  Jesus  sounds  .   814  In  thy  name,  O  Lord!  assembling 75 

How  sweet  to  leave  the  world  awhile  .   110  In  us  the  hope  of  glory 502 

How  sweetly  flowed  the  gospel  sound  .355  Is  there  ambition  in  my  heart? 860 

How  tender  is  thy  hand 937  It  came  upon  the  midnight  clear 336 

It  is  no  untried  way 934 

am  coming  to  the  cross 709  It  is  not  death  to  die 1156 

am  trusting  thee,  Lord  Jesus 739  It  may  not  be  our  lot  to  wield 954 

ask  not  now  for  gold  to  gild 680  I  've  found  the  Pearl  of  greatest  price .   810 

bless  the  Christ  of  God 873 

build  on  this  foundation 390  Jehovah  Gk>dl  thy  gracious  power 171 

cannot  tell  if  short  or  long 932  Jerusalem!  my  happy  home! 1184 

cannot  think  of  them  as  dead 1183  Jerusalem,  the  glorious! 1189 

co'uld  not  do  without  thee 830  Jerusalem,  the  golden 1198 

do  not  ask  that  life  may  be 659  Jesus,  and  didst  thou  condescend 382 

feed  by  faith  on  Christ ;  my  bread. . .  1026  Jesus, — and  didst  thou  leave  the  sky. .   819 

hear  a  sweet  voice  ringing  clear 704  Jesus!  and  shall  it  ever  be 1034 

hear  the  words  of  love 767  Jesus,  at  whose  supreme  command  . . .  1041 

hear  thy  welcome  voice 682  Jesus,  blessed  Mediator! 1180 

heard  the  voice  of  Jesus  say 368  Jesus  calls  us,  o'er  the  tumult 1066 

hunger  and  I  thirst 1100  Jesus  comes,  his  conflict  over 604 

journey  through  a  desert  drear  and. .    916  Jesus,  crowned  with  thorns  for  me 842 

know  no  life  divided 828  Jesus,  I  live  to  thee 864 

know  that  my  Redeemer  lives 463  Jesus !  I  love  thy  charming  name 813 

lay  my  sins  on  Jesus 1054  Jesus,  I  my  cross  have  taken 1061 

left  it  all  with  Jesus  long  ago 931  Jesus,  in  thy  dying  woes 427 

lift  my  heart  to  thee 1090  Jesus  invites  his  saiots 1047 

love  thee,  O  my  Gbd,  but  not 861  Jesus  is  God!    The  glorious  bands ....    383 

love  thy  kingdom,  Lord! 986  Jesus,  Jesus!  visit  me 661 

love  to  steal  awhile  away 137  Jesus,  Lamb  of  God,  for  me 423 

love  to  tell  the  story 583  Jesus  lives !  no  longer  now 1158 
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Jesnst  lover  of  my  soul ...    062  Leaning  on  thee,  my  guide  and  friend .  638 

Jesns,  Master!  hear  me  now 1074  Let  me  but  hear  my  Sayiour  say    802 

Jesus,  Master,  whose  I  am 424  Let  no  tears  to-day  be  shed  1157 

Jesus,  my  All,  to  heaven  is  gone 597  Let  saints  below  in  concert  sing 1010 

Jesus,  my  great  High  Priest 595  Let  the  church  new  anthems  raise 737 

Jesus,  my  Lord,  my  (Jod,  my  all   778  Let  thy  wondrous  way  be  known 552 

Jesus,  my  Saviour!  look  on  me 637  Let  us  awake  our  joys 455 

Jesus,  name  all  names  above 841  Let  us  love  and  sing  and  wonder   602 

Jesus!  name  of  wondrous  love! 781  Let  worldly  minds  the  world  pursue  . .  369 

''  Jesus  only!''    In  the  shadow 833  Life  of  the  world !  I  hail  thee 409 

Jesus  only,  when  the  morning 788  Lift  up  to  God  the  voice  of  praise 167 

Jesus!  our  best  belovM  Friend 949  Light  of  life,  seraphic  Fire 68 

Jesus,  Saviour,  pilot  me 666  Light  of  Light,  enlighten  me 25 

Jesus  shall  reign  where'er  the  sun    ...  1105  Light  of  the  lonely  pilgrim's  heart !  . . .  505 

Jesus,  Shepherd  of  the  sheep 1 22  Li^t  of  the  world!  whose  kind  and. . .  924 

Jesus  spreads  his  banner  o'er  us 1064  Light  of  those  whose  dreary  dwelling. .  483 

Jesus,  still  lead  on 732  Light,  that  from  the  dark  abyss 541 

Jesus,  the  sinner's  Friend,  to  thee 645  Like  sheep  we  went  astray 576 

Jesus ! — the  very  thought  is  sweet 798  Like  the  eagle,  upward,  onward 880 

Jesus,  the  very  thought  of  thee 815  Lo,  God  is  here!  let  us  adore 116 

Jesus,  these  eyes  have  never  seen 806  Lo,  he  comes,  with  clouds  descending.  486 

Jesus!  thou  art  the  sinner's  Friend 1037  Lo,  the  day  of  rest  deolineth 235 

Jesus,  thou  Joy  of  loving  hearts 1028  Lo!  what  a  glorious  sight  appears 508 

Jesus,  thou  source  of  calm  repose 775  Long  as  the  darkening  cloud  abode    . .  752 

Jesus,  thy  Blood  and  Bighteousness. . .    599  Look  from  thy  sphere  of  endless  day.  .1113 

Jesus,  thy  boundless  love  to  me 780  Look,  ye  saints,  the  sight  is  glorious  . .  489 

Jesus!  thy  church,  with  longing  eyes.  .1103  Lord,  as  to  thy  dear  cross  we  flee  . .     .  378 

Jesus!  thy  love  shall  we  forget 379  Lord,  at  this  closing  hour . ' . .  213 

Jesus,  thy  name  I  love 823  Lord,  bid  thy  light  arise 558 

Jesus,  to  thy  table  led 1049  Lord,  dismiss  us  with  thy  blessing.  Bid  237 

Jesus,  we  look  to  thee 1004  Lord,  dismiss  us  with  thy  blessing,  Fill  227 

Jesus,  we  thus  obey — 1045  Lord  God  of  Hosts,  by  all  adored 166 

Jesus  wept!  those  tears  are  over 398  Lord  God,  the  Holy  Ghost 563 

Jesus,  where'er  thy  people  meet 134  Lord,  have  mercy  upon  us, 1220,  1227 

Jesus,  who  can  be  731  Lord,  have  mercy  upon  us,  and  write.  .1228 

Jesus,  who  knows  full  well 144  Lord,  how  mysterious  are  thy  ways  . . .  275 

Jesus,  who  on  Calvary's  mountain  — 1063  Lord,  how  secure  and  blest  are  they  . .  888 

Jesus,  who  on  his  glorious  throne 805  Lord,  I  am  come !  thy  promise  is  my . .  685 

Jesus,  whom  angel  hosts  adore 405  Lord,  I  am  thine,  entirely  thine 1030 

Joy  to  the  world ;  the  Lord  is  come . . .    341  Lord,  I  believe ;  thy  power  I  own 856 

Joyful  be  the  hours  to-day  434  Lord!  I  cannot  let  thee  go 148 

Just  as  I  am,  without  one  plea 642  Lord,  I  hear  of  showers  of  blessing 626 

Lord !  in  love  and  mercy  save  us . .     .  230 

--         .,             „         .  J  ., .                      „_o  Lord!  in  the  morning  thou  shalt 29 

Keep  silence,  all  created  things 278  ^      ,   .    ^i..    xi.              .    j  r,«« 

^              T     J     1.  1                                   f»o/>  Lord,  m  this  thy  mercy's  day 627 

Keep  us.  Lord,  oh,  keep  us  ever 226  _      ,.^,,              ..  «.^o 

'^      '          7      7        x-  Lord,  it  belongs  not  to  my  care    658 

Lord,  it  is  thy  holy  day 86 

Laboring  and  heavy-laden 791  Lord  Jesus,  are  we  one  with  thee  f  .. .  908 

Lead,  kindly  Light!  amid  the 922  Lord  Jesus,  by  thy  passion    422 

Lead  us,  heavenly  Father,  lead  us 735  Lord  Jesus,  think  on  me 867 

Lead  us,  O  Father,  in  the  paths  of  —   915  Lord  Jesus  I  when  I  think  of  thee 380 

34*  • 
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Lord,  lead  the  way  the  Sayiour  went . .   957  My  Gk>d,  my  Father !  — blissful  name . .  297 

Lord,  my  weak  thought  in  vain  would.    270  My  God,  my  Father!  while  I  stray 925 

Lord  of  all  being ;  throned  afar 274  My  God,  my  King,  thy  various  praise  .  14 

Lord  of  earth !  thy  forming  hand 306  My  God,  my  Life,  my  Love 837 

Lord  of  glory!  thou  hast  bought  us  . . .    886  My  God!  permit  my  tongue 55 

Lord  of  meroy  and  of  might,  God  and  .    133  My  God,  the  covenant  of  thy  love 899 

Lord  of  mercy  and  of  might,  Of  mankind  121  My  God!  the  spring  of  all  my  joys 808 

Lord  of  our  life,  and  God  of  our 980  My  gracious  Lord,  I  own  thy  right 1031 

Lord  of  the  harvest !  hear    984  My  heart  lies  dead;  and  no  increase  . .  639 

Lord  of  the  hearts  of  men . .      50  My  hope  is  built  on  nothing  less 777 

Lord  of  the  living  harvest 965  My  Jesus,  as  thou  wilt ! 940 

Lord  of  the  worlds  above 59  My  opening  eyes  with  rapture  see 19 

Lord,  remove  the  vail  away 70  My  Saviour,  I  would  own  thee 392 

Lord,  speak  to  me,  that  I  may  speak . .    964  My  Saviour!  my  almighty  Friend 812 

Lord,  thou  art  my  Bock  of  strength  . . .    770  My  Shepherd  will  supply  my  need 296 

Lord !  thou  hast  searched  and  seen  me  265  My  sins,  my  sins,  my  Saviour ! 420 

Lord,  thou  on  earth  didst  love  thine . .  .1009  My  soul,  be  on  thy  guard 765 

Lord,  thou  wilt  bring  the  joyful  day  .  1172  My  soul  complete  in  Jesus  stands! 801 

Lord,  thy  children  guide  and  keep 664  My  soul,  how  lovely  is  the  place 43 

Lord,  thy  glory  fills  the  heaven   316  My  soul,  repeat  his  praise 866 

Lord,  we  come  before  thee  now 83  My  soul,  weigh  not  thy  life 758 

Lord!  when  I  all  things  would  possess.   853  My  spirit  on  thy  care 836 

Lord,  when  in  silent  hours  I  muse  — 1144 

Lord,  when  my  raptured  thought  ...   .    299  Near  the  cross  was  Mary  weeping 399 

Lord,  when  thy  kingdom  comes 686  Nearer,  ever  nearer 700 

Lord !  when  we  bend  before  thy  throne     37  Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee 696 

Lord,  when  with  dying  lips  my  prayer.    687  Nearer,  O  God,  to  thee ! 693 

Lord !  while  for  all  mankind  we  pray . .  1205  New  every  morning  is  the  love 15 

Lord,  with  glowing  heart  I  *d  praise  . .    317  Night's  shadows  falling,  men  to  rest. . .  93 

Love  divine,  all  love  excelling 651  No  gospel  like  this  feast 1046 

Loved  with  everlasting  love 918  No  more,  my  God !  I  boast  no  more  . . .  647 

Low  in  thine  agony 1097  No,  no,  it  is  not  dying 1141 

None  but  Christ :  his  merit  hides  me  . .  787 

Majestic  sweetness  sits  enthroned 372  Not  all  the  blood  of  beasts  570 

Many  centuries  have  fled   1082  Not  all  the  outward  forms  on  earth  . . .  565 

Master,  speak!  thy  servant  heareth  . . .    832  Not  what  these  hands  have  done 574 

May  the  grace  of  Christ  our  Saviour  . .    234  Not  with  our  mortal  eyes 839 

Meekly  in  Jordan's  holy  stream 1021  Not  worthy.  Lord !  to  gather  up  the . . .  1085 

'Mid  evening  shadows  let  us  all  be  —      92  Now  begin  the  heavenly  theme 774 

Mighty  God!  while  angels  bless  thee  . .    470  Now,  from  labor  and  from  care 88 

Biine  eyes  and  my  desire 870  Now  God  be  with  us,  for  the  night  is . .  204 

More  love  to  thee,  O  Christ 694  Now  I  have  found  a  Friend 690 

Morn's  roseate  hues  have  decked  the . .   438  Now  I  know  the  great  Redeemer 790 

My  country !  't  is  of  thee 1209  Now  is  the  accepted  time 619 

My  dear  Redeemer,  and  my  Lord 359  Now  let  our  cheerful  eyes  survey 464 

My  faith  looks  up  to  thee 822  Now  let  our  souls,  on  wings  sublime  . .  1171 

My  Father,  God!  how  sweet  the  sound!  900  Now  let  our  voices  join 48 

My  Father,  it  is  good  for  me 862  Now  may  he  who  from  the  dead 221 

My  God,  how  endless  is  thy  love 191  Now  thank  we  all  our  God 307 

My  God,  how  wonderful  thou  art 285  Now  that  the  sun  is  gleaming  bright  . .  39 

My  God,  is  any  hour  so  sweet 107  Now  the  day  is  over 233 

• 
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^^ow  the  laborer's  task  is  o'er 1143  O,  happy  day  that  fixed  my  choice  — 1025 

Now  to  the  Lord  a  noble  song 600    O  Holy  Father,  who  hast  led  thy 1213 

Now  to  the  Lord,  who  makes  us  know.   477    O  Holy  Ghost,  the  Comforter 518 

Now  to  the  power  of  God  supreme  ....    598  O  Holy  Ghost,  thou  Fount  of  light .     .    556 

Now,  to  thy  sacred  house 61    O  Holy  Saviour  I  Friend  unseen 678 

Now,  when  the  dusky  shades  of  night  .190  O  Holy  Spirit  I  now  descend  on  me  . . .    544 

O,  how  I  love  thy  holy  law 249 

0,  bless  the  Lord,  my  soul! 872    O,  how  shall  I  receive  thee 391 

O,  blessM  Liie !  the  heart  at  rest 845    O,  if  my  soul  were  formed  for  woe 417 

O  blessed  Saviour,  is  thy  love 807  O  Jesus  I  bruised  and  wounded  more. .  1033 

0,  blessing  rich,  for  sons  of  men 896    O  Jesus  Christ,  grow  thou  in  me 817 

0,  blest  memorial  of  our  dying  Lord  .  .1096  O  Jesus  Christ  the  righteous!  live  in . .    684 

0  Bread)  to  pilgrims  given 1057    O  Jesus,  ever  present 831 

O,  cease,  my  wandering  soul 1043    O  Jesus,  I  have  promised 1052 

O,  Christ,  he  is  the  fountain 1161    O  Jesus !  King  most  wonderful 804 

O  Christ !  our  hope,  our  heart's  desire .   461    O  Jesus,  ^^  Man  of  Sorrows  " 421 

O  Christ,  our  King,  Creator,  Lord 480    O  Jesus,  our  salvation 630 

0  Christ,  the  eternal  Light 909    O  Jesus,  sweet  the  tears  I  shed 414 

0  Christ,  the  Lord  of  heaven!  to  thee  .   475    O  Jesus,  thou  art  standing 632 

0  Christ,  thou  hast  ascended 432    O  Jesus,  we  adore  thee 406 

0  Christ!  with  each  returning  mom. . .      21    O  Jesus,  when  I  think  of  thee 818 

O,  come,  all  ye  faithful 324  O  King  of  mercy,  from  thy  throne  on . .  1092 

0,  come,  and  let  us  all,  with  one  accord        3    O  Lamb  of  God !  still  keep  me   407 

O,  come,  let  us  sing  imto  the  Lord 1217  O  Lamb  of  Gk>d!  that  tak'st  away  —     636 

O,  could  I  find,  from  day  to  day 706    O,  land  relieved  from  sorrow ! 1194 

O,  could  I  speak  the  matchless  worth . .    371    O,  let  him  whose  sorrow 929 

O  day  of  rest  and  gladness  9  O  Light,  whose  beams  illumine  all  —    394 

O,  do  not  let  the  word  depart 612    O  little  town  of  Bethlehem 348 

O,  eyes  that  are  weary,  and  hearts  —    716  O  Lord,  how  full  of  sweet  content  —    848 

O,  fair  the  gleams  of  glory 1190    O  Lord,  how  happy  should  we  be 902 

O  Father,  who  didst  all  things  make  . .    115    O  Lord  most  high,  eternal  King 442 

O,  for  a  closer  walk  with  God 654  O  Lord  of  heaven,  and  earth,  and  sea  .    978 

O,  for  a  faith  that  will  not  shrink 746    O  Lord  of  hosts,  whose  glory  fills 987 

O,  for  a  heart  to  praise  my  God 809    O  Lord,  thy  work  revive 1005 

O,  for  a  shout  of  joy 310    O  Lord,  we  now  the  path  retrace 381 

O,  for  a  shout  of  sacred  joy 456    O  Lord,  who  by  thy  presence  hast 131 

O,  for  a  strong,  a  lasting  faith 266  O  Love  Divine  I  how  sweet  thou  art ! . .    903 

O,  for  a  sweet  inspiring  ray 1173  O  Love  Divine!  that  stooped  to  share  .    261 

O,  for  a  thousand  tongues  to  sing 745  O,  love,  how  deep !  how  broad  I  how  . .   362 

O,  for  that  tenderness  of  heart 656    O  Love,  that  wilt  not  let  me  go 701 

O,  for  the  happy  hour 1006    O  Love,  who  formedst  me  to  wear 396 

O,  for  the  peace  which  floweth  like  a . .    676    O  Master,  let  me  walk  with  thee 364 

O,  give  thanks  to  him  who  made 322  O,  mean  may  seem  this  house  of  clay. .   707 

O,  gift  of  gifts!  oh,  grace  of  faith! 852    O  mother  dear,  Jerusalem    1195 

O  God,  beneath  thy  guiding  hand 1216  O,  not  my  own  these  verdant  hills  —    952 

O  God  of  Bethel,  by  whose  hand 1232    O,  not  to  fill  the  mouth  of  fame 655 

O  God,  the  Rock  of  Ages 254    O  one  with  God  the  Father 829 

O  God,  thy  power  is  wonderful 294    O  Paradise,  O  Paradise 1193 

O  God !  we  praise  thee,  and  confess. . .    277    O,  perfect  life  of  love 41 2 

O  gracious  Jesus,  hear  our  humble 982    O!  praise  our  God  to-day 968 

O  happy  band  of  pilgrims  730    O  Bock  of  Ages,  one  foundation    1088 
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O  sacred  Head,  now  wounded 408    Once  in  royal  David's  eity 351 

O  Saviour,  lend  a  listening  ear 703    Once  more,  before  we  part 209 

O  Saviour,  precious  Saviour 385  Once  more,  my  soul,  the  rising  day  ...      45 

O  Saviour,  where  shall  guilty  man 586    One  cup  of  healing  oil  and  wine 950 

O  Saviour,  who  didst  come 418    One  sole  baptismal  sign    1000 

O,  see  how  Jesus  trusts  himself 366    One  sweetly  solemn  thought 1148 

O  Son  of  God,  our  Captain  of  salvation  .1215    One  there  is  above  all  others 353 

O,  still  in  accents  sweet  and  strong  .. .   963    Onward,  Christian  soldiers 724 

O  Strength  and  Stay,  upholding  all . .  .1214  Onward,  Christian,  though  the  ^region .    885 

O,  sweetly  breathe  the  lyres  above 1023    Open  now  thy  gates  of  beauty 63 

O,  that  the  Lord  would  guide  my  ways   251  Our  blest  Redeemer,  ere  he  breathed. .    517 

O,  that  the  Lord's  salvation 1127    Our  country's  voice  is  pleading    1133 

O,  the  sweet  wonders  of  that  cross  — 1024  Our  Father,  hear  our  longing  prayer  . .    127 

O,  this  soul,  how  dark  and  blind 711  Our  Father!  through  the  coming  year .  1206 

O  thou  essential  Word 308    Our  Father,  who  art  in  heaven 1223 

O  thou,  from  whom  all  goodness  flows.    649    Our  God,  oar  help  in  ages  past 286 

O  thou  God  who  hearest  prayer -    668    Our  heavenly  Father  calls 142 

O  thou  great  Friend  to  all  the  sons  of  .   547    Our  heavenly  Father!  hear 146 

O  thou,  my  soul,  forget  no  more 1032  Our  Helper,  Gk>d!  we  bless  thy  name. .  1210 

O  thou,  the  contrite  sinner's  Friend  . .    679    Our  life  is  hid  with  Christ 513 

O  thou  that  hearest  prayer ! 999    Our  Lord  is  risen  from  the  dead. 443 

O  Thou  who  in  Jordan  didst  bow  thy. .  1017  Our  Saviour  bowed  beneath  the  wave  .  1014 

O  thou  whom  we  adore 511    Our  yet  unfinished  story 1197 

O  thou,  whose  bounty  fills  my  cup 930 

O  thou,  whose  own  vast  temple  stands.  996    Peace,  perfect  peace,  in  this  dark 1093 

O  thou,  whose  tender  mercy  hears 648    People  of  the  living  Gk)d 1076 

O,  turn  ye,  oh,  turn  ye,  for  why  will  ye  617    Pilgrims  in  this  vale  of  sorrow 881 

O,  what  if  we  are  Christ's 766    Pleasant  are  thy  courts  above 69 

O,  what  shall  be,  oh,  when  shall  be  ...  1186  Praise  €k>d,  from  whom  all  blessings . .    160 

O,  what  the  joy  and  the  glory  must 184  Praise,  Lord,  for  thee  in  Zion  waits  ...    165 

O,  where  are  kings  and  empires  now . .   995    Praise  the  God  of  our  salvation 222 

O,  where  is  he  that  trod  the  sea  f 384  Praise  the  Saviour,  ye  who  know  him  .   792 

O,  where  shall  rest  be  found 571    Praise  to  God,  immortal  praise 1202 

O,  wherefore,  Lord,  doth  thy  dear 857    Praise  to  thee,  thou  great  Creator 173 

O,  wondrous  type,  oh,  vision  fair. ....   362  Praise  waits  in  Zion,  Lord!  for  thee  . .      42 

O  Word  of  God  incarnate 252  Praise  ye  Jehovah !  praise  the  Lord. . .    188 

O,  worship  the  King,  all  glorious 169  Praise  ye  the  Father,  for  his  loving  ...   981 

O  Zion !  tune  thy  voice 60  Prayer  is  the  breath  of  God  in  man  . . .    153 

O'er  the  distant  mountains  breaking  . .   487    Prayer  is  the  soul's  sincere  desire 155 

O'er  the  gloomy  hills  of  darkness .1129    Precious,  precious  blood  of  Jesus 569 

Of  the  Father's  love  begotten   345  Prepare  us,  Lord,  to  view  thy  cross  ...  1038 

Oft  in  danger,  oft  in  woe 769    Prostrate,  dear  Jesus,  at  thy  feet 650 

On  Jordan's  bank  the  Baptist's  cry. .. .   360    Purer  yet  and  purer 698 

On  Jordan's  rugged  banks  I  stand 1188 

On  mountains  and  in  valleys 255    Quiet,  Lord,  my  froward  heart 877 

On  the  fount  of  life  etemiJ 1176 

On  the  mountain's  top  appearing 1131    Rejoice  in  God  alway 871 

On  this  day,  the  first  of  days 81    Rejoice,  rejoice,  believers 493 

On  thy  church,  O  Power  divine 85    Rejoice,  ye  pure  in  heart 869 

On  wings  of  living  light 428    Rest  of  the  weary,  joy  of  the  sad 691 

Once  I  thought  my  mountain  strong. . .    667    Ride  on!  ride  on  in  majesty 361 
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Etise,  crowned  with  light,  imperial  — 1118    Sinners,  turn,  why  will  ye  die 623 

Rise,  glorions  Conqueror,  rise 451    Sit  down  beneath  his  shadow 1053 

Rise,  my  soul,  and  stretch  thy  wings. .    945  Sleep  thy  last  sleep,  free  from  care  . .  .1158 

Bock  of  Ages,  cleft  for  me  I  — 1078,  1081    So  let  our  lips  and  lives  express 850 

Boll  on,  thou  mighty  ocean 1128    So  rest,  our  Best,  thou  ever  blest 401 

Softly  fades  the  twilight  ray 80 

Safely  through  another  week 66    Softly  now  the  light  of  day 219 

Saintsof  €K>dI  thedawnisbrighteningll32    Soldiers  of  Christ,  arise 762 

Saints  in  glory,  we  together 793    Sometimes  a  light  surprises 729 

Salvation! — oh,  the  joyful  sound 578    Son  of  God!  to  thee  I  cry 1083 

Saviour,  again  to  thy  dear  name  we . . .   200    Sons  of  Zion,  raise  your  songs 497 

Saviour  and  Lord  of  all 768    Songs  of  praise  the  angels  sang 179 

Saviour,  blessM  Saviour 699    Soon  may  the  last  glad  song  arise 1101 

Saviour,  breathe  an  evening  blessing. .   224  Soon  will  the  heavenly  Bridegroom  . . .    507 

Saviour,  happy  would  I  be 879    Soul,  then  know  thy  full  salvation 1062 

Saviour!  hasten  thine  appearing 490    Sovereign  of  worlds!  display  thy 1106 

Saviour!  hear  us,  we  pray 821    Sowin  the  mom  thy  seed.       970 

Saviour!  I  follow  on 695    Speak  to  me.  Lord,  thyself  reveal 44 

Saviour  King,  in  hallowed  union 992    Spirit  blest,  who  art  adored 554 

Saviour,  now  the  day  is  ending 199  Spirit  of  God!  descend  upon  my  heart.    545 

Saviour  of  our  ruined  race 1079    Spirit  of  the  Only  Wise 553 

Saviour,  send  a  blessing  to  us . .      72    Stand,  soldier  of  the  cross 1019 

Saviour!  teach  me,  day  by  day 785    Stand  up,  and  bless  the  Lord 177 

Saviour,  to  thee  we  raise  our  hymn  of.   232  Stand  up,  my  soul,  shake  off  thy  fears.    741 

Saviour,  through  the  desert  lead  us  .. .    736    Stand  up! — stand  up  for  Jesus! 728 

Saviour,  thy  dying  love 692    Stars  of  the  morning,  so  gloriously 187 

Saviour,  visit  thy  plantation! 991    Stealing  from  the  world  away 150 

Saviour,  when,  in  dust,  to  thee 660    Still,  still  with  thee,  my  God 206 

Saviour!  who  thy  flock  art  feeding  . . .  1229    Still,  still  with  thee,  when  purple 796 

Say  not,  my  soul,  **  From  whence 939  Still  will  we  trust,  though  earth  seem  .    914 

Scorn  not  the  slightest  word  or  deed . .    958    Sun  of  my  soul!  thou  Saviour  dear 95 

See  IsraeFs  gentle  Shepherd  stands . . .  1233    Sure  the  blest  Comforter  is  nigh 531 

See,  the  Conqueror  mounts  in  triumph   447    Sweet  is  the  light  of  Sabbath  eve 109 

Send  thou,  O  Lord,  to  every  place 1 135    Sweet  is  the  memory  of  thy  grace 290 

Servant  of  Gk>d,  well  done! 1149  Sweet  is  the  work,  my  God,  my  King!.      12 

Shadow  of  a  Mighty  Bock 771    Sweet  is  the  work,  O  Lord 51 

Shepherd !  with  thy  tenderest  love  —    876    Sweet  is  thy  mercy.  Lord 145 

Shine,  mighty  God!  on  Zion  shine  — 1116    Sweet  Saviour,  bless  us  ere  we  go 216 

Shine  on  our  souls,  eternal  Gk>d 124  Sweet  the  moments,  rich  in  blessing  .  .1058 

Shout,  O  earth!  from  silence  waking. .    352    Sweet  the  time,  exceeding  sweet 152 

Shout  the  glad  tidings,  exultingly —     330  Sweet  was  the  time  when  first  I  felt. . .    669 

Show  pity,  Lord!  O  Lord!  forgive 644  Sweeter  sounds  than  music  knows  —    782 

Since  Jesus  is  my  friend 838    Swell  the  anthem,  raise  the  song 1201 

Since  thy  Father's  arm  sustains  thee  . .    933  Swift  to  its  close  ebbs  out  life's  little. .    130 

Sing,  all  ye  ransomed  of  the  Lord 755 

Sing,  O heavens!  O  earth!  rejoice 450    Take  me,  O  my  Father,  take  me 652 

Sing,  sing  his  lofty  praise 454    Take  my  heart,  O  Father !  take  it 1067 

Sing  to  the  Lord  a  joyful  song 163    Take  my  life,  and  let  it  be 710 

Sing  to  the  Lord,  our  Might 176  "  Take  up  thy  cross,''  the  Saviour  said.    613 

Sing  we  the  song  of  those  who  stand  ...    33  Teach  me  to  do  the  thing  that  pleaseth  543 

Sing  with  all  the  sons  of  glory 444    Tell  me,  my  Saviour 708 
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Tell  me  the  old,  old  story 582  The  Saviour!  oh,  what  endless  charms  367 

Tender  Shepherd,  thou  hast  stilled 1154  The  shadows  of  the  evening  hours    ...    123 

Ten  thousand  times  ten  thousand 1166    The  Son  of  God  goes  forth  to  war 75 1 

The  atoning  work  is  done 594    The  spacious  firmament  on  high 272 

The  Church  has  waited  long 509    The  Spirit  breathes  upon  the  word 246 

The  Church's  one  foundation 1056    The  Spirit  in  our  hearts 620 

The  Comforter  has  come 564  The  strife  is  o'er,  the  battle  done  ....   437 

The  dawn  of  Gk>d's  new  Sabbath 7    The  sun  is  sinking  fast  — 203 

The  day  is  gently  sinking  to  a  close ...    212    The  swift  declining  day 210 

The  day  is  past  and  gone 211  The  voice  of  free  grace  cries,  Escape. .    608 

The  day  is  past  and  over 202    The  world  is  very  evil   1191 

The  day,  O  Lord,  is  spent  1050    Thee  will  I  love,  my  Strength,  my 779 

The  day  of  praise  is  done  208    There  is  a  blessed  home 942 

The  day  of  rest  once  more  comes 22  There  is  a  book,  who  runs  may  read. . .    288 

The  day  of  resurrection 431    There  is  a  City  great  and  strong .1186 

The  gloomy  night  will  soon  be  past ...    713  There  is  a  fountain  filled  with  blood  . .    579 

The  God  of  Abraham  praise ...    189    There  is  a  green  hill  far  away 410 

The  golden  gates  are  lifted  up 462    There  is  a  holy  sacrifice 634 

The  happy  mom  is  come 430    There  is  a  land  immortal 1192 

The  harvest  dawn  is  near 760    There  is  a  land  of  pure  delight 1182 

Thehead  that  once  was  crowned  with.   457    There  is  a  name  I  love  to  hear 373 

The  heavens  declare  his  glory 253    There  is  a  safe  and  secret  place 901 

The  heavens  declare  thy  glory.  Lord . .   241    There  is  an  eye  that  never  sleeps 138 

The  Holy  Ghost  is  here 551    There  is  an  hourof  peaceful  rest 1168 

The  Homeland!  oh,  the  Homeland! . .  .1167    There 's  a  wideness  in  God's  mercy 318 

The  hours  of  day  are  over   132  They  who  seek  the  throne  of  grace .    . .    149 

The  King  of  love  my  Shepherd  is 844    Thine  are  all  the  gifts,  O  God! 975 

The  Lord  descended  from  above 280    Thine  earthly  Sabbaths,  Lord,  we 18 

The  Lord  is  my  Shepherd ;  I  shall  not .  1226    Thine  for  ever !  GK)d  of  love 1072 

The  Lord  is  my  Shepherd,  no  want  . . .    715    Thine  for  ever,  thine  for  ever ! 1070 

"The  Lord  is  risen  indeed" 466    Thine  holy  day 's  returning 8 

The  Lord  Jehovah  lives 315    Think  gently  of  the  erring  one ! 962 

The  Lord  Jehovah  reigns 314  "This  is  my  body,  which  is  given  for. .  1095 

The  Lord  my  pasture  shall  prepare  ...   397    This  is  not  my  place  of  resting 1178 

The  Lord  my  Shepherd  is 840    This  is  the  day  of  light 49 

The  Lord  of  glory  is  my  light 28  This  is  the  day  the  Lord  hath  made ...      32 

The  Lord,  our  God,  is  full  of  might  . . .   279    This  rite  our  blest  Redeemer  gave 1016 

The  Lord 's  my  Shepherd,  1 11  not 803    Thou  art  gone  up  on  high 469 

The  Lord  will  come,  and  not  be  slow.  .1115    Thou  art  my  hiding-place,  O  Lord  I 907 

The  marriage  feast  is  ready 492    Thou  art  the  Way;  to  thee  alone 377 

The  mercies  of  my  Gk)d  and  King 289    Thou,  from  whom  we  never  part 218 

The  morning  light  is  breaking 1126    Thou  Gtod  of  hope,  to  thee  we  bow 951 

The  peace  which  GK)d  alone  reveals  ...    192    Thou  grace  divine  encircling  all    298 

The  people  of  the  Lord 764    Thou  lovely  Source  of  true  delight 816 

The  promises  I  sing 311    Thou  Maker  of  our  mortal  frame 977 

The  radiant  mom  hath  passed  away  . .    104    Thou  only  Sovereign  of  my  heart 641 

The  roseate  hues  of  early  dawn 1187    Thou  to  whom  the  sick  and  dying 354 

The  Sabbath-day  has  reached  it«  close .    108    Thou  very  present  Aid 912 

The  sands  of  time  are  sinking 1160    Thou  who  art  enthroned  above 180 

The  Saviour  bids  thee  watch  and  pray.    705    Thou  who  didst  on  Calvary  bleed 102 

The  Saviour  kindly  calls 1231    Thou  who  rolPst  the  year  around 1204 
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Thout  whose  almighty  word. 540  Vainly,  through  night's  weary  hours  . .  882 

Though  faint,  yet  pursning,  we  go  on  .   717 

Though  I  speak  with  angel  tongues  .. .    875    Wait,  my  soul,  upon  the  Lord 944 

Though  now  the  nations  sit  beneath . . .  1107    Wait,  O  my  soul  I  thy  Maker's  will 260 

Though  sorrows  rise  and  dangers  roll  .    797    Wake,  awake  I  for  night  is  flying 503 

Three  in  One,  and  One  in  Three 120  Walk  in  the  light  I  so  shalt  thou  know.  851 

Through  all  the  changing  scenes  of  life  897    Watchman,  tell  us  of  the  night 496 

Through  good  report  and  evil,  Lord . . .   105    We  are  but  strangers  here 689 

Through  the  day  thy  love  has  spared  us  198    We  are  living,  we  are  dwelling 1 121 

Through  the  love  of  (Jod  our  Saviour. .   725    We  are  not  left  to  walk  alone 530 

Through  the  night  of  doubt  and  sorrow  720  We  are  the  Lord's ;  his  allnsufficient . . .  795 

Thus  far  the  Lord  has  led  me  on 193  We  bless  thee  for  thy  peace,  O  God!  . .  906 

Thy  bounties,  gracious  Lord 961    We  give  immortal  praise 313 

Thy  Father's  house!  thine  own  bright.  1169    We  give  thee  but  thine  own 969 

Thy  home  is  with  the  humble,  Lord! . .    859    We  march,  we  march  to  victory 350 

Thy  life  was  given  for  me 628  We  may  not  climb  the  heavenly  steeps  370 

Thy  way,  not  mine,  O  Lord 941    We  plough  the  fields,  and  scatter 1211 

Thy  way,  O  Lord,  is  in  the  sea 291    We  praise  thee,  O  God;  we 1218 

"  Thy  will  be  done !"    Li  devious  way .  1159    We  saw  thee  not  when  thou  didst 393 

Thy  word,  O  Lord,  thy  precious  word .   923    ''We  shall  see  him,"  in  our  nature 473 

Thy  works,  not  mine,  O  Christ 593    We  stand  in  deep  repentance 633 

**  Till  He  come: "  oh,  let  the  words  . .  .1080  We  would  see  Jesus — for  the  shadows  794 

Time,  thou  speedest  on  but  slowly 1179  Weary  of  earth,  and  laden  with  my  sin  683 

'T  is  by  the  faith  of  joys  to  come 849    Welcome,  days  of  solemn  meeting 78 

**'T  is  finished!  "—so  the  Saviour 403    Welcome,  delightful  mom 58 

'T  is  God  the  Spirit  leads 561    Welcome,  happy  morning 448 

'T  is  midnight;  and  on  Olive's  brow . . .   402    Welcome,  sacred  day  of  rest 67 

•T  is  my  happiness  below 948    Welcome,  sweet  day  of  rest 56 

'T  is  not  a  cause  of  small  import 997    What  cheering  words  are  these 935 

'T  is  not  that  I  did  choose  thee 256    What  equal  honors  shall  we  bring 479 

Together  with  these  symbols,  Lord  . .  .1039  What  finite  power,  with  ceaseless  toil.  269 

To  God  the  Father,  God  the  Son 161  What  grace,  O  Lord,  and  beauty  shone  376 

To  God  the  only  wise 1044    What  is  life?  't  is  but  a  vapor 1175 

To  him  that  chose  us  first 312    What  our  Father  does  is  well 319 

To  him  that  loved  the  souls  of  men 172    What  shall  I  render  to  my  GK)d 282 

To  thee,  my  God  and  Saviour 387    What  sinners  value  I  resign 1170 

To  thee,  O  Christ,  we  ever  pray 126    When  all  thy  mercies,  O  my  God 283 

To  thee,  O  dear,  dear  Saviour! 827    When  along  life's  thorny  road 921 

To  thee,  O  God,  we  raise 309    When  downward  to  the  darksome 1146 

To  thy  pastures  fair  and  large 79  When  gathering  clouds  around  I  view .  926 

To  thy  temple  we  repair 82  When  Ck)d,  of  old,  came  down  from . . .  515 

Too  soon  we  rise ;  the  symbols 1087    When  his  salvation  bringing 388 

Traveling  to  the  better  land 743    When  human  hopes  all  wither 631 

Triumphant  Lord,  thy  goodness  reigns    270    When  I  can  read  my  title  clear 892 

Triumphant  Zion,  lift  thy  head 1111  When  I  had  wandered  from  his  fold . . .  905 

True  Bread  of  life,  in  pitying  mercy    .  1084  When  I  survey  the  wondrous  cross  —  404 

When  I  view  my  Saviour  bleeding 1060 

Unshaken  as  the  sacred  hill 894  When  Jordan  hushed  his  waters  still . .  335 

Unto  thee  be  glory  given 65  When,  like  a  stranger  on  our  sphere  . .  357 

Upon  the  Gospel's  sacred  page  245  When,  marshaled  on  the  nightly  plain .  334 

Upward  where  the  stars  are  burning  . .    119    When  morning  gilds  the  skies. 41 
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When  my  last  hour  is  close  at  hand  ...  1165  With  broken  heart  and  oontrite  mgh  •  •  643 

When  on  Sinai's  top  I  see 1071  With  deepest  reyerenoe  at  thy  throne..  258 

When  our  heads  are  bowed  with  woe. .    920    With  joy  we  hail  the  sacred  day 34 

When  shades  of  night  around  ns  elose .    114    With  joy  we  lift  our  eyes 47 

When  sins  and  fears,  prevailing,  rise . .    800  With  songs  and  honors  sounding  loud  .  170 

When,  streaming  from  the  eastern 24    With  tearful  eyes  I  look  around 640 

When  the  day  of  toil  is  done 101    With  the  sweet  word  of  peace 1117 

When  the  weary,  seeking  rest 156    Work,  for  the  night  is  coming 074 

When  thou,  my  righteous  Judge,  shalt.1162    Work  while  it  is  to-day 960 

When  winds  are  raging  o'er  the  upper     674    Worship  the  Lord  in  the  beauty  of 164 

When,  wounded  sore,  the  stricken  soul  678    Wouldst  thou  eternal  life  obtain 589 

Wherever  two  or  three  may  meet 139 

While  in  sweet  commxmion  feeding  .   .  1069    Te  saints,  your  music  bring 592 

While  shepherds  watched  their  flocks  .   337    Te  servants  of  God,  your  Master 168 

While  thee  I  seek,  protecting  Power  . .   281    Te  servants  of  the  Lord! 514 

While  we  lowly  bow  before  thee 71    Te  souls  for  whom  the  Son  did  die 898 

While,  with  ceaseless  course,  the  sun  .  1200    Tes,  for  me,  for  me  he  careth 721 

Who  are  these  like  stare  appearing — 1174    Tes,  he  knows  the  way  is  dreary 834 

Who  is  this  that  comes  from  Edom 605  Tes,  I  do  feel,  my  God,  that  I  am  thine  688 

Why  do  we  mourn  departing  friends  . .  1142    Tour  harps,  ye  trembling  saints 756 

Why  on  the  bending  willovFS  hung 1112 

Why  should  the  children  of  a  King 522    Zion,  awake!  thy  strength  renew 1108 

Why  should  we  start,  and  fear  to  dief.1136  Zion,  the  marvelous  story  be  telling. . .  330 
Why  will  ye  waste  on  trifling  cares  . . .   610 
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